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PREFACE

T H E volumewhich hasits chief constituent in Honorine
contains some of the author's very best work; indeed, it
contains very little that is much below his best. The
opening story—with its bold statement that 'On trouve
partout quelque chose de meilleur que I'Angleterre
[which, be it remembered, M. Honore de Balzac had
never seen| tandis qu'il et excessvement difficile de
retrouver loin de la France les charmes de la France—
may draw a smile from Englishmen. Butjust asit isonly
avery foolish lover who finds fault with any one dse for
preferring the charms of his own love, so it is only avery
weak-minded and weak-kneed patriot who questions the
idolatry of a patriotism that is not his own. For the
rest, Honorine contains some of Balzac's profoundest
observations, better stated than is usual, or at least in-
variable, with him. The best of all are certain axioms,
disputed rather than disputable, as to the difference of
men's and women's love. The book suffers to some
extent from that artistic fault of the recitation, rather
than the story proper, to which he was so prone, and
perhaps a little from the other proneness—so constantly
to be noted in any complete critique of him—to exagge-
rate and idedlise good as well asill. But it is, as his
abomination Sainte-Beuve said of another matter, an essai
noble, and it is not, as Sainte-Beuve ds0 sad of that
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Xil Preface

matter which had nothing to do with Balzac, an essai
pale.

Le Colonel Chabert, which would well have deserved a
place in those Scenes de la Vie Militaire, so scantily repre-
sented in the Comede hes other attractions. It reminds
us of Balzac's sojourn in the tents of Themis, and of
the knowledge that he brought therefrom; it gives an
example of his affection for the idee fixe, for the man
with amania; and it is dso no inconsiderable example
of his pathos.

Butit, in like wise with Honorine, must give way to
the two taes which follow, and which, by the common
consent of competent judges, practically take rank, though
in very different ways, with the novelist's very bes work.
Of the two, La Messe de I'Athee is the greatest. Its
extreme brevity makes it almost impossible for the author
to indulge in those digressions from which he never could
entirely free himself when he allowed himself much room.
We do not hear more of the inward character of Desplein
than is necessary to make us appreciate the touching
history which is the centre of the anecdote; the thing
in general could not be presented at greater advantage
than it is. Nor in itself could it be much, if at all,
better. As usual, it is more or less of a persond con-
fesson. Balzac, it must aways be remembered, was
himself pretty definitely 'on the sde of the angels.” As
a Frenchman, as a man with a strong eighteenth-century
tincture in him, as a student of Rabelais, as one not too
much given to regard nature and fate through rose-
coloured spectacles, as a product of more or less godless
education (for his school-days came before the neo-
catholic revival), and in many other ways, he was not
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exactly an orthodox person. But he had no ideas foreign
to orthodoxy; and neither in his novels, nor in his letters,
nor elsewhere, would it be possble to find a private ex-
presson of unbelief. And such a story as thisis worth
a booksdller's warehouse full of tracts, coming as it does
from Honore de Balzac.

L' Interdiction is sufficiently different, but it is dmost
equally good initsown way. It isindeed impossible to
sy that there is not in the manner, though perhaps there
may be none in the fact, of the Marquis d'Espard's resti-
tution and the rest of it a little touch of the madder side
of Quixotism ; and onesass all the speculative and planning
Balzac in that notable scheme of the great work on
China, which brought in far, far more, | fear, than any
work on China ever has or is likely to bring in to its
devisers.  But the conduct of Popinot, in his interview
with the Marquise, is really admirable. The great scenes
of fictitiousfinessedo not aways ‘come off'; we do not
invariably find ourselves experiencing that sense of the
ability of his characters which the novelist appears to
entertain, and expects us to entertain likewise. But this
isadmirable; it is, with Charles de Bernard's Le Gendre,
perhaps the very best thing of the kind to be found any-
where.  And it is thoroughly well framed in what
comes before and after; nor is it, as is too common in
Balzac, spoilt by intrusion or accumulation of things
irrelevant. These two stories, L' Interdiction and La
Messe de |'Athee, would, if they existed entirely by
themselves, and if we knew nothing dse of their author's,
and nothing dse about him, suffice to show any intelli-
gent critic that genius of no ordinary kind had passed by
there.
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Pierre Grassou is much dlighter and smaller; it is
not even on alevel with Honorine or Le Colonel Chabert.
But it is good in itself; it is very characteristic of its
time, and it is specially happy as giving the volume a
touch of comedy, which is grateful, and which makes it
as awhole rather superior to most of Balzac's volumes,—
volumes apt to be ' fagoted' rather than composed.
The figure of the artig-bourgeois, neither Bohemian nor
buveur d'eau, is excellently hit off, and the thing leaves us
with all the sense of a pleasant afterpiece.

Honorine was rather a late book. It appeared in
La Presse in the spring of 1843 with a motto from
Mademoiselle de Maupin, and in six headless chapters; a
year later it was published in two volumes by Potter, with
forty headed chapters or sections ; and in 1845 it took
rank in the Scenes dela Vie Privee and the Comedie. It
was then, as it is now, accompanied by the three tdes
which follow it here, though they do not in the Edition
Definitive. Le Colonel Chabert is a capital example of
Balzac's mania for ' pulling about' his stories. It is as
old as the spring of 1832, when it appeared in the Artiste
with the title of La Transaction, and in four parts. Before
the year was out it formed part of a collection of tales
caled Le Salmigondis, but was now caled Le Comte
Chabert. In 1835 it became a Scene de la Vie Parisienne
(the Comedie was not yet) as La Contesse a deux
Maris, and in three parts. It was shifted to the Vie
Privee afterwards, with its present title and no divisions;
and Balzac, for some reason, dtered the date from 1832
to 1840 in the text. La Messe de |'Athee appeared
first in the Chronique de Paris for January 4, 1836 ; next
year joined the other Etudes Philosophiques; and in 1844
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the ViePrivee and the Comedie. L' Interdiction, makingits
bow in the same year and the same paper, was earlier
separated from the Etudes Philosophiquestobea Scenede
la Fie Parisienne. Pierre Grassou wasfirst printed in a
miscellany named Babel in the year 1840, was republished
with Pierrette in the same year, and joined the 'Maison

de Balzac' in 1844.
G.S






THE ATHEIST'S MASS

Thisis dedicated to Auguste Borget by hisfriend
De Balzac

BIANCHON, a physician to whom science owes a fine
system of theoretical physiology, and who, while still
young, made himself a celebrity in the medical school of
Paris, that central luminary to which European doctors do
homage, practised surgery for a long time before he took
up medicine. His earliest studies were guided by one of
the greatest of French surgeons, the illustrious Desplein,
who flashed across science like a meteor. By the con-
gnaus even of his enemies, he took with him to the tomb
an incommunicable method. Like all men of genius, he
had no heirs ; he carried everything in him, and carried
it avay withhim.__The glory of a surgeon is like that

L i

of an actor : they live only so Tong as” theyaré all_yel“aqj

their Btenyleaves no frage wben. cmmM
d surgeons, li}sc reat singers too, like the execu

ar
iﬁi‘_ﬁ}g rmance_increase the power of music
tenfold, are all the T

Desplein is a cae in proof of this resemblance in the
destinies of such transient genius. His name, yesterday
so famous, to-day almost forgotten, will survive in his
specia department without crossing itslimits. For must
there not be some extraordinary circumstances to exalt
the name of a professor from the history of Science to
the general, history of the human race? Had Desplein
that universal command of knowledge which makes a




2 The Atheist's Mass

man the living word, the great figure of his age?
Desplein had a godlike eye; he saw into the sufferer
and his malady by an intuition, natural or acquired,
which enabled him to gragp the diagnogics peculiar to
the individual, to determine the very time, the hour,
the minute when an operation should be performed,
making due allowance for atmospheric conditions and
peculiarities of individual temperament. To procesd thus,
hand in hand with nature, had he then sudied the constant
assmilation by living beings, of the dements contained
in the atmosphere, or yidded by the earth to man who
absorbs them, deriving from them a particular expresson
of life? Did hework it all out by the power of deduc-
tion and analogy, to which we owe the geniusof Cuvier ?
Be this as it may, thisman was in all the secrets of the
human frame; he knew it in the pag and in the future,
emphassng the present.

But did he epitomise all science in his own pason as
Hippocrates did and Galen and Aristotle? Did he guide
a whole school towards new worlds? No. Though it
is impossble to deny that this perigent observer of human
chemistry posssad the antique stience of the Mages,
that is to say, knowledge of the éements in fuson, the
causss of life, life antecedent to life, and what it must be
in its incubation or ever it is, it mug be oconfessd that,
unfortunately, everything in him was purely personal.
Isolated during his life by his egoiam, that egoism is now
auicidal of his glory. On his tomb there is no proclaim-
ing datue to repeat to pogerity the myseries which
genius seksout at itsown cog.

But perhaps Desplein's genius was answerable for his
beliefs, and for that reason mortal. To him the terres
trial atmosphere was a generative envelope;, he saw the
earth as an egg within its shell; and not being able to
determine whether the egg or the hen first was, he
would not recognise ether the cock or the egg. He
believed neither in the antecedent animal nor the surviv-
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ing spirit of man. Desplein had no doubts; he was
positive. His bold and unqualified atheism was like that
of many scientific men, the best men in the world, but
invincible atheists—atheists such as religious people de-
clare to be impossible.  This opinion could scarcely exist
otherwise in a man who was accustomed from his youth
to dissect the creature above all others—before, during,
and after life; to hunt through all his organs without
ever finding the individual soul, which isindispensable to
religious theory. When he detected a cerebral centre, a
nervous centre, and a centre for aerating the blood—the
two first so perfectly complementary that in the latter years
of his life he came to a conviction that the sense of hear-
ing is not absolutely necessary for hearing, nor the snse
of sight for seeing, and that the solar plexus could supply
their place without any possibility of doubt—Desplein, thus
finding two souls in man, confirmed his atheism by this
fact, though it is no evidence against God. This man
died, it is said, in final impenitence, as do, unfortunately,
many noble geniuses, whom God may forgive.

The life of this man, great as he was, was marred by
many meannesses, to use the expression employed by his
enemies, who were anxious to diminish his glory, but
which it would be more proper to call apparent con-
tradictions. Envious people and fools, having no know-
ledge of the determinations by which superior spirits are
moved, seize at once on superficial inconsistencies, to
formulate an accusation and so to pess sentence on them.
If, subsequently, the proceedings thus attacked are
crowned with success, showing the correlation of the
preliminaries and the results, a few of the vanguard of
caumnies aways survive. In our own day, for in-
stance, Napoleon was condemned by our contemporaries
when he soread his eagle's wings to alight in England:
only 1822 could explain 1804 and the flat boas at
Boulogne.

As, in Desplein, his glory and science were invulner-
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able, his enemies attacked his odd moods and his temper,
wheress, in fact, he was simply characterised by what the
English call eccentricity. Sometimes very handsomely
dressed, like Crebillon the tragical, he would suddenly
affect extreme indifference as to what he wore ; he was
sometimes seen in a carriage, and sometimes on foot. By
turns rough and kind, harsh and covetous on the surface,
but capable of offering his whole fortune to his exiled
masters—who did him the honour of accepting it for a
few days—no man ever gave rise to such contradictory
judgments. Although to obtain a black ribbon, which
physicians ought not to intrigue for, he was capable of
dropping a prayer-book out of his pocket at Court, in his
heart he mocked at everything ; he had a degp contempt
for men, after studying them from above and below, after
detecting their genuine expression when performing the
most solemn and the meanest acts of their lives.

The qualities of a great man are often federative. |If
among these colossa spirits one hes more talent than
wit, hiswit isstill superior to that of a man of whom it
issimply stated that ' heiswitty." Genius aways pre-
supposss moral insight.  This insight may be applied to
a specia subject; but he who can se a flower must be
able to s the sun. The man who on hearing a
diplomate he had saved ask, 'How is the Emperor ?
could say, ' The courtier is alive ; the man will follow !"
—that man is not merely a surgeon or a physician, he is
prodigiously witty dso. Hence a patient and diligent
student of human nature will admit Desplein's exorbitant
pretensions, and believe—as he himself believed—that he
might have been no less great as a minister than he was
as a surgeon.

Among the riddles which Desplein's life presents to
many of his contemporaries, we have chosen one of the
most interesting, because the answer is to be found at
the end of the narrative, and will avenge him for some
foolish charges.
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Of all the students in Desplein's hospital, Horace
Bianchon was one of those to whom he most warmly
attached himself. Before being a house surgeon at the
Hotel-Dieu, Horace Bianchon had been a medical student
lodging in a squalid boarding-house in the Quartier
Latin, known as the Maison Vauquer. This poor
young man had felt there the gnawing of that burning
poverty whichisasort of crucible from which great talents
areto emerge as pure and incorruptible as diamonds, which
may be subjected to any shock without being crushed.
In the fierce fire of their unbridied passons they acquire
the most impeccable honesty, and get into the habit of
fighting the battleswhich await geniuswith the constant
work by which they coerce their cheated appetites.

Horace was an upright young fellow, incapable of
tergiversation on a matter of honour, going to the point
without waste of words, and as ready to pledge his cloak
for a friend as to give him his time and his night hours.
Horace, in short, was one of those friends who are never
anxious as to what they may get in return for what they
give, feeling sure that they will in their turn get more
than they give. Most of his friends felt for him that
deeply-seated respect which is inspired by unostentatious
virtue, and many of them dreaded his censure. But
Horace made no pedantic display of his qualities. He
was neither a puritan nor a preacher; he could swear
with a grace as he gave his advice, and was aways ready
for ajollification when occasion offered. A jolly com-
panion, not more prudish than a trooper, as frank and
outspoken—not as a sailor, for nowadays sailors are wily
diplomates—but as an honest man who has nothing in
his life to hide, he walked with his head erect, and a
mind content. In short, to put the facts into aword,
Horace was the Pylades of more than one Orestes—
creditors being regarded as the nearest modern equivalent
to the Furies of the ancients.

He carried his poverty with the cheerfulness which is
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perhaps one of the chief dements of courage, and, like
all people who have nothing, he made very few debts
As sober as a camd and active as a stag, he was deadfast
in his ideas and his conduct.

The happy phase of Bianchon's life began on the day
when the famous aurgeon had proof of the qualities and the
defectswhich, thexeno lessthan those, make Doctor Hor ace
Bianchon doubly dear to his friends. When a leading
clinical practitioner takes a young man to his basom, that
young man has as they say, his foot in the irrup.
Desplein did not fail to take Bianchon as his asigant
to wealthy houses where some complimentary fee almost
always found its way into the sudent's pocket, and where
the myseries of Paris life were insengbly revealed to the
young provincial; he kept him at his sde when a con-
aultation was to be held, and gave him occupation ;
sometimes he would send him to a watering-place with
a rich patient; in fact, he was making a practice for
him. The conssquence was that in the course of time
the Tyrant of surgery had a devoted ally. These two
men—one at the summit of honour and of his sdence
enjoying an immense fortune and an immense reputation
the other a humble Omega, having neither fortune nor
fame—became intimate friends.

The great Desplein told his house surgeon everything ;
the disciple knew whether auch or such a woman had st
on a chair near the mader, or on the famous couch in
Desplein's surgery, on which he slept; Bianchon knew
the mygeries of that temperament, a compound of the
lion and the bull, which at lag expanded and enlarged
beyond measure the great man's torso, and causad his
death by degeneration of the heart. He dudied the
eccentricities of that busy life, the schemes of that sordid
avarice, the hopes of the politician who lurked behind the
man of science; he was able to forexe the mortifications
that awaited the only sentiment that lay hid in a heart
that was seded, but not of sted.
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One day Bianchon spoke to Desplein of a poor water-
carrier of the Saint-Jacques district, who had a horrible
disee caused by fatigue and want; this wretched
Auvergnat had had nothing but potatoes to eat during
the dreadful winter of 1821. Desplein left al his visits,
and at the risk of killing his horse, he rushed off, followed
by Bianchon, to the poor man's dwelling, and saw, him-
«df, to his being removed to a sick house, founded by the
famous Dubois in the Faubourg Saint-Denis. Then he
went to attend the man, and when he had cured him he
gave him the necessary sum to buy a horse and a water-
barrel.  This Auvergnat distinguished himself by an
amusing action. One of his friends fell ill, and he took
him at once to Desplein, saying to his benefactor, 'l
could not have borne to let him go to any one dse ! *

Rough customer as he was, Desplein grasped the
water-carrier's hand, and said, ' Bring them all to me.'

He got the native of Cantal into the Hotel-Dieu,
where he took the greatest care of him. Bianchon had
aready observed in his chief apredilection for Auvergnats,
and especially for water-carriers; but as Desplein took a
sort of pride in his cures at the Hotel-Dieu, the pupil
saw nothing very strange in that.

One day, as he cosed the Place Saint-Sulpice,
Bianchon caught sight of his master going into the church
at about nine in the morning. Desplein, who at that
time never went a step without his cab, was on foot, and
dipped in by the door in the Rue du Petit-Lion, as if he
were stealing into some house of ill fame. The house
surgeon, naturally possessd by curiosity, knowing his
master's opinions, and being himself a rabid follower of
Cabanis (Cabanigde en dyable with the y, which in
Rabelais ssems to convey an intensity of devilry)—
Bianchon stole into the church, and was not a little
astonished to se the great Desplein, the atheist, who
had no mercy on the angels—who give no work to the
lancet, and cannot suffer from fistula or gastritis—in short,
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this audacious scoffer kneeling humbly, and where ?
In the Lady Chapel, where he remained through the
mass, giving ams for the expensss of the service, aims for
the poor, and looking as serious as though he were superin-
tending an operation.

' He has certainly not come here to clear up the
question of the Virgin'sdelivery,' said Bianchon to him-
sdf, astonished beyond measure. ' If | had caught him
holding one of the ropes of the canopy on Corpus Christi
day, it would be a thing to laugh at; but at this hour,
alone, with no one to see—it is surely a thing to marvel
at!"

Bianchon did not wish to ssem as though he were
spying the head surgeon of the Hotel-Dieu ; he went
away. Asit happened, Desplein asked him to dine with
him that day, not at his own house, but at a restaurant.
At desst Bianchon skilfully contrived to talk of the
mass, speaking of it as mummery and a farce.

A force,' sad Desplein,” which has cost Christendom
more blood than all Napoleon's battles and all Broussais
leeches. The mass is a papa invention, not older than
the sixth century, and bessd on the Hoc est corpus.
What floods of blood were shed to establish the Fete-
Dieu, the Festival of Corpus Christi—the institution by
which Rome established her triumph in the question of
the Real Presence, a schism which rent the Church during
three centuries! The wars of the Count of Toulouse
against the Albigenses were the tail end of that dispute.
The Vaudois and the Albigenses refused to recognise this
innovation.'

In short, Desplein was delighted to disport himself in
his most atheistical vein ; aflow of Voltairian satire, or,
to be accurate, a vile imitation of the Citateur.

Hallo! where is my worshipper of this morning ?
sad Bianchon to himself.

He said nothing; he began to doubt whether he had
really seen his chief at Saint-Sulpice. Desplein would
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not have troubled himself to tell Bianchon a lie, they
knew each other too well; they had aready exchanged
thoughts on quite equally serious subjects, and discussad,
gysems de natura rerum, probing or dissecting them with
the knife and scalpel of incredulity.

Three monthswent by. Bianchon did not attempt to
follow the matter up, though it remained stamped on his
memory. One day that year, one of the physicians of
the Hotel-Dieu took Desplein by thearm, asif to question
him, in Bianchon's presence.

What were you doing at Saint-Sulpice, my desr
master ? ' said he.

" | went to see a priest who has a diseesed knee-bone,
and to whom the Duchesse d'’Angouleme did me the
honour to recommend me," said Desplein.

The questioner took this defeat for an answer ; not so
Bianchon.

Oh, he goes to s damaged knees in church |—He
went to mass' said the young man to himself.

Bianchon resolved to watch Desplein.  He remembered
the day and hour when he had detected him going into
Saint-Sulpice, and resolved to be there again next year on
the same day and at the same hour, to s if he should
find him there again. In that case the periodicity of
his devotions would justify ascientific investigation ; for
in such a man there ought to be no direct antagonism of
thought and action.

Next year, on the sad day and hour, Bianchon, who
had aready cessed to be Desplein's house surgeon, saw
the great man's cab standing at the corner of the Rue
de Tournon and the Rue du Petit-Lion, whence his
friend jesuitically crept aong by the wall of Saint-Sulpice,
and once more attended mass in front of the Virgin's
atar. It was Desplein, sure enough! The master-
surgeon, the atheist at heart, the worshipper by chance.
The mystery was grester than ever ; the regularity of
the phenomenon complicated it. When Desplein had
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left, Bianchon went to the sacristan, who took charge of
"the chapd, and asked him whether the gentleman werea
constant wor shipper.

For twenty years that | have been here' replied the
man, ' M. Desplein has come four times a year to
attend this mass He founded it.'

" A mass founded by him !I' said Bianchon, as he went
away. ' This is as great a mysery as the Immaculate
Conception—an article which alone is enough to make
a physician an unbeliever.'

Some time dapsed before Doctor Bianchon, though so
much his friend, found an opportunity of speaking to
Desplein of this incident of his life. Though they met in
consultation, or in society, it wasdifficult to find an hour
of confidential solitude when, sitting with their feet on
the firedogs and their head resting on the back of an
arm-chair, two men tell each other their secrets At
last, sven years later, after the Revolution of 1830,
when the mob invaded the Archbishop's resdence, when
Republican agitators sourred them on to destroy the gilt
aoses which flashed like gresks of lightning in the
immensty of the ocean of houses when Incredulity
flaunted itsef in the streats dde by sde with Rebellion,
Bianchon once more detected Desplein going into Saint-
Sulpice.  The doctor followed him, and knelt down by
him without the dightex notice or demongration of
aurprisefrom hisfriend. They both attended this mass of
his founding.

"Will you tell me, my dear fellow," said Bianchon, as
they left the church, ' thereason for your fit of monkish-
nes ? | have caught you three times going to mass—
You! You mug account to me for this mysery,
explain auch a flagrant disagreement between your
opinions and your conduct. Y ou do not believe in God,
and yet you attend mas? My dear magser, you are
bound to give me an answer.

"| am like a great many devout people, men who on
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the surface are desply rdigious, but quiteas much athegs
asyou or | can be!

And he poured out a torrent of epigrams on certain
political personages, of whom the bet known gives us,
in this century, a new edition of Moliere's Tartufe.

All that has nothing to do with my question,’ retorted
Bianchon. 'l want to know the reason for what you
have just been doing, and why you founded this mass'

Faith! my dear boy, sid Desplein,' | am on the
verge of the tomb; | may safdy tell you about the
beginning of my life!

At this moment Bianchon and the great man werein
the Rue des Quatre-Vents, one of the worst dreds in
Paris. Desplein pointed to the sixth floor of one of the
housss looking like obdisks of which the narrow door
opens into a passage with a winding daircase at the end,
with windows appropriately termed "borrowed lights —or,
in French,joursde souffrance. It was a greenish structure;
the ground floor occupied by a furniture dealer, while each
floor seamed to shdter a different and independent form
of misery. Throwing up his arm with a vehement
gesture, Desplein exclaimed—

| lived up there for two years'

| know; Arthez lived there; | went up there
almogt every day during my first youth ; we usd to call
it then the picklejar of great men !  What then ?'

The mass | have just attended is connected with
ome events which took place at the timewhen | lived in
the garret where you sy Arthez lived ; the one with the
window where the clothes line is hanging with linen
over a pot of flowers. My early life was so hard, my
dear Bianchon, that | may digpute the palm of Paris
auffering with any man living. | have endured every-
thing: hunger and thirst, want of money, want of
clothes, of shoes of linen, every crudty that penury can
inflict. | have blown on my frozen fingers in that
pickle-jar of great men, which | should like to s again,
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now, with you. | worked through a whole winter,
seeing my head steam, and perceiving the atmosphere
of my own moisture as we s that of horses on a frosty
day. | do not know where a man finds the fulcrum
that enables him to hold out against such alife.

1 was aone, with no one to help me, no money to
buy books or to pay the expenses of my medical training ;
| had not a friend; my irascible, touchy, restless temper
was against me.  No one understood that thisirritability
was the digress and toil of a man who, at the bottom of
the social scale, is struggling to reach the surface.  Still,
| had, as | may say to you, before whom | need wear no
draperies, | had that ground-bed of good feeling and keen
sengitiveness which must always be the birthright of any
man who is strong enough to climb to any height what-
ever, after having long trampled in the bogs of poverty,
| could obtain nothing from my family, nor from my
home, beyond my inadeguate allowance. In short, at
that time, | breakfasted off a roll which the baker in the
Rue du Petit-Lion sold me cheap because it was left from
yesterday or the day before, and | crumbled it into milk;
thus my morning mea cost me but two sous. | dined
only every other day in a boarding-house where the med
cost me sixteen sous. Y ou know aswell as | what care |
must have taken of my clothes and shoes. | hardly know
whether in later life we fed grief so degp when acolleague
plays us fase, as we have known, you and |, on detect-
ing the mocking smile of a gaping seam in a shoe, or
hearing the armhole of a coat split. | drank nothing but
water; | regarded a cafe with distant respect. Zoppi's
semed to me a promised land where none but the
Lucullus of the pays Latin had a right of entry. " Shall
| ever take a cup of coffee there with milk in it ?" sad
| to myself, " or play a game of dominoes ? "

| threw into my work the fury | felt at my misery.
| tried to master positive knowledge so as to acquire the
greatest persond value, and merit the position | should
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hold as soon as | could escape from nothingness. | con-
sumed more oil than bread ; the light | burned during
these endless nights cost me more than food. It was
a long duel, obstinate, with no sort of consolation. |
found no sympathy anywhere. To have friends, must
we not form connections with young men, have a few
0us so as to be able to go tippling with them and meet
them where students congregate ? And | had nothing!
And no one in Paris can understand that nothing means
nothing. When | even thought of revealing my beggary,
I had that nervous contraction of the throat which makes
a sick man believe that a ball rises up from the oesophagus
into the larynx.

"In later life | have met people born to wealth who,
never having wanted for anything, had never even heard
this problem in the rule of three: A young man is to
crime as a fivefranc piece is to x.—These gilded idiots
say to me, " Why did you get into debt ? W hy did you
involve yourself in such onerous obligations?" They
remind me of the princess who on hearing that the
people lacked bread, said, " W hy do not they buy cakes?"
| should like to see one of these rich men, who complain
that | charge too much for an operation,—yes, | should
like to see him alone in Paris without a sou, without a
friend, without credit, and forced to work with his five
fingersto live at all! What would he do? Where
would he go to satisfy his hunger ?

" Bianchon, if you have sometimes seen me hard and
bitter, it was because | was adding my early sufferings
on to the insensibility, the sdfishness of which | have
seen thousands of instances in the highest circles; or,
perhaps, | was thinking of the obstacles which hatred,
envy, jealousy, and calumny raised up between me and
success.  In Paris, when certain people see you ready to
set your foot in the stirrup, some pull your coat-tails,
others loosen the buckle of the strap that you may fall
and crack your skull; one wrenches off your horse's shoes,
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another dedls your whip, and the least treacherous of
them all is the man whom you se coming to fire his
pisol at you point blank.

"You yoursdf, my dear boy, are clever enough to
make acquaintance before long with the odious and
incessant warfare waged by mediocrity againg the
superior man. If you should drop five-and-twenty
louis one day, you will be accusad of gambling on the
next, and your bes friends will report that you have logt
twenty-five thousand.  If you have a headache, you will
be conddered mad. If you are a little hasty, no one can
livewith you. If, to make a gand againg this armament
of pigmies, you collect your best powers, your bet friends
will cry out that you want to have everything, that you
aim at domineering, at tyranny. In short, your good points
will become your faults, your faults will be vices, and
your virtues crimes.

"If you save a man, you will be sid to have killed
him ; if he resppears on the steng it will be postive that

ou have sscured the presnt at the cogt of the future,

If he is not dead, he will die. Stumble, and you fall !
Invent anything of any kind and claim your rights, you
will be crotchety, cunning, ill-disposed to rising younger
men.

'So, you see my dear fellow, if | do not beievein God,
| beieve still lessin man. But do not you know in me
another Desplein, altogether different from the Desplein
whom every one abuses >—However, we will not stir that
mud-heap.

Well, | wasliving in that house, | wasworking hard
to pass my first examination, and | had no money at all.
You know. | had come to one of those moments of
extremity when a man sys "1 will enlig." | had one
hope. | expected from my homea box full of linen, a
present from one of those old aunts who, knowing nothing
of Paris think of your shirts while they imagine that
their nephew with thirty francs a month is eating
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ortolans. The box arrived while | was at the shodls ;
it had cog forty francs for carriage. The porter, a
German shoemaker living in a loft, had paid the money
and kept the box. | walked up and down the Rue des
Fosses-Saint-Germain-des-Pres and the Rue de I'Ecole de
M edecine without hitting on any scheme which would
rdease my trunk without the payment of the forty francs
which of course | could pay as soon as | should have sold
the linen. My stupidity proved to me that surgery was
my only vocation. My good fellow, refined souls whose
powers move in a lofty atmosphere, have none of that
soirit of intrigue that is fertile in resource and device;
their good genius is chance ; they do not invent, things
come to them.

At night | went home at the very moment when
my fdlow lodger aso came in—a water-carrier named
Bourgeat, a native of Saint-Flour. We knew each other
as two lodgers do who have rooms off the same landing,
and who hear each other deeping, coughing, dressing, and
20 at lag become usd to one ancther. My neighbour
informed me that the landlord, to whom | owed three-
quarters rent, had turned me out; | mus cdear out next
morning. He himsdf was a0 turned out on account of
his occupation. | spent the mog miserable night of my
life. Where was | to get a messnger who could carry
my few chattels and my books ? How could | pay him
and the porter ? Wherewas | togo? | repeated thee
unanswverable quegions again and again, in tears as
madmen repeat their tunes. | fell adeep; poverty has
for its friend heavenly dumbers full of beautiful dreams

Next morning, just as | was swallowing my little
bowl of bread soeked in milk, Bourgeat came in and said
to me in his vile Auvergne accent—

"'"Mouchieur [I'Etudiant, | am a poor man, a found-
ling from the hospital at Saint-Flour, without either
father or mother, and not rich enough to marry. You
are not fertile in reations ether, nor well supplied
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with the ready ? Listen, | have a hand-cart downgtairs
which | have hired for two sous an hour; it will hold
all our goods; if you like, we will try to find lodgings
together, snce we are both turned out of this. It is not
the earthly paradise, when all is said and done."

" | know that, my good Bourgeat,” sad |. " But |
am in a great fix. 1 have a trunk downgairs with a
hundred francs worth of linen in it, out of which | could
pay the landlord and all | owe to the porter, and | have
not a hundred sous”

" Pooh! | haveafew dibs" replied Bourgeat joyfully,
and he pulled out a greasy old leather purse " Keep
your linen."

Bourgeat paid up my arrears and his own, and settled
with the porter. Then he put our furniture and my box
of linen in his cart, and pulled it along the stred,
sopping in front of every house where there was a notice
board. | went up to ssewhether the rooms to let would
it us At midday we were still wandering about the
neighbourhood without having found anything. The
price was the great difficulty. Bourgeat proposed that
we should eat at a wine shop, leaving the cart at the
door. Towards evening | discovered, in the Cour de
Rohan, Passage du Commerce, at the very top of a house
next the roof, two rooms with a daircase between them.
Each of us was to pay sixty francs a year. So there
we were housed, my humble friend and 1. We dined
together. Bourgeat, who earned about fifty sous a day,
had saved a hundred crowns or 0 ; he would soon be
able to gratify his ambition by buying a barre and a
horse  On learning my Stuation—for he extracted my
screts with a quiet craftiness and good nature, of which
the remembrance touches my heart to this day, he gave
up for a time the ambition of hiswhalelife; for twenty-
two years he had been carrying water in the srest,
and he now devoted his hundred crowns to my future

prospects!’
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Desplein at these words clutched Bianchon's arm
tightly. 'He gave me the money for my examination
feess That man, my friend, understood that | had a
mission, that the needs of my intellect were greater than
his. He looked after me, he called me his boy, he lent
me money to buy books, he would come in softly some-
times to watch me at work, and took a mother's care in
seeing that | had wholesome and abundant food, instead
of the bad and insufficient nourishment | had been
condemned to. Bourgeat, a man of about forty, had a
homely, mediaeval type of face, a prominent forehead, a
head that a painter might have chosen as a model for
that of Lycurgus. The poor man's heart was big with
affections seeking an object; he had never been loved
but by a poodle that had died some time since, of which
he would talk to me, asking whether | thought the
Church would allow mases to be said for the repose of
its soul. His dog, said he, had been a good Christian,
who for twelve years had accompanied him to church,
never barking, listening to the organ without opening his
mouth, and crouching besde him in a way that made it
seem as though he were praying too.

" This man centred all his affections in me; he looked
upon me as a forlorn and suffering creature, and he
became, to me, the most thoughtful mother, the most
considerate benefactor, the ideal of the virtue which
rejoices in its own work. When | met him in the
street, he would throw me a glance of intelligence full
of unutterable dignity; he would affect to walk as
though he carried no weight, and seemed happy in
seeing me in good health and well dressed. It was, in
fact, the devoted affection of the lower clases, the love of
agirl of the people transferred to a loftier level. Bour-
geat did all my errands, woke me at night at any fixed
hour, trimmed my lamp, cleaned our landing; as good
as a servant as he was as a father, and as clean as
an English girl. He did all the housework. Like
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Philopaamen, he sawed our wood, and gave to all he did
the grace of simplicity while preserving his dignity, for
he ssamed to undergand that the end ennobles every act.

" When | left this good fellow, to be house surgeon at
theHotel-Dieu, | felt an indescribable, dull pain, knowing
that he could no longer live with me; but he comforted
himsaf with the prospect of saving up money enough
for me to take my degree, and he made me promise to
go to s him whenever | had a day out: Bourgeat was
proud of me. He loved me for my own sake and for
hisown. If you look up my thess you will s that |
dedicated it to him.

' During thelas year of my resdence as house surgeon
| earned enough to repay all | owed to this worthy
Auvergnat by buying him a barrel and ahorse Hewas
furious with rage at learning that | had been depriving
mysdlf of spending my money, and yet he was delighted
to s his wishes fulfilled; he laughed and scolded, he
looked at hisbarrel, at his horse, and wiped away a tear,
as he said, "It is too bad. What a splendid barrel!
You really ought not. Why, that horseisas strong as
an Auvergnat!”

| never saw a more touching scene Bourgeat inssted
on buying for me the caz of ingruments mounted in
slver which you have seen in my room, and which isto
me the mog precious thing there.  Though enchanted
with my fird success never did the least sign, the least
word, exape him which might imply, " This man owes
all tome!" And yet, but for him, | should have died of
want; he had eaten bread rubbed with garlic that |
might have coffee to enable me to st up at night.

He fdlill. Asyou may supposs | passsd my nights
by his bedsde, and thefirst time | pulled him through;
but two years after he had a relapse; in spite of the
utmogt care, in spite of the greatest exertions of science,
he succumbed. No king was ever nursed as he was.
Yes, Bianchon, to snhatch that man from death | tried
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unheard-of things. | wanted him to live long enough to
show him his work accomplished, to realise all his hopes,
to give expression to the only need for gratitude that ever
filled my heart, to quench a fire that burns in me to this
day.

'Bourgeat, my second father, died in my arms,
Desplein went on, after a pause, visibly moved. ' He
left me everything he possessed by a will he had had
made by a public scrivener, dating from the year when
we had gone to live in the Cour de Rohan.

This man's faith was perfect ; he loved the Holy
Virgin as he might have loved his wife. He was an
ardent Catholic, but never said a word to me about my
want of religion. When he was dying he entreated me
to spae no expense that he might have every possble
benefit of clergy. | had a mess sad for him every day.
Often, in the night, he would tell me of his fears asto
his future fate; he feared his life had not been saintly
enough. Poor man ! he was a work from morning till
night. For whom, then, is Paradise—if there be a
Paradise ? He received the last sacrament like the saint
that he was, and his death was worthy of his life.

| done followed him to thegrave. When | had laid
my only benefactor to rest, | looked about to se how |
could pay my debt to him; | found he had neither family
nor friends, neither wife nor child. But he believed. He
had areligiousconviction ; had | any right to dispute it ?
He had spoken to me timidly of masses said for the repose
of the dead , he would not impress it on me as a duty,
thinking that it would be a form of repayment for his
savices. As soon as | had money enough | paid to
Saint-Sulpice the requisite sum for four messes every year.
As the only thing | can do for Bourgeat is thus to satisfy
his pious wishes, on the days when that mess is said, at
the beginning of each season of the year, | go for his ske
and say the required prayers; and 1 sy with the good
faith of a sceptic—"Great God, if there is a sphere
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which Thou hast appointed after death for those who
have been perfect, remember good Bourgeat; and if he
should have anything to suffer, let me suffer it for him,
that he may enter ail the sooner into what is called
Paradise."

'That, my dear fellow, is as much as a man who holds
my opinions can allow himself. But God must be a
good fellow ; He cannot owe me any grudge. | swear
to you, | would give my whole fortune if faith such as
Bourgeat's could enter my brain.'

Bianchon, who was with Desplein all through his last
illness, dares not affirm to this day that the great surgeon
died an atheist. Wi ll not those who believe like to fancy
that the humble Auvergnat came to open the gate of
heaven to his friend, as he did that of the earthly temple
on whose pediment we read the words—'A grateful
country to its great men.'

PARIS, January 1836,



HONORINE

To Monsieur Achille Deveria.
An affectionate remembrance from the Author.

IF the French have as great an aversion for travelling
as the English have a propensity for it, both English and
French have perhaps sufficient reasons.  Something better
than England is everywhere to be found ; wheress it is
excessively difficult to find the charms of France outside
France. Other countries can show admirable scenery,
and they frequently offer greater comfort than that of
France, which makes but slow progress in that particular.
They sometimes display a bewildering magnificence,
grandeur, and luxury; they lack neither grace nor noble
manners ; but the life of the brain, the talent for conver-
sation, the 'Attic salt' so familiar at Paris, the prompt
apprehension of what one is thinking, but does not say,
the spirit of the unspoken, which is half the French
language, is nowhere dse to be met with. Hence a
Frenchman, whose raillery, asit is, finds so little compre-
hension, would wither in aforeign land like an uprooted
tree.  Emigration is counter to the instincts of the
French nation. Many Frenchmen, of the kind here in
question, have owned to pleasure at seeing the custom-
house officers of their native land, which may seem the
most daring hyberbole of patriotism.

This little preamble is intended to recall to such
Frenchmen as have travelled the extreme pleasure they
have felt on occasiondly finding their native land, like
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an cass in the drawing-room of some diplomate; a
pleasure hard to be undersood by those who have never
left the asgphalte of the Boulevard des ltaliens, and
to whom the Quais of the left bank of the Sane are
not really Paris. To find Paris again! Do you know
what that means O Parigans? It is to find—not
indead the cookery of the Rocher de Cancale as Boré
daborates it for those who can appredate it, for that
exigs only in the Rue Montorgueil—but a meal which
reminds you of it! It is to find the wines of France,
which out of France are to be regarded as myths, and as
rare as the woman of whom | write! It isto find—not
the mog fashionable pleasantry, for it losss its aroma
between Paris and the frontier—but the witty, under-
standing, the critical atmosphere in which the French
live, from the poet down to the artisan, from the duchess
to the boy in the sredt.

In 1836, when the Sardinian Court was resding at
Genoa, two Parisans, more or less famous could fancy
themsdves still in Paris when they found themsdves in a
palazzo, taken by the French Consul-General, on the hill
forming the lagt fold of the Apennines between the gate
of San Tomaso and the well-known lighthouse, which is
to be semn in all the kegpsake views of Genoa. This
palazzo is one of the magnificent villas on which Genoee
nobles were wont to spend millions at the time when the
aristocratic republic was a power.

If the early night is beautiful anywhere, it surdy is at
Genoa, after it hasrained asit can rain there, in torrents,
all the morningj when the dearness of the s vies with
that of the sky; when dlence reigns on the quay and in
the groves of the villa, and over the marble heads with
yawning jaws, from which water myserioudy flows;
when the dars are beaming; when the waves of the
Mediterranean lap one after another like the avowal of a
woman, from whom you drag it word by word. It mug
be confesed, that the moment when the perfumed air
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bringsfragrancetothelungsand to our day-dreams,; when
voluptuousness made visble and ambient as the air,
halds you in your easy-chair ; when, a spoon in your hand,
you gp an ice or a sorbet, the town at your feet and fair
women opposte—such Boccaccio hours can be known
only in Italy and on the shores of the Mediterranean.

Imagine to yoursdf, round the table, the Marquis di
Negro, a knight hospitaller to all men of talent on ther
travels, and the Marquis Damaso Pareto, two Frenchmen
disguised as Genoexe, a Consul-General with a wife as
beautiful as a Madonna, and two slent children—slent
because dep has fallen on them—the French Ambassador
and his wife, a secretary to the Embassy who bdieves
himsdf to be crushed and mischievous, finally, two
Parisgans, who have come to take leave of the Conaul's
wife at a gplendid dinner, and you will have the picture
presmted by the terrace of the villa about the middle of
M ay—a picturein which the predominant figure was that
of a cdebrated woman, on whom all eyes centred now
and again, the heroine of this improvised fegtival.

One of the two Frenchmen was the famous landscape
painter, Leon de Lora; the other a well-known critic,
Claude Vignon. They had both come with this lady,
one of the glories of the fair s, Mademoisdle des
Touches, known in the literary world by the name of
Camille Maupin.

Mademoisdle des Touches had been to Florence on
busness  With the charming kindness of which she is
prodigal, she had brought with her Leon de Lorato show
him Italy, and had gone on as far as Rome that he might
e the Campagna.  She had come by the Simplon, and
was returning by the Cornice road to Marsdlles. She had
sopped at Genoa, again on the landscape painter's account.
The Consul-General had, of course wished to do the
honours of Genoa, before the arrival of the Court, to a
woman whose wealth, name, and postion recommend her
no less than her talents. Camille Maupin, who knew
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her Genoa down to its smallest chapels, had left her land-
cepe painter to the care of the diplomate and the two
Genoese marquises, and was miserly of her minutes.
Though the ambassador was a distinguished man of
letters, the celebrated lady had refused to yield to his
advances, dreading what the English call an exhibition;
but she had drawn in the claws of her refusals when it was
proposed that they should spend a farewell day at the
Consul's villa. Leon de Lorahad told Camille that her
presence at the villa was the only return he could make
to the Ambassador and his wife, the two Genoese noble-
men, the Consul and his wife. So Mademoiselle des
Touches had sacrificed one of those days of perfect free-
dom, which are not alwaysto be had in Paris by those on
whom the world hes its eye.

Now, the meeting being accounted for, it is easy to
understand that etiquette had been banished, as well asa
great many women even of the highest rank, who were
curious to know whether Camille Maupin's manly talent
impaired her grace as a pretty woman, and to s in a
word, whether the trousers showed below her petticoats.
After dinner till nine o'clock, when a collation was
served, though the conversation had been gay and grave
by turns, and constantly enlivened by Leon de Lora's
sallies—for heis considered the most roguish wit of Paris
to-day—and by the good taste which will surprise no one
after the list of guests, literature had scarcely been men-
tioned. However, the butterfly flittings of this French
tilting match were certain to come to it, were it only to
flutter over this essentially French subject. But before
coming to the turn in the conversation which led the
Consul-General to speak, it will not be out of place to
give some account of him and his family.

This diplomate, a man of four-and-thirty, who had
been married about six years, was the living portrait of
Lord Byron. The familiarity of that face makes a
description of the Consul's unnecessarv. It may, how-
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ever, be noted that there was no affectation in his dreamy
expresson. Lord Byron was a poet, and the Consul was
poetical; women know and recognise the difference,
which explains without justifying some of their attach-
ments.  His handsome face thrown into relief by a
delightful nature, had captivated a Genoee heiress. A
Genoee heiressl the expresson might raise a smile at
Genoa, where, in consquence of the inability of daugh-
ters to inherit, a woman is rarely rich ; but Onorina
Pedrotti, the only child of a banker without heirs male,
was an exception. Notwithstanding all the flattering
advances prompted by a spontaneous passon, the Consul-
General had not ssemed to wish to marry. Nevertheless,
after living in the town for two years and after certain
deps taken by the Ambassador during his vigts to the
Genoee Court, the marriage was decided on. The
young man withdrew his former refusal, less on account
of the touching affection of Onorina Pedrotti than by
reaon of an unknown incident, one of those crises of
private life which are 0 instantly buried under the daily
tide of interests that, at a subsequent date, the mog
natural actions ssem inexplicable.

This involution of causes sometimes affects the mogt
srious events of history. This, at any rate, was the
opinion of the town of Genoa, where, to some women,
the extreme resxrve the medancholy of the French
Consaul could be explained only by the word passon. It
may beremarked, in passang, that women never complain
of being the victims of a preference ; they are very ready
to immolate themsdves for the common weal. Onorina
Pedrotti, who might have hated the Consul it she had
been altogether scorned, loved her sposo no less and per-
haps more, when she knew that he had loved. Women
allow precedence in love affairs  All is well if other
women are in question.

A man is not a diplomate with impunity : the sposo
was as et as the grave—s0 secret that the merchants of
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Genoa chose to regard the young Consul's attitude as
premeditated, and the heiress might perhaps have dipped
through his fingers if he had not played his part of alove-
sick malade imaginaire. If it wasreal, the women thought
it too degrading to be believed.

Pedrotti's daughter gave him her love as a consolation ;
she lulled these unknown griefs in a cradle of tenderness
and Italian careses.

[ Signor Pedrotti had indeed no reason to complain of
the choice to which he was driven by his beloved child.
Powerful protectors in Paris watched over the young
diplomate's fortunes. In accordance with a promise
made by the Ambassador to the Consul-General's father-
in-law, the young man was created Baron and Commander
of the Legion of Honour. Signor Pedrotti himself was
made a Count by the King of Sardinia. Onorina's dower
was a million of francs. As to the fortune of the Casa
Pedrotti, estimated at two millions, made in the corn
trade, the young couple came into it within six months
of their marriage, for the first and last Count Pedrotti
died in January 1831.

Onorina Pedrotti is one of those beautiful Genoese
women who, when they are beautiful, are the most
magnificent creatures in Italy. Michael Angelo took
his models in Genoa for the tomb of Giuliano. Hence
the fulness and singular placing of the breast in the figures
of Day and Night, which so many critics have thought
exaggerated, but which is peculiar to the women of
Liguria. A Genoex beauty is no longer to be found
excepting under the mezaro, as at Venice it is met
with only under the fazzioli. This phenomenon is
obsarved among all falen nations. The noble type
survives only among the populace, as after the burning of
a town coins are found hidden in the ashes And
Onorina, an exception as regards her fortune, is no les
an exceptional patrician beauty. Recall to mind the figure
of Night which Michael Angelo hes placed at the feet of
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the Penseox, dress her in modern garb, twist that long
hair round the magnificent head, a little dark in com-
plexion, st a ark of firein those dreamy eyes, throw a
scarf about the massve bosom, se the long dress white,
embroidered with flowers, imagine the satue sitting
upright, with her arms folded like those of Mademoisdle
Georges, and you will s before you the Conaul's wife,
with a boy of six, as handsome as a mother's dedire, and a
little girl of four on her knees, as beautiful as the type of
childhood so laborioudy sought out by the sculptor David
tograce a tomb.

This beautiful family was the object of Camille's secret
sudy. It druck Mademoisdle des Touches that the
Consul looked rather too absent-minded for a perfectly
happy man.

Although, throughout the day, the husband and wife
had offered her the pleasng spectacle of complete happi-
ness Camille wondered why one of the most superior
men she had ever met, and whom she had sen too in
Paris drawing-rooms, remained as Consul-General at
Genoa when he possssd a fortune of a hundred odd
thousand francsa year. But, at the same time, she had
discerned, by many of the little nothings which women
percave with the intelligence of the Arab sage in Zadig,
that the husband was faithfully devoted. These two
handsome creatures would no doubt love each other with-
out a misunderstanding till the end of their days So
Camille said to hersdf alternately, ' What iswrong 7—
Nothing iswrong,' following the mideading symptoms of
the Conaul's demeanour ; and he, it may be said, had the
absolute calmness of Englishmen, of savages of Orientals,
and of consummate diplomatigs.

In discusing literature, they spoke of the perennial
stock-in-trade of the republic of letters—woman's sin.
And they presently found themsdves confronted by two
opinions. When a woman dns, is the man or thewoman
to blame? T hethree women present—the Ambassadress
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the Consul's wife, and Mademoiselle des Touches, women,
of course, of blameless reputations—were without pity for
the woman. The men tried to convince these three fair
flowers of their sex that some virtues might remain in a
woman after she had fallen.

How long are we going to play at hide-and-seek in
thisway ?' sad Leon de Lora.

Cara vita, go and put your children to bed, and send
me by Gina the little black pocket-book that lies on my
Boule cabinet/ said the Consul to his wife.

She rose without a reply, which shows that she loved
her husband very truly, for she aready knew French
enough to understand that her husband was getting rid of
her.

| will tell you a story in which | played a part, and
after that we can discuss it, for it ssems to me childish to
practise with the scalpel on an imaginary body. Begin
by dissecting a corpse.’

Every one prepared to listen, with all the greater
readiness because they had all talked enough, and thisis
the moment to be chosen for telling astory. This, then,
is the Consul-Generd's tale :—

"When | was two-and-twenty, and had taken my
degree in law, my old uncle, the Abbe Loraux, then
seventy-two years old, felt it necessay to provide me
with a protector, and to start me in some career. This
excellent man, if not indeed a saint, regarded each
year of his life as a fresh gift from God. | need not tell
you that the father confessor of a Royal Highness had no
difficulty in finding a place for a young man brought up
by himself, his sster's only child. So one day, towards
the end of the year 1824, this venerable old man, who
for five years had been Cure of the White Friars at Paris,
came up to the room | had in his house, and said—

Get yourself dressed, my dear boys ; | am going to
introduce you to some one who is willing to engage you
as secretary. | f 1 am not mistaken, he may fill my place



Honorine 29

in the event of God's taking me to Himself. | shall have
finished mass by nine o'clock; you have three-quarters
of an hour before you. Be ready.”

What, uncle! must | say good-bye to this room,
where for four years | have been so happy ?

| have no fortune to leave you," sad he.

Have you not the reputation of your name to leave
me, the memory of your good works———?"

" We need say nothing of that inheritance," he replied,
smiling. " Y oudo not yet know enough of the world to
be aware that a legacy of that kind is hardly likely to be
paid, whereas by taking you this morning to M. le
Comte—Allow me," said the Consul, interrupting him-
«f, 'to spesk of my protector by his Christian name
only, and to call him Comte Octave.—By taking you
this morning to M. le Comte Octave, | hope to secure you
his patronage, which, if you are so fortunate as to please
that virtuous gatesman—as | make no doubt you can-
will be worth, at least, & much & the fortune | might
have accumulated for you, if my brother-in-law's ruin and
my sister's death had not fallen on me like a thunder-bolt
from a clear sky."

. Are you the Count's director ?"

If | were, could | place youwith himi What priest
could be capable of taking advantage of the secrets which
he learns at the tribunal of repentance ? No ; you owe
this position to his Highness, the Keeper of the Seds
My dear Maurice, you will be a much a home there s
in your father's house. The Count will give you asaary
of two thousand four hundred francs, rooms in his house,
and an alowance of twelve hundred francs in lieu of
feeding you. He will not admit you to his table, nor
give you a separate table, for fear of leaving you to the
care of servants. | did not accept the offer when it was
mede to metill | was perfectly certain that Comte Octave's
secretary was never to be a mere upper servant. You
will have an immense amount of work, for the Count isa
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great worker; but when you leave him, you will be
qualified to fill the highest pods | nead not warn you
to be discreet; that is the first virtue of any man who
hopes to hold public appointments.”

Y ou may conceive of my curiosity. Comte Octave,
at that time, hed one of the highest legal appointments ;
he was in the confidence of Madame the Dauphiness,
who had just got him made a StateMinister; heled such
a life as the Comte de Serizy, whom you all know, |
think; but even more quietly, for his house was in the
Marais, Rue Payenne, and he hardly ever entertained.
His private life exaped public comment by itsher mit-like
simplicity and by constant hard work.

Let me dexribe my postion to you in a few words.
Having found in the solemn headmager of the College
Saint-Louis a tutor to whom my unde ddegated his
authority, at the age of eighteen 1 had gone through all
the dases ; | left schod as innocent as a seminarist, full
of faith, on quitting Saint-Sulpice. My mother, on her
deathbed, had made my uncle promise that | should not
become a priest, but | was as pious as though | had to
take orders.  On leaving college, the Abbe Loraux took
me into his house and made me sudy law. During the
four years of sudy requidte for pasing all the examina-
tions, | worked hard, but chiefly at things outdde the
arid fields of jurisprudence. Weaned from literature as |
had been at college, where | lived in the headmager's
house, | had a thirst to quench. Assoon as| had read a few
modern maderpieces, the works of all the preceding ages
were greedily swallowed. | became crazy about the
theatre, and for alongtimel went every night to the play,
though my uncle gave meonly a hundred francsa month.
This parsmony, to which the good old man was com-
pdled by his regard for the poor, had the effect of keeping
a young man's desres within reasonable limits.

"When | went to live with Comte Octave | was not
indeed an innocent, but | thought of my rare exapades as



Honorine 31

crimes. My unde was so truly angelic, and | was s0
much afraid of grieving him, that in all those four years |
had never pent a night out. The good man would wait
till I camein togoto bed. This maternal care had more
power to keep me within bounds than the sermons and
reproaches with which the life of a young man is diversfied
in a puritanical home. | was a stranger to the various
circes which make up the world of Paris society; | only
knew some women of the better sort, and none of the
inferior dass but those | saw as | walked about, or in the
boxes at the play, and then only from the depths of the
pit where | sat. If, at that period, any one had said to
me, " Y ou will s Canalis, or Camille Maupin," | should
have fdt hot coalsin my head and in my bowes. Famous
people wereto me as gods, who neither spoke nor walked,
nor ate like other mortals.

" How many tales of the Thousand-and-one Nights are
comprehended in the ripening of ayouth ! How many
wonderful lamps mugt we have rubbed before we under-
gand that the True Wonderful Lamp is ether luck, or
work, or genius. In some men thisdream of the aroused
spirit is but brief; mine has laged until now ! In those
days | always went to desp as Grand Duke of Tuscany,
—asa millionaire—as bdoved by a princess—or famous !
So to enter the srvice of Comte Octave, and have a
hundred louis a years was entering on independent life.
| had glimpsss of some chance of getting into society,
and seeking for what my heart desred mogt, a protectress,
who would rescue me from the paths of danger, which a
young man of two-and-twenty can hardly hdp treading,
however prudent and well brought up he may be |
began to be afraid of mysdf.

'The persgent sudy of other peoplés rights into which
| had plunged was not always enough to repress painful
imaginings.  Yes, sometimes in fancy | threw mysdf
into theatrical life; | thought | could be a great actor;
| dreamed of endlesstriumphs and loves, knowing nothing
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of the dislluson hidden behind the curtain, as every where
dse—for every sage has itsreverse behind the scenes |
have gone out sometimes, my heart bailing, carried away
by an impulse to rush hunting through Paris, to attach
myself to some handsome woman | might meet, to follow
her to her door, watch her, write to her, throw mysdf on
her mercy, and conquer her by sheer force of pasdon.
My poor uncle, a heart consumed by charity, a child of
seventy years, as clear-sighted as God, as guildess as a
man of genius, no doubt read the tumult of my soul; for
when he fdt the tether by which he hdd me grained
too tightly and ready to break, he would never fail to say,
" Here, Maurice, you too are poor! Here are twenty
francs, go and amuse yoursdf, you are not a priest!"
And if you could then have seen the dancing light that
gilded his grey eyes, the smile that rdaxed his fine lips,
puckering the corners of his mouth, the adorable expresson
of that augugt face, whose native ugliness was redeemed
by the spirit of an apogle, you would undersand the
feeling which made me answer the Cure of White Friars
only with a kiss, as if he had been my mother.

" In Comte Octave you will find not a master, but a
friend,"” sad my uncle on the way to the Rue Payenne
" But he is digrustful, or to be more exact, he is cautious.
The datesman's friendship can be won only with time;
for in spite of his degp insight and his habit of gauging
men, he was deceived by the man you are succeeding,
and nearly became a victim to his abuse of confidence.
This is enough to guide you in your behaviour to him."

When we knocked at the enormous outer door of a
house as large as the Hotel Carnavalet, with a courtyard
in front and a garden behind, the sound rang as in a
desert.  While my uncle inquired of an old porter in
livery if the Count were at home, | cag my eyes seeing
everything at once, over the courtyard where the cobble-
gones were hidden in grass the blackened walls where
little gardens were flourishing above the decorations of
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the elegant architecture, and on the roof, as high as that
of the Tuileries. The balustrade of the upper balconies
was eaten away. Through a magnificent colonnade |
could s a second court on one side, where were the
offices the door was rotting. An old coachman was
there cleaning an old carriage. The indifferent air of
this servant allowed me to assume that the handsome
stables, where of old so many horses had whinnied, now
sheltered two at most. The handsome facade of the
house semed to me gloomy, like that of a mansion
belonging to the State or the Crown, and given up to
some public office. A bell rang as we walked across, my
uncle and I, from the porter's lodge—Enquire of the
Porter was still written over the door—towards the
outside steps, where a footman came out in alivery like
that of Labranche at the Theatre Francais in the old
stock plays. A visitor was so rare that the servant was
putting his coat on when he opened a glass door with
small panes, on each side of which the smoke of a lamp
had traced patterns on the walls.

'A hall so magnificent as to be worthy of Versailles
ended in a dtaircase such a will never again be built in
France, taking up as much space as the whole of a
modern house. Aswe went up the marble steps, as cold
as tombstones, and wide enough for eight persons to walk
abreadt, our tread echoed under sonorous vaulting. The
banister charmed the eye by its miraculousworkmanship—
goldsmith's work in iron—wrought by the fancy of an
artist of thetime of Henri I11. Chilled as by an icy mantle
that fell on our shoulders, we went through ante-rooms,
drawing-rooms opening one out of the other, with
carpetless parquet floors, and furnished with such splendid
antiquities as from thence would find their way to the
curiosity dedlers. At last we reached a large study in a
crosswing, with all thewindowslookinginto animmense
garden.

Monsieur le Cure of the White Friars, and his
c
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nephew, Monsieur de L'Hostal," sad Labranche, to
whose care the other theatrical servant had condgned us
in the first antechamber.

Comte Octave, dressd in long trousers and a grey
flannd morning coat, roe from his st by a huge
writing-table, came to the fireplace, and sgned to me to
gt down, while he went forward to take my undes
hands, which he pressd.

Though | am in the parish of Saint-Paul," sad he,
" | could scarcdy have failed to hear of the Cure of the
White Friars, and | am happy to make his acquaintance."

' Your Excellency is mogt kind," replied my uncle.
"I have brought to you my only remaining relation.
While | bdieve that | am offering a good gift to your
Excellency, | haope at the same time to give my nephew
a ssoond father.”

" Astothat, | can only reply, Monsieur |I'Abbe, when
we shall have tried each other," sid Comte Octave.
" Your name ? " he added, to me.

'" Maurice."

He has taken his doctor's degree in law,"” my uncle
observed.

Very good, very good ! * said the Count, looking at
me from head to foot. " Monsieur I'Abbe, | hope that
for your nephew's sske in the firg instance, and then for
mine, you will do me the honour of dining here every
Monday. That will be our family dinner, our family
party.”

My uncde and the Count then began to talk of
religion from the political point of view, of charitable
ingtitutes, the represson of crime, and | could at my
leisure study the man on whom my fate would henceforth
depend. The Count was of middle height; it was
impossible to judge of his build on account of his dress
but he seamed to me to be lean and spare  His face was
harsh and hollow ; the featureswererefined. His mouth,
which was rather large, expressad both irony and kindliness.
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His forehead, perhapstoo spacious, was as intimidating as
that of a madman, all the more so from the contrast of the
lower part of the face, which ended squarely in a short
chin very near the lower lip. Small eyes, of turquoise
blue, were as keen and bright as those of the Prince de
Talleyrand—which | admired at a later time—and
endowed, like the Prince's, with the faculty of becoming
expressionless to the verge of gloom; and they added to
the singularity of a face that was not pale but yellow.
This complexion seemed to bespeak an irritable temper
and violent passions. His hair, already silvered, and
carefully dressed, seemed to furrow his head with streaks
of black and white alternately. T he trimness of this head
spoiled the resemblance | had remarked in the Count to
the wonderful monk described by Lewis after Schedoni
in the Confessional of the Black Penitents (The Italian), a
a superior creation, as it seems to me, to The Monk.

"The Count was already shaved, having to attend
early at the law courts. Two candelabra with four
lights, screened by lamp-shades, were still burning at the
opposite ends of the writing-table, and showed plainly
that the magistrate rose long before daylight. His hands,
which | saw when he took hold of the bell-pull to sum-
mon his servant, were extremely fine, and as white as a
woman's.

"As | tell you this story,” said the Consul-General,
interrupting himself, 'l am altering the titles and the
social position of this gentleman, while placing him in
circumstances analogous to what his really were. His
profession, rank, luxury, fortune, and style of living were
the same; all these details are true, but | will not be
false to my benefactor, nor to my usual habits of discretion.

" Instead of feeling—as | really was, socially speaking—
an insect in the presence of an eagle' the narrator went
on after a pause' | felt | know not what indefinable
impression from the Count's appearance, which, however
I can now account for. Artists of genius' (and he
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bowed gracefully to the Ambassador, the distinguished
lady, and the two Frenchmen),' real statesmen, pods a
general who has commanded armies—in short, all really
great minds are simple, and their simplicity places you on
a level with themselves—You who are all of superior
minds,' he said, addressing his guests, 'have perhaps
observed how feeling can bridge over the distances
created by society. If we are inferior to you in intellect,
we can be your equds in devoted friendship. By the
temperature—allow me the word—of our hearts | felt
myself as near my patron as | was far below him in rank.
In short, the soul has its clairvoyance; it has presenti-
ments of suffering, grief, joy, antagonism, or hatred in
others.
| vaguely discerned the symptoms of a mystery, from
recognising in the Count the same effects of physiognomy
as | had observed in my uncle. The exercise of virtue,
serenity of conscience, and purity of mind had transfigured
my uncle, who from being ugly had become quite
beautiful. | detected a metamorphosis of a reverse kind
in the Count's face ; at the first glance | thought he was
about fifty-five, but after an attentive examination |
found youth entombed under the ice of a great sorrow,
under the fatigue of persistent study, under the glowing
hues of some suppressed passion. At a word from my
uncle the Count's eyes recovered for a moment the
softness of the periwinkle flower, and he had an admiring
smile, which revedled what | believed to be hisrea age,
about forty. These observations | made, not then but
afterwards, as | recaled the circumstances of my visit.
The man-servant came in carrying a tray with his

master's breakfast on it.

"l did not ak for breakfast," remarked the Count j
" but leave it, and show Monsieur to his rooms."

" | followed the servant, who led the way to a complete
st of pretty rooms, under a terrace, between the great
courtyard and the servants quarters, over a corridor of
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communication between the kitchens and the grand
staircase.  When | returned to the Count's study, |
overheard, before opening the door, my uncle pronouncing
this judgment on me—

He may do wrong, for he has strong feelings, and
we are all liable to honourable mistakes] but he has no
vices."

" Well," sad the Count, with a kindly look, " do you
like yourself there? Tell me. There are so many
rooms in this barrack that, if you were not comfortable,
| could put you elsewhere."

" At my uncle's | had but one room," replied I.

" Well, you can settle yourself this evening," sad the
Count," for your possessons no doubt, are such as all
students own, and a hackney coach will be enough to
convey them. To-day we will all three dine together,"
and he looked at my uncle.

A splendid library opened from the Count's study,
and he took us in there, showing me a pretty little recess
decorated with paintings, which had formerly served, no
doubt, as an oratory.

This is your cell," said he. " You will sit there
when you have to work with me, for you will not be
tethered by a chain ;" and he explained in detail the
kind and duration of my employment with him. As|
listened | felt that he was a great political teacher.

It took me about a month to familiarise myself with
people and things, to learn the duties of my new office,
and accustom myself to the Count's methods. A secretary
necessarily watches the man who makes use of him.
That man's tastes, passions, temper, and manias become
the subject of involuntary study. The union of their
two minds is a once more and less than a mar-

riage.
During these months the Count and | reciprocally
studied each other. | learned with astonishment that

Comte Octave was but thirty-seven years old. The
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merely superficial peacefulness of hislife and the propriety
of his conduct were the outcome not solely of a deep
sne of duty and of stoical reflection; in my constant
intercourse with this man—an extraordinary man to
those who knew him well—I felt vast depths beneath
his toil, beneath his acts of politeness, his mask of
benignity, hisassumption of resignation, which so closely
resembled cadmness that it was easy to mistake it. Just
as when walking through forest-lands certain soils give
forth under our feet a sound which enables us to guess
whether they are dense mases of stone or a void ; so
intense egoism, though hidden under the flowers of
politeness, and subterranean caverns eaten out by sorrow
sound hollow under the constant touch of familiar life.
It was sorrow and not despondency that dwelt in that
really great soul. The Count had understood that
action, deeds, are the supreme law of social man. And
he went on his way in spite of secret wounds, looking to
the future with a tranquil eye, like a martyr full of faith.

" His concedled sadness, the bitter disenchantment from
which he suffered, had not led him into philosophical
deserts of incredulity ; this brave statesman was religious,
but without ostentation ; he always attended the earliest
mess at Saint-Paul's for pious workmen and servants.
Not one of his friends, no one at Court, knew that he so
punctually fulfilled the practice of religion. He was
addicted to God as some men are addicted to avice, with
the greatest mystery. Thus one day | came to find the
Count at the summit of an Alp of woe much higher than
that onwhich many are who think themselves the most
tried ; who laugh at the passons and the beliefs of others
because they have conquered their own; who play varia-
tions in every key of irony and disdain. He did not
mock at those who still follow hope into the swamps
whither she leads, nor those who climb a pesk to be
alone, nor those who persst in the fight, reddening the
arenawith their blood and strewing it with their illusions.
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He looked on the world as a whole; he mastered its
beliefs; he listened to its complaining; he was doubtful
of affection, and yet more of self-sacrifice; but this great
and stern judge pitied them, or admired them, not with
transient enthusiasm, but with silence, concentration, and
the communion of a deeply-touched soul. He was a sort
of catholic Manfred, and unstained by crime, carrying
his choiceness into his faith, melting the snows by the
fires of a seded volcano, holding converse with a sar
seen by himself done !

| detected many dark riddles in his ordinary life. He
evaded my gaze not like a traveller who, following a
path, disgppears from time to time in dells or ravines
according to the formation of the soil, but like a sharp-
shooter who is being watched, who wants to hide himself,
and seeks a cover. | could not account for his frequent
absnces at the times when he was working the hardest,
and of which he made no secret from me, for he would
sy, " Go on with this for me," and trust me with the
work in hand.

This man, wrapped in the threefold duties of the
statesman, the judge, and the orator, charmed me by a
taste for flowers, which shows an elegant mind, and which
is shared by aimost all persons of refinement. His garden
and his study were full of the rarest plants, but he always
bought them half-withered. Perhaps it pleased him to s
such an image of hisown fete! He was faded like these
dying flowers, whose amost decaying fragrance mounted
strangely to his brain. The Count loved his country;
he devoted himself to public interests with the frenzy of
a heart that seeks to cheat some other passion; but the
studies and work into which he threw himself were not
enough for him; there were frightful struggles in his
mind, of which some echoes reached me. Finally, he
would give utterance to harrowing aspirations for happi-
ness and it stemed to me he ought yet to be happy;
but what was the obstacle ? Was there a woman he
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lovedi Thiswas a quettion | aked mysdf. You may
imagine the extent of the crdes of torment that my
mind had ssarched before coming to so smple and 0
terrible a quegtion. Notwithstanding his efforts my
patron did not succeed in stifling the movements of his
heart. Under his augere manner, under the reserve of
the magistrate, a pasion rebdled, though ocoerced with
uch force that no one but | who lived with him ever
ouessd the secret. His motto seemed to be" | suffer,
and am dlent." The exort of repect and admiration
which attended him ; the friendship of workers as valiant
as himself—Grandville and Serizy, both presiding judges
—had no hold over the Count: either he told them
nothing, or they knew all. Impassble and lofty in
public, the Count betrayed the man only on rare inter-
vals when, alone in his garden or his sudy, he supposd
himself unobserved; but then he was a child again, he
gave course to the tears hidden beneath the toga, to the
excitement which, if wrongly interpreted, might have
damaged his credit for perspicacity as a satesman.

" When all this had become to me a matter of certainty,
Comte Octave had all the attractions of a problem, and
won on my affection as much as though he had been my
own father. Can you enter into the fedling of curiosity,
tempered by respect ? What catastrophe had blaged
this learned man, who, like Pitt, had devoted himsdf
from the age of eighteen to the dudies indispensable to
power, while he had no ambition; this judge, who
thoroughly knew the law of nations, political law, civil
and criminal law, and who could find in these a weapon
againg every anxiety, agang every mistake; this pro-
found legidator, this serious writer, this pious cdibate
whose life sufficiently proved that he was open to no
reproach ? A criminal could not have been more hardly
punished by God than was my master; sorrow had robbed
him of half his dumbers; he never dept more than four
hours. What struggle was it that went on in the depths
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of thexe hours apparently o calm, so dudious passng
without a sound or a murmur, during which | often
detected him, when the pen had dropped from his fingers,
with his head resting on one hand, his eyes like two fixed
gdars and sometimes wet with tears? How could the
waters of that living spring flow over the burning strand
without being dried up by the subterranean fire? Was
there below it, as there is under the se, between it and
the central fires of the globe, a bed of granite? And
would the volcano burg at lagt ?

Sometimes the Count would give me a look of that
sagadous and keen-eyed curiodsity by which one man
sarches ancther when he desres an accomplice; then
he shunned my eye as he saw it open a mouth, 0 to
speak, insisting on a reply, and seeming to say, “ Spesk
first!" Now and then Comte Octave's mdancholy was
aurly and gruff. If these ourts of temper offended me,
he could get over it without thinking of asking my
pardon; but then his manners were gracious to the
point of Christian humility.

" When | became attached like a son to this man—to
me such a mystery, but so intelligible to the outer world,
to whom the epithet eccentric is enough to account for
all the enigmas of the heart—I changed the sate of the
house  Neglect of his own interests was carried by the
Count to the length of folly in the management of his
affairs  Posessng an income of about a hundred and
sixty thousand francs, without including the emoluments
of his appointments—three of which did not come under
the law againg plurality—he spent sixty thousand, of
which at leas thirty thousand went to his servants By
the end of the firs year | had got rid of all these rascals
and begged His Excellency to use his influence in helping
me to get honet servants. By the end of the sscond
year the Count, better fed and better served, enjoyed the
comforts of modern life; he had fine horses supplied by a
coachman to whom | paid so much a month for each
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horse; his dinners on his reception days, furnished by
Chevet at a price agreed upon, did him credit; his daily
medls were prepared by an excellent cook found by my
uncle, and helped by two kitchenmaids. The expendi-
ture for housekeeping, not including purchases, was no
more than thirty thousand francs a yearj we had two
additional men-servants, whose care restored the poetical
aspect of the house; for this old palace, splendid even
in its rust, had an air of dignity which neglect had
dishonoured.

| am no longer astonished," said he, on hearing of
these results, " at the fortunes made by my servants. In
seven years | have had two cooks, who have become rich
restaurant-keepers."

" And in seven years you have lost a hundred thousand
francs," replied I. " You, a judge, who in your court
sign summonses against crime, encouraged robbery in
your own house."

' Early in the year 1826 the Count had, no doubt,
ceased to watch me, and we were as closdly attached as
two men can be when one is subordinate to the other.
He had never spoken to me of my future prospects, but
he had taken an interest, both as a master and as a father,
in training me. He often required me to collect
materials for his most arduous labours; | drew up some
of his reports, and he corrected them, showing the
difference between his interpretation of the law, his
views and mine. When at last | had produced a docu-
ment which he could givein as his own he was delighted ;
this satisfaction was my reward, and he could s that |
took it so. Thislittleincident produced an extraordinary
effect on a soul which seemed so stern.  The Count
pronounced sentence on me, to ux a legal phrasg, as
supreme and royal judge ; he took my head in his hands,
and kissed me on the forehead.

"'Maurice," he exclaimed, "you are no longer my
apprentice ; 1 know not yet what you will be to me—



Honorinc 43

but if no change occurs in my life, perhaps you will take
the place of a son."

Comte Octave had introduced me to the best houses
in Paris, whither | went in his stead, with his servants
and carriage, on the too frequent occasions when, on the
point of starting, he changed his mind, and sent for a
hackney cab to take him—Where >—that was the
mystery. By the welcome | met with | could judge of
the Count's feelings towards me, and the earnesthess of
his recommendations. He supplied all my wants with
the thoughtfulness of a father, and with all the greater
liberality because my modesty left it to him aways
to think of me. Towards the end of January 1827, at
the house of the Comtesse de Serizy, | had such persistent
ill-luck at play that | lost two thousand francs, and |
would not draw them out of my savings. Next morning
| asked myself, " Had | better ak my uncle for the
money, or put my confidence in the Count ?"

' | decided on the second alternative.

Yesterday," sad I, when he was at breakfast, " |
lost persistently at play ; | was provoked, and went on;
| owe two thousand francs. Will you allow me to draw
the sum on account of my year's sdary ? "

" No," sad he, with the sweetest smile; " when a
man plays in society, he must have a gambling purse.
Draw six thousand francs; pay your debts. Henceforth
we must go halves; for since you are my representative
on most occasions, your self-respect must not be made to
suffer forit."

‘I made no gpeech of thanks. Thanks would have
been superfluous between us. This shade shows the
character of our relations. And yet we had not yet
unlimited confidence in each other; he did not open
to me the vast subterranean chambers which | had
detected in his secret life; and I, for my part, never sad
tohim," What ailsyou ? From what are you suffering ?"

What could he be doing during those long evenings ?
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He would often come in on foot or in a hackney cab
when | returned in a carriage—I, his secretary !  Was
SO pious a man a prey to vices hidden under hypocrisy ?
Did he expend all the powers of his mind to saisfy a
jealousy more dexterous than Othello's? Did he live
with some woman unworthy of him? One morning,
on returning from | have forgotten what shop, where |
had just paid abill, between the Church of Saint-Paul and
the Hotel de Ville, | came across Comte Octave in such
eager conversation with an old woman that he did not
e me. The gppearance of this hag filled me with
strange suspicions, suspicions that were all the better
founded because | never found that the Count invested
his savings. Is it not shocking to think of? | was
constituting myself my patron's censor. At that time |
knew that he had more than six hundred thousand francs
to invest; and if he had bought securities of any kind, his
confidence in me was so complete in all that concerned
his pecuniary interests, that | certainly should have
knownit.

' Sometimes, in the morning, the Count took exercisein
his garden, to and fro, like a man to whom awalk is the
hippogryph ridden by dreamy melancholy. He walked
and walked! And he rubbed his hands enough to rub
the skin off. And then,if I met him unexpectedly as he
came to the angle of a path, | saw his face beaming.
His eyes, instead of the hardness of a turquoise, had that
velvety softness of the blue periwinkle, which had so much
struck me on the occasion of my first visit, by reason of
the astonishing contrast in the two different looks: the
look of a happy man, and the look of an unhappy man.
Two or three times at such a moment he had taken me
by the arm and led me on ; then he had said, "W hat
have you come to ask ? " instead of pouring out hisjoy
into my heart that opened to him. But more often,
especidly since | could do hiswork for him and write his
reports, the unhappy man would sit for hours staring at
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the gold fish that swarmed in a handsome marble basn
in the middle of the garden, round which grew an amphi-
theatre of the finest flowers. He, an accomplished
satesman, seemed to have succeeded in making a passon
of the mechanical amusement of crumbling bread to
fishes.

' This is how the drama was disdosad of this sscond
inner life, so deeply ravaged and sorm-tossed, where, in
a circle overlooked by Dante in his Infeno, horrible joys
had their birth.'

The Consul-General paused.

' On a certain Monday,' he resumed, ' as chance would
have it, M. le Presdent de Grandville and M. de Serizy
(at that time Vice-President of the Council of State) had
come to hold a meeting at Comte Octave's house They
formed a committee of three, of which | was the scre-
tary. The Count had already got me the appointment
of Auditor to the Council of State. All the docu-
ments requiste for their inquiry into the political matter
privatdy submitted to these three gentlemen were laid
out on one of the long tables in the library. M M.
de Grandville and de Serizy had trusted to the Count
to make the prdiminary examination of the papes
relating to the matter. To avoid the necessty for
carrying all the papesto M. de Serizy, as presdent of
the commisson, it was dedded that they should mest
first in the Rue Payenne. The Cabinet at the Tuileries
attached great importance to this piece of work, of which
the chief burthen fell on me—and to which | owed my
appointment, in the course of that year, to be Master
of Appeals

' Though the Comtes de Grandville and de Serizy,
whose habits were much the same as my patron's, never
dined away from home, we were ill discussing the
matter at a late hour, when we were sartled by the
man-servant calling me asde to say, " M M . the Cures of
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Saint-Paul and of the White Friars have been waiting in
the drawing-room for two hours."

" It was nine o'clock,

" "Well, gentlemen, you find yoursdves compdled to
dine with priests" said Comte Octave to his colleagues.
" | do not know whether Grandville can overcome his
horror of a pries's gown——"

' " It depends on the priest."

One of them is my uncle, and the other isthe Abbe
Gaudron,” sid I. " Do not be alarmed ; the Abbe Fon-
tanon is no longer ssoond priest at Saint-Paul——"

"" Well, let usding" replied the Presdent de Grand-
ville. "A bigot frightens me, but there is no one so
cheerful asatruly pious man."

" Wewent into the drawing-room. The dinner was
delightful. Men of real information, paliticians to whom
busness gives both consummate experience and the prac-
tice of speech, are admirable story-telers, when they tell
gories With them thereis no medium ; they areeither
heavy, or they are sublime. In this ddightful sport Prince
Metternich is as good as Charles Nodier. The fun of a
gatesman, cut in facatslike a diamond, is sharp, sparkling,
and full of snse Being sure that the proprieties would
be observed by these three superior men, my uncle allowed
his wit full play, a refined wit, gentle, penetrating, and
eegant, like that of all men who are accusomed to con-
ceal their thoughts under the black robe.  And you may
rely upon it, there was nothing vulgar nor idle in this
light talk, which | would compare, for its effect on the
soul, to Rossini's musc.

' The Abbe Gaudron was, as M. de Grandville said, a
Saint Peter rather than a Saint Paul, a peasant full of
faith, as square on his feet as he was tall, a sacerdotal of
whose ignorance in matters of the world and of literature
enlivened the conversation by guildess amazement and
unexpected questions.  They came to talking of one of
the plague sats of socia life, of which we were just now
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speaking—adultery. My uncle remarked on the contra-
diction which the legidators of the Code, still feeling the
blows of the revolutionary storm, had established between
civil and religious law, and which he sad was at the
root of all the mischief.

In  the eyes of the Church,"said he, "adultery is a
crime ; in those of your tribunals it is a misdemeanour.
Adultery drives to the police court in a carriage instead
of standing at the bar to be tried. Napoleon's Council
of State, touched with tenderness towards erring women,
was quite inefficient. Ought they not in this cae to
have harmonised the civil and the religious law, and have
sent the guilty wife to a convent, as of old ?'

" To a convent! " said M. de Serizy. " They must
first have created convents, and in those days monasteries
were being turned into barracks. Besides, think of what
you say, M. I'Abbe—give to God what society would
have none of ?"

" Oh!" said the Comte de Grandville, " you do not
know France. They were obliged to leave the husband
free to take proceedings. well, there are not ten cases of
adultery brought up in a year."

"M . I'Abbe preeches for his own saint, for it was
Jesus Christ who invented adultery," said Comte Octave.
" In the East, the cradle of the human race, woman was
merely a luxury, and there was regarded as a chattel ; no
virtues were demanded of her but obedience and beauty.
By exalting the soul above the body, the modern family
in Europe—a daughter of Christ—invented indissoluble
marriage, and made it a sacrament."

" Ah | the Church saw all the difficulties," exclaimed
M. de Grandville.

" Thisinstitution has given rise to a new world," the
Count went on with a smile. " But the practices of that
world will never be that of a climate where women are
marriageable at seven years of age, and more than old at
five-and-twenty. The Catholic Church overlooked the
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nesds of half the globe — So let us disuss Europe
only.

"ylswoman our superior or our inferior ? That is the
real quettion so far as we are concerned.  If woman is
our inferior, by placing her on s0 high a levd as the
Church does fearful punishments for adultery were
needful. And formerly that was what was done. The
cloiger or death sums up early legidation. But snce
then practice has modified the law, as is always the caze
The throne srved as a hotbed for adultery, and the
increase of this inviting crime marks the decline of the
dogmas of the Catholic Church. In these days, in cass
where the Church now exacts no more than sncere
repentance from the erring wife, sodety is satidfied with a
brand-mark ingead of an execution. The law still con-
demns the guilty, but it no longer terrifies them. In
short, there are two dandards of morals. that of the
world, and that of the Code. Where the Code is weak,
as | admit with our dear Abbe, the world is audadious
and satirical. There are so few judges who would not
gladly have committed the fault againg which they hurl
the rather solid thunders of their ' Inasmuch.’ The
world, which gives the lie to the law alike in its rgjoicings,
in its habits, and in its pleasures, is sverer than the Code
and the Church; the world punishes a blunder after en-
couraging hypocrisy. T he whole economy of the law on
marriage ssams to me to require recongruction from the
bottom to the top. The French law would be perfect
perhaps if it excluded daughters from inheriting."

We  three among us know the quesion very
thoroughly," said the Comte de Grandville with a laugh.
"1 have a wife | cannot live with. Serizy has a wife
who will not live with him. As for you, Octave,
yours ran away from you. So we three represent every
cax of the conjugal constience, and, no doubt, if
ever divorce is brought in again, we shal form the
committee.”
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' Octave's fork dropped on his glass, broke it, and
broke his plate. He had turned as pale as death, and
flashed a thunderous glare at M. de Grandville, by
which he hinted at my presence, and which | caught.

" Forgive me, my dear fellow. | did not se
Maurice," the President went on. " Serizy and I, after
being the witnesses to your marriage, became your
accomplices; | did not think | was committing an
indiscretion in the presence of these two venerable
priests.”

" M. de Serizy changed the subject by relating all he
had done to please his wife without ever succeeding.
The old man concluded that it was impossible to regulate
human sympathies and antipathies; he maintained that
social law was never more perfect than when it was
nearest to natural law. Now, Nature takes no account
of the affinities of souls; her aim is fulfilled by the pro-
pagation of the species.  Hence, the Code, in its present
form, waswise in leaving a wide latitude to chance. The
incapacity of daughters to inherit so long as there were
male heirs was an excellent provision, whether to hinder
the degeneration of the race, or to make households
happier by abolishing scandalous unions and giving the
sole preference to moral qualities and beauty.

""But then,"” he exclaimed, lifting his hand with a
gesture of disgust, " how are we to perfect legislation in
a country which inssts on bringing together seven or
eight hundred legislators!—After all, if | am sacrificed,"
he added, " | have a child to succeed me."

" Setting asde all the religious question,” my uncle
said, " | would remark to your Excellency that Nature
only owes us life, and that it is society that owes us
happiness. Areyou a father ?" asked my uncle.

" And I—have | any children ?* said Comte Octave
in a hollow voice, and his tone made such an impression
that there was no more talk of wives or marriage.

"W hen coffee had been served, the two Counts and the

D
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two priests sole away, sedng that poor Octave had fallen
into a fit of meancholy, which prevented his noticing
their disappearance My patron was sitting in an arm-
chair by thefire, in the attitude of a man crushed.

"You now know the secret of my life" said he to
me on noticing that we were alone. " After three years
of married life, one evening when | came in | found a
letter in which the Countess announced her flight.
The letter did not lack dignity, for it isin the nature of
women to pressrve some virtues even when committing
that horrible sin.—The gory now isthat my wife went
abroad in a ship that was wrecked; she is supposd to be
dead. | have lived alone for seven years !'—Enough for
this evening, Maurice. We will talk of my gtuation
when | have grown usad to the idea of gpeaking of it to
you. When we auffer from a chronic dissass it nexds
time to become accusgomed to improvement. That
improvement often ssams to be merdy another agpett of
the complaint.”

| went to bed greatly agitated ; for the mysery, far
from being explained, ssamed to me more obscure than
ever. | foresaw some drange drama indeed, for | under-
good that there could be no vulgar difference between
the woman the Count could choose and such a character
as his The events which had driven the Countess to
leave a man 0 noble, 0 amiable, s perfect, L loving,
0 worthy to be loved, mugt have been sngular, to sy
the leas. M. de Grandvill€s remark had been like a
torch flung into the caverns over which | had so long
been walking; and though the flame lighted them but
dimly, my eyes could perceive their wide extent! |
could imagine the Count's sufferings without knowing
ther depth or their bitterness. That sdlow face those
parched temples those overwheming <udies those
moments of absent-mindedness the smallest details of the
life of this married bachdor, all good out in luminous
relief during the hour of mental questioning, which is, as
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it were, the twilight before deep, and to which any man
would have given himself up, as | did.

Oh! how | loved my poor master ! He seemed to
me sublime. | read a poem of melancholy, | saw
perpetual activity in the heart | had accused of being
torpid. Must not supreme grief dways come at last
to stagnation ?  Had this judge, who had so much in his
power, ever revenged himself? Was he feeding himself
on her long agony? Is it not a remarkable thing in
Paris to keep anger always seething for ten years? What
had Octave done since this great misfortune—for the
separation of husband and wife is a great misfortune in
our day, when domestic life has become a socia question,
which it never was of old ?

We alowed a few days to pess on the watch, for
great sorrows have a diffidence of their own ; but at last,
one evening, the Count sad in a grave voice—

" Stay."

'This, as nearly as may be, is his story.

' My father had a ward, rich and lovely, who was
sixteen at the time when | came back from college to live
in this old house. Honorine, who had been brought
up by my mother, was just awaking to life. Full of
grace and of childlike ways, she dreamed of happiness
as she would have dreamed of jewels; perhaps happiness
seemed to her the jewels of the soul.  Her piety was not
free from puerile pleasures; for everything, even religion,
was poetry to her ingenuous heart. She looked to the
future as a perpetua fete.  Innocent and pure, no
delirium had disturbed her dream. Shame and grief had
never tinged her cheek nor moistened her eye.  She did
not even inquire into the secret of her involuntary
emotions on a fine spring day. And then, she felt that
she was weak and destined to obedience, and she awaited
marriage without wishing forit. Her smiling imagina-
tion knew nothing of the corruption—necessary perhaps
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—which literature imparts by depicting the passons ; she
knew nothing of the world, and was ignorant of all the
dangers of society. The dear child had suffered so little
that she had not even developed her courage. In short,
her guildessness would have led her to walk fearless
among serpents, like the ideal figure of Innocence a
painter once created. We lived together like two
brothers.

' At the end of a year | sad to her one day, in the
garden of this house, by the basin, as we stood throwing
crumbs to the fish—

ccccWouldyoulikethat we should bemarried ?With
me you could do whatever you please, while another man
would make you unhappy.'

""" Mamma,' sad she to my mother, who came out to
join us' Octave and | have agreed to be married—"

""'What! at seventeen ? said my mother. ' No;
you must wait eighteen months ; and if eighteen months
hence you like each other, well, your birth and fortunes
are equal, you can make a marriage which is suitable, as
well as being alove match.’

" When | was six-and-twenty, and Honorine nineteen,
we were married. Our respect for my father and mother,
old folks of the Bourbon Court, hindered us from making
this house fashionable, or renewing the furniture; we
lived on, as we had done in the padt, as children. How-
ever, | went into society; | initiated my wife into the
world of fashion; and | regarded it as one of my dutiesto
instruct her.

"l  recognised afterwards that marriages contracted
under such circumstances as ours bear in themselves a
rock against which many affections are wrecked, many
prudent calculations, many lives. The husband becomes
a pedagogue, or, if you like, a professor, and love
perishes under the rod which, sooner or later, gives pain;
for a young and handsome wife, a once discreet and
laughter-loving, will not accept any superiority above that
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with which she is endowed by nature. Perhaps | was
in the wrong? During the difficult beginnings of a
household |, perhaps, assumed a magisterial tone ? On
the other hand, | may have made the mistake of trusting
too entirely to that artless nature; | kept no watch
over the Countess, in whom revolt seemed to me im-
possble? Alas! neither in politics nor in domestic life
hes it yet been ascertained whether empires and happiness
are wrecked by too much confidence or too much severity!
Perhaps, again, the husband faled to redlise Honorine's
girlish dreeams? Who can tell, while happy days last,
what precepts he hes neglected ?*

I remember only the broad outlines of the reproaches
the Count addressed to himself, with all the good faith of
an anatomist seeking the cause of a dissase which might
be overlooked by his brethren ; but his merciful indul-
gence struck me then as really worthy of that of Jesus
Christ when He rescued the woman taken in adultery.

"It was eighteen months after my father's death—my
mother followed him to the tomb in a few months—when
the fearful night came which surprised me by Honorine's
farewell letter. What poetic delusion had seduced my
wife ? Wasit through her ssnses? Wasit the magnetism
of misfortune or of genius? Which of these powers had
taken her by storm or misled her ?—I would not know.
The blow was so terrible, that for a month | remained
stunned. Afterwards, reflection counselled me to con-
tinue in ignorance, and Honorine's misfortunes have since
taught me too much about all these things—So far,
Maurice,. the story is commonplace enough; but one
word will change it all: | love Honorine, | have never
ceesd to worship her.  From the day when she left me
| have lived on memory; oneby onel recall the pleasures
for which Honorine no doubt had no taste.

Oh !" sad he, seeing the amazement in my eyes,
" do not make a hero of me, do not think me such a fool,
as a Colonel of the Empire would say, as to have sought
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no diverson. Alas, my boy ! | was either too young or
too much in love; | have not in the whole world met
with ancther woman. After frightful sruggleswith my-
«f, | tried toforget; money in hand, | good on the very
threshold of infidelity, but there the memory of Honorine
roe before me like a white satue. As 1 recalled the
infinite ddicacy of that exquisite skin, through which the
blood might be seen coursng and the nerves quivering;
as | saw in fancy that ingenuous face, as guildess on the
eve of my sorrows as on the day when | said to her,
‘Shall wemarry?' as| remembered a heavenly fragrance,
the very odour of virtue, and the light in her eyes the
prettiness of her movements, | fled like a man preparing
to violate a tomb, who sses emerging from it the trans
figured soul of the dead. At conaultations, in Court, by
night, | dream so incessantly of Honorine that only by
excessve strength of mind do | succesd in attending to
what | am doing and saying. This is the sscret of my
labours.

" Well, | felt no more anger with her than a father
can fed on seang his beoved child in some danger it has
imprudently rushed into. | undergood that | had made
a poem of my wife—a poem | delighted in with such
intoxication, that | fancied she shared the intoxication.
Ah! Maurice, an indiscriminating passon in a husband
isa mistake that may lead to any crime in a wife. | had
no doubt left all the faculties of this child, loved as a child
entirely unemployed; | had pehaps wearied her with
my love before the hour of loving had sruck for her!
Too young to undersand that in the congtancy of the
wife lies the germ of the mother's devotion, she mistook
this first test of marriage for life itsdf, and the refractory
child cursed life, unknown to me, not daring to complain
to me, out of shexr modesty perhaps In so crud a
postion she would be defencdess againg any man who
girred her deeply.—And |, so wise a judge as they say—
I, who have a kind heart, but whose mind was absorbed



Honorific %

—I| undergood too late these unwritten laws of the
woman's code, | read them by the light of the firethat
wrecked my roof. Then | congituted my heart a
tribunal by virtue of the law, for the law makes the
hushand ajudge: | acquitted my wife, and | condemned
mysdf. But love took posesson of me as a passion, the
mean, despatic passion which comes over some old men.
At this day | love the absant Honorine as a man of sixty
loves a woman whom he must posess at any codt, and
yet | fed the grength of a young man. | have the
insolence of the old man and the reserve of a boy.—My
dear fellow, society only laughs at such a deperate con-
jugal predicament. Where it pitiesa lover, it regards a
Jhud:)andas ridiculoudy inept; it makes sport of those
who cannot keep the woman they have secured under
the canopy of the Church, and before the Maire's scarf
of office. And | had to keep slence

" Serizy ishappy. His indulgence allows him to se
his wife; he can protect and defend her; and, as he
adores her, he knows all the perfect joys of a benefactor
whom nothing can disturb, not even ridicule, for he
pours it himsdf on his fatherly pleasures ' | remain
married only for my wifés sake' he said to me one day
on coming out of court.

But | — | have nothing; | have not even to face
ridicule, | who live soldly on a love which is starving !
I who can never find aword to say to a woman of the
world ! | who loathe prostitution! | who am faithful
under a spell!'—But for my réeligious faith, | should have
killed mysdf. | have defied the gulf of hard work; |
have thrown mysdf into it, and come out again alive,
fevered, burning, bereft of degp '—"

‘I cannot remember all the words of this doquent
man, to whom passion gave an eoauence indeed so far
above that of the pleader th
like him, felt my chesks w
conceive of my fedings when
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we dried them away, he finished his story with this
revelation—

"This is the drama of my soul, but it is not the
actual living drama which is at this moment being acted
in Paris! The interior drama interests nobody. |
know it; and you will one day admit that it is so, you,
who at this moment shed tears with me; no one can
burden his heart or his skin with ancther's pain. The
meesure of our sufferings is in ourselves—You even
understand my sorrows only by very vague anaogy.
Could you s me calming the most violent frenzy of
despair by the contemplation of a miniature in which |
can s and kiss her brow, the smile on her lips, the shape
of her face, can breathe the whiteness of her skin; which
enables me almost to fed, to play with the black messes
of her curling hair ? Could you s me when | leap
with hope—when | writhe under the myriad darts of
despair—when | tramp through the mire of Paris to quell
my irritation by fatigue? | have fits of collapse com-
parable to those of a consumptive patient, moods of wild
hilarity, terrors as of a murderer who meets a sergeant of
police. In short, my life is a continual paroxysm of
fears, joy, and dejection.

As to the drama—it isthis. You imagine that |
am occupied with the Council of State, the Chamber,
the Courts, Politics.—Why, der me, seven hours at
night are enough for all that, so much are my faculties
overwrought by the life | leed! Honorine is my red
concern. Torecover my wifeis my only study; to guard
her in her cage, without her suspecting that she is in
my powe, to sdisfy her needs to supply the little
pleasure she allows herself, to be always about her like a
sylph without allowing her to s or to suspect me, for if
she did, the future would be lost,—that is my life, my
true life—For seven years | have never gone to bed
without going first to se the light of her night-lamp, or
her shadow on the window curtains.
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She left my housg choosing to take nothing but
the dres she wore that day. The child carried her
magnanimity to the point of folly!  Conseguently,
eighteen months after her flight she was deserted by her
lover, who was appalled by the cold, cruel, sniger, and
revolting agpect of poverty—the coward! The man
had, no doubt, counted on the easy and luxurious lifein
Switzerland or Italy which fine ladies indulge in when
they leave their husbands Honorine has sixty thousand
francs a year of her own. The wretch left the dear
creature expecting an infant, and without a penny. In
the month of November 1820 | found meansto persuade
the best accoucheur in Paristo play the part of a humble
suburban apothecary. | induced the priest of the parish
in which the Countess was living to supply her needs as
though he were performing an act of charity. Then to
hide my wife, to secure her againg discovery, to find her
a houskegper who would be devoted to me and be my
intelligent confidante—it was a task worthy of Figaro!
You may suppoe that to discover where my wife had
taken refuge | had only to make up my mind to it.

After three months of degperation rather than
despair, the idea of devoting mysdf to Honorine with
God only in my secret, was one of those poems which
occur only tothe heart of a lover through life and death !
Love must have its daily food. And ought | not to
protect this child, whose guilt was the outcome of my
imprudence, againg fresh disaser—to fulfil my part, in
short, as a guardian ange ?—At the age of ssven months
her infant died, happily for her and for me. For nine
months more my wife lay between life and death,
deserted at the timewhen she mogt needed a manly arm "
but this arm," sid he, holding out his own with a
gesture of angdic dignity, " was extended over her head.
Honorine was nursed as she would have been in her own
home. When, on her recovery, she aked how and by
whom <he had been asdded, she was told—' By the
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Sdersof Charity in the neighbourhood—by the M ater nity
Society—hy the parish priest, who took an interest in her.'

" This woman, whose pride amounts to a vice, has
shown a power of resgance in misfortune, which on
some evenings | call the obgtinacy of a mule. Honorine
was bent on earning her living. My wife works! For
five years pag | have lodged her in the Rue Saint-Maur,
in a charming little house where she makes artificial
flowers and articles of fashion. She bdieves that she
«Is the product of her eegant fancy-work to a shop,
where she is 0 well paid that she makes twenty francs a
day, and in these six years she has never had a moment's
suspicion.  She pays for everything she nexds at about
the third of its value, so that on sx thousand francs a
year she lives as if she had fifteen thousand. She is
devoted to flowers, and pays a hundred crowns to a
gardener, who cogts me twelve hundred in wages, and
snds me in a bill for two thousand francs every three
months. | have promised the man a market-garden with
ahouse on it dose tothe porter'slodgein the Rue Saint-
Maur. | hold this ground in the name of a clerk of the
law courts. The smalles indiscretion would ruin the
gardener's prosgpects  Honorine has her little housg a
garden, and a splendid hothouse, for a rent of five hundred
francsayear. There e lives under the name of her
housskesper, Madame Gobain, the old woman of im-
peccable discretion whom | was so lucky as to find, and
whose affection Honorine has won. But her zeal, like
that of the gardener, is kept hot by the promise of reward
at the moment of success The porter and his wife cost
me dreadfully dear for the same reasons However, for
three years Honorine has been happy, beieving that she
owes to her own toail all the luxury of flowers, dress and
comfort.

" Oh'! | know what you are about to say," cried the
Count, seeing a question in my eyes and on my lips.
"Yes, yes | have made the attempt. My wife was
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formerly living in the Faubourg Saint-Antoine. One
day when, from what Gobain told me, | believed in some
chance of a reconciliation, | wrote by pog a letter, in
which | tried to propitiate my wife—a letter written and
re-written twenty times! | will not describe my agonies
| went from the Rue Payenne to the Rue de Reuilly
like a condemned wretch going from the Paas de
Justice to his execution, but hegoeson a cart, and | was
on foot. It was dark—therewas a fog; | went to meet
Madame Gaobain, who wasto come and tell me what my
wife had done.  Honorine, on recognising my writing,
had thrown the letter into the fire without reading it.—
' Madame Gabain,' she had exclaimed, ' | leave this to-
morrow.'

" What a dagger-stroke was this to a man who found
inexhaugtible pleasure in the trickery by which he ges
the finest Lyons vevet at twelve francs a yard, a
pheasant, a fish, a dish of fruit, for a tenth of their value,
for a woman o ignorant as to beieve that she is paying
ample wages with two hundred and fifty francs to
Madame Gobain, a cook fit for a bishop.

You have sometimes found me rubbing my hands
in the enjoyment of a sort of happines  Well, | had
just succeeded in some ruse worthy of the sage. | had
just deceived my wife—I had sent her by a purchaser of
wardrobes an Indian shawl, to be offered to her as the
property of an adress who had hardly worn it, but in
which |—the solemn lawyer whom you know—had
wrapped mysdf for a night! In short, my life at this
day may be summed up in the two words which expres
the extremes of torment—I love, and | wait! | havein
Madame Gobain a faithful gy on the heart | worship.
| go every evening to chat with the od woman, to hear
from her all that Honorine has done during the day, the
lightest word she has spoken, for a single exclamation
might betray to me the srets of that soul which is
wilfully deaf and dumb. Honorineis pious; she attends
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the Church srvices and prays but she has never been
to confesson or taken the Communion; e foreses
what a priest would tell her.  She will not listen to the
advice, to the injunction, that she should return to me.
This horror of me overwhems me, dismays me, for |
have never done her the gnalesx harm. | have always
been kind to her. Granting even that | may have bemn
a little hagy when teaching her, that my man's irony
may have hurt her legitimate girlish pride, is that a
reason for perdging in a determination which only the
mog implacable hatred could have inspired ? Honorine
has never told Madame Gobain who she is; she kegps
absolute slence as to her marriage, so that the worthy
and respectable woman can never geesk a word in my
favour, for she is the only person in the house who
knows my secret.  The others know nothing ; they live
under the awe caussd by the name of the Prefect of
Police, and their regpect for the power of a Minister.
Hence it is impossble for me to penerate that heart;
the citadel is mine, but | cannot get intoit. | have not
a sngle means of action. An act of violence would
ruin me for ever.

" How can | argue against reasons of which | know
nothing ? Should | write a letter, and have it copied by
a public writer, and laid before Honorine? But that
would be to run the rik of a third removal. The lagt
cog me fifty thousand francs  The purchase was made
in the firg ingance in the name of the secretary whom
you succeeded. The unhappy man, who did not know
how lightly | desp, was detected by me in the act of
opening the box in which | had put the private agree-
ment ; | coughed, and he was s8zed with a panic; next
day | compdled him to sdl the house to the man in
whose name it now sands, and | turned him out.

If it were not that | fed all my nobles faculties as
a man saidfied, happy, expansive; if the part | am
playing were not that of divine fatherhood ; if | did not
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drink in delight by every pore, there are moments when
| should bedieve that | was a monomaniac. Sometimes
at night | hear the jingling bels of madness | dread
the violent trangtions from a fecble hope, which some
times shines and flashes up, to complete despair, falling
as low as man can fall. A few days snce | was srioudy
considering the horrible end of the story of Lovelace and
Clarisa Harlowe, and saying to mysdf, If Honorine
were the mother of a child of mine, must she not neces:
sarily return under her husband's roof?

"And | have such complete faith in a happy future,
that ten months ago | bought and paid for one of the
handsomes housss in the Faubourg Saint-Honore.  If |
win back Honorine, | will not allow her to s this house
again, nor the room from which she fled. | mean to
place my idol in a new temple, where she may fed that
life is altogether new. That house is being made a
marvel of degance and taste. | have been told of a poet
who, being aimost mad with love for an actress bought
the handsomest bed in Paris without knowing how the
acdtress would reward his passon. Well, one of the
coldes of lawyers, a man who is supposd to be the
gravest adviser of the Crown, was gtirred to the depths of
his heart by that anecdote. Theorator of the Legidative
Chamber can understand the poet who fed his ideal on
material possbilities. Three days before the arrival of
Maria Louisa, Napoleon flung himsdf on his wedding
bed at Compiegne. All dupendous passons have the
same impulses. | love as a pogd—as an emperor !

'As | heard the lag words, | bdieved that Comte
Octave's fears were realised; he had risen, and was
walking up and down, and gesticulating, but he stopped
as if shocked by the vehemence of his own words.

| am very ridiculous" he added, after a long pause,
looking at me, as if craving a glance of pity.

' No, Monsieur, you are very unhappy.”

" Ah yes!" sid he taking up the thread of his
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confidences. "From the violence of my speech you
may, you must believe in the intensity of a physical
passon which for nine years has absorbed all my faculties;
but that is nothing in comparison with the worship | feel
for the soul, the mind, the heart, all in that woman that
is not mere woman; the enchanting divinities in the
train of Love, with whom we pass our life, and who form
the daily poem of a fugitive delight. By a phenomenon
of retrospection | see now the graces of Honorine's mind
and heart, to which | paid little heed in the time of my
happiness—like all who are happy. From day to day |
have appreciated the extent of my loss, discovering the
exquisite gifts of that capricious and refractory young
creature who has grown so strong and so proud under the
heavy hand of poverty and the shock of the most
cowardly desertion. And that heavenly blossom isfading
in solitude and hiding!—Ah! The law of which we
were speaking," he went on with bitter irony, " the law
is a squad of gendarmes—my wife seized and dragged
away by force ! Would not that be to triumph over a
corpse?  Religion has no hold on her; she craves its
poetry, she prays, but she does not listen to the command-
ments of the Church. |, for my part, have exhausted
everything in the way of mercy, of kindness, of love; |
am at my wits' end. Only one chance of victory is
left to me: the cunning and patience with which bird-
catchers at last entrap the wariest birds, the swiftest, the
most capricious, and the rarest. Hence, Maurice, when
M. de Grandville's indiscretion betrayed to you the secret
of my life, | ended by regarding this incident as one of
the decrees of fate, one of the utterances for which
gamblers listen and pray in the midst of their most
impassioned play. . . . Have you enough affection for
me to show me romantic devotion ? "

" | se what you are coming to, Monsieur le Comte,"
sad |, interrupting him; "I guess your purpose. Y our
first secretary tried to open your deed box. | know the
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heart of your second—he might fall in love with your
wife. And can you devote him to destruction by sending
him into the fire? Can any one put his hand into a
brazier without burning it ?"

"You are a foolish boy," replied the Count. "l will
snd you well gloved. It is no secretary of mine that
will be lodged in the Rue Saint-Maur in thelittl e garden-
house which | have at his disposd. It is my distant
cousin, Baron de L'Hostal, alawyer high in office . . ."

After a moment of silent surprise, | heard the
%{e bell ring, and a carriage came into the courtyard,

resently the footman announced Madame de Courte-
ville and her daughter. The Count had a large family
connection on his mother'sside.  Madame de Courteville,
his cousin, was the widow of a judge on the bench of the
Seine division, who had left her a daughter and no fortune
whatever. What could a woman of nine-and-twenty be
in comparison with ayoung girl of twenty, as lovely as
imagination could wish for an ideal mistress ?

Baron, and Master of Appeds, till you get something
better, and this old house settled on her,—would not you
have enough good reasons for not faling in love with
the Countess?' he said to me in a whisper, as he took
me by the hand and introduced me to Madame de
Courteville and her daughter.

| was dazzled, not so much by these advantages of
which | had never dreamed, but by Amelie de Courte-
ville, whose beauty was thrown into relief by one of
those well-chosen toilets which a mother can achieve for
a daughter when she wants to se her married.’

But | will not talk of myself,' said the Consul after
a pause.

' Three weeks later | went to live in the gardener's
cottage, which had been cleaned, repaired, and furnished
with the celerity which is explained by three words:
Paris; French workmen; money ! | was as much in
love as the Count could possibly desire as a security.
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Would the prudence of a young man of five-and-twenty
be equal to the part | was undertaking, involving a
friend's happiness ?  To sttle that matter, | may confess
that | counted very much on my undes advice; for |
had been authorised by the Count to take him into
confidence in any cae where | deemed his interference
necessary. | engaged a garden; | devoted mysdf to
horticulture; | worked frantically, like a man whom
nothing can divert, turning up the soil of the market-
garden, and appropriating the ground to the culture of
flowers. Like the maniacs of England, or of Holland, |
gave it out that | was devoted to one kind of flower, and
epecially grew dahlias collecting every variety. You
will undergand that my conduct, even in the smalles
details, was laid down for me by the Count, whose whole
intellectual powers were directed to the mog trifling
incidents of the tragi-comedy enacted in the Rue Saint-
Maur. As soon as the Countess had gone to bed, at
about deven at night, Octave, Madame Gobain, and | st
in council. | heard the old woman'sreport to the Count of
his wifé's least proceedings during the day. He inquired
into everything: her meals, her occupations, her frame
of mind, her plans for the morrow, the flowers she
proposed to imitate. | undersood what love in despair
may be when it is the threefold pasion of the heart, the
mind, and the snses  Octave lived only for that hour.

" During two months, while my work in the garden
lasted, | never s&t eyes on the little house where my
fair neighbour dwelt. | had not even inquired whether |
had a neghbour, though the Countesss garden was
divided from mine by a paling, along which she had
planted cypress trees already four fegt high. One fine
morning Madame Gobain announced to her migress, asa
disagrous piece of news, the intention, expressed by an
eccentric creature who had become her neighbour, of
building a wall between the two gardens, at the end of
the year. | will sy nothing of the curiosty which
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consumed me to see the Countess! T he wish almost extin-
guished my budding love for Amelie de Courteville. My
scheme for building a wall was indeed a serious threat.
There would be no more fresh air for Honorine, whose
garden would then be a sort of narrow alley shut in
between my wall and her own little house. This
dwelling, formerly a summer villa, was like a house of
cards; it was not more than thirty feet deep, and
about a hundred feet long. The garden front, painted in
the German fashion, imitated a trellis with flowers up
to the second floor, and was a really charming example of
the Pompadour style, so well called rococo. A long
avenue of limes led up to it. The gardens of the
pavilion and my plot of ground were in the shape of a
hatchet, of which this avenue was the handle. My
wall would cut away three-quarters of the hatchet.

'The Countess was in despair.

e My good Gobain," said she, " what sort of man is
this florist ?"

" On my word," said the housekeeper, " | do not
know whether it will be possble to tame him. He
seems to have a horror of women. He is the nephew of
a Paris cure. | have seen the uncle but once; a fine
old man of sixty, very ugly, but very amiable. It is
quite possble that this priest encourages his nephew, as
they say in the neighbourhood, in his love of flowers, that
nothing worse may happen——"

" Why—what?"

“Well, your neighbour is a little cracked!" said
Gobain, tapping her head !

"Now a harmless lunatic is the only man whom no
woman ever distrusts in the matter of sentiment. You
will see how wise the Count had been in choosing this
disguisefor me.

" What ails him then ?" asked the Countess.

""He has studied too hard," replied Gobain; "he
has turned misanthropic. And he has his reasons for

E
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disliking women—well, if you want to know all that
is sad about him——-"

" Well," said Honorine," madmen frighten me less
than sane folks;, | will spesk to him myself! Tell him
that | beg him to come here. If | do not succeed, |
will send for the cure.”

'The day after this conversation, as | was walking
along my gravelled path, | caught sight of the half-opened
curtains on the first floor of the little house, and of a
woman's face curiously peeping out. Madame Gobain
cdled me. | hastily glanced at the Countesss house,
and by a rude shrug expressed, "What do | care for
your mistress!"

" Madame," sad Gobain, called upon to give an
account of her errand, " the madman bid me leave him in
peace, saying that even a charcoal sdler is master in his
own premises, especialy when he has no wife."

. He is perfectly right," sad the Countess.

' Yes, but he ended by saying, 'l will go," when |
told himthat hewould greatly distressalady livinginretire-
ment, who found her greatest solace in growing flowers."

‘Next day a signal from Gobain informed me that
| was expected. After the Countesss breakfast, when
she was walking to and fro in front of her house, |
broke out some palings, and went towards her, | had
dressad myself like a countryman, in an old pair of grey
flannel trousers, heavy wooden shoes, and shabby shooting
coat, a peaked cap on my head, a ragged bandana round
my neck, hands soiled with mould, and a dibble in my
hand.'

" Madame," said the housekeeper, " this good man is
your neighbour."

'The Countess was not alarmed. | saw at last the
woman whom her own conduct and her husband's confi-
dences had made me so curious to meet. It wasin the
early days of May. The air was pure, the weather serene;
the verdure of the first foliage, the fragrance of spring
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formed a setting for this creature of sorrow. As | then
saw Honorine | understood Octave's passon and the
truthfulness of his description, "A heavenly flower "

Her pallor was what first struck me by its peculiar tone
of white—for there are as many tones of white as of red
or blue. On looking at the Countess, the eye seemed
to fed that tender skin, where the blood flowed in the
blue veins. At the dlightest emotion the blood mounted
under the surface in rosy flusheslike a cloud. When we
met, the sunshine, filtering through the light foliage of
the acacias, shed on Honorine the pde gold, ambient
glory in which Raphael and Titian, done of all painters,
have been able to enwrap the Virgin. Her brown eyes
expressad both tenderness and vivacity j their brightness
semed reflected in her face through the long downcast
lashes. Merely by lifting her delicate eyelids, Honorine
could cagt a spell; there was so much feeling, dignity,
terror, or contempt in her way of raising or dropping
those veils of the soul.  She could freeze or give life by a
look. Her light-brown hair, carelesdy knotted on her
head, outlined a poet's brow, high, powerful, and dreamy.
The mouth was wholly voluptuous. And to crown all
by a grace, rare in France, though common in Italy, all
the lines and forms of the head had a stamp of nobleness
which would defy the outrages of time.

Though slight, Honorine was not thin, and her figure
struck me as being one that might revive love when it
believed itself exhausted. She perfectly represented the
idea conveyed by the word mgnonne for she was one of
those pliant little women who allow themselves to be taken
up, petted, s&t down, and taken up again like a kitten.
Her small feet, as | heard them on the gravel, made a
light sound essentidly their own, that harmonised with
the rustle of her dress, producing a feminine music which
stamped itself on the heart, and remained distinct from the
footfall of athousand other women. Her gait bore all the
guarterings of her race with so much pride, that, in
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the sreet, the least respectful working man would have
made way for her. Gay and tender, haughty and imposing,
it was impossible to understand her, excepting as gifted
with these apparently incompatible qualities,which, never-
theless, had left her still a child. But it was a child who
might be as strong as an angel ; and, like the angel, once
hurt in her nature, she would be implacable.

' Coldness on that face must no doubt be death to those
on whom her eyes had smiled, for whom her et lips had
parted, for those whose soul had drunk in the melody of
that voice, lending to her words the poetry of song by its
peculiar intonation. Inhaling the perfume of violets that
accompanied her, | understood how the memory of
this wife had arrested the Count on the threshold of
debauchery, and how impossible it would be ever to
forget a creature who really was a flower to the touch,
a flower to the eye, a flower of fragrance, a heavenly
flower to the soul. . . . Honorine inspired devotion,
chivarous devotion, regardliess of reward. A man on
seeing her must sy to himself—

"Think, and | will divine your thought; spesk, and
I will obey. If my life, sacrificed in torments, can pro-
cure you one day's happiness, take my life; | will smile
like a martyr at the steke, for | shal offer that day to
God, as a token to which a father responds on recognis-
ing a gift to his child." Many women study their
expression, and succeed in producing effects similar to
those which would have struck you at first sight of the
Countess ; only, in her, it al was the outcome of a
delightful nature, that inimitable nature went at once
to the heart. If | tell you all this, it is because her
soul, her thoughts, the exquisiteness of her heart, are all
we are concerned with, and you would have blamed me
if | had not sketched them for you.

"1 was very near forgetting my part as a half-crazy
lout, clumsy, and by no means chivalrous.

| am told, Madame, that you are fond of flowers?"
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| am an artificial flower-maker," said she. " After
growing flowers, | imitate them, like a mother who is
artist enough to have the pleasure of painting portraits of
her children. . . . That is enough to tell you that |
am poor and unable to pay for the concesson | am
anxious to obtain from you ?"

But how," sad I, as grave as a judge, " can alady
of such rank as yours would seem to be, ply so humble
a caling? Have you, like me, good ressons for
employing your fingers so as to keegp your brains from
working ?"

Let us stick to the question of the wall," sad she,
with a smile.

"" Why, we have begun at the foundations," sad |.

" Must not | know which of us ought to yield to the other
in behalf of our suffering, or, if you choose, of our mania ?
—Oh! what a charming clump of narcissusl They
are as fresh as this spring morning ! "

| asaure you, she had made for herself a perfect
museum of flowers and shrubs, which none might se
but the sun, and of which the arrangement had been
prompted by the genius of an artist; the most heartless
of landlords must have treated it with respect. The
messs of plants, arranged according to their height, or
in single clumps, were really a joy to the soul. This
retired and solitary garden breathed comforting scents,
and suggested none but sweet thoughts and graceful,
nay, voluptuous pictures. On it was s&t that inscrutable
sign-manual, which our true character stamps on every-
thing, as soon as nothing compels us to obey the various
hypocrisies, necessary as they are, which Society insists
on. | looked aternately at the mess of narcissus and at
the Countess, affecting to be far more in love with the
flowers than with her, to carry out my part.

" Soyou are very fond of flowers 7" sad she,

They are," | replied, " the only beings that never

disappoint our cares and affection.” And | went on to
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deliver such a diatribe while comparing botany and the
world, that we ended miles away from the dividing wall,
and the Countess must have supposed me to be a
wretched and wounded sufferer worthy of her pity.
However, at the end of half an hour my neighbour
naturally brought me back to the point; for women,
when they are not in love, have all the cold blood of an
experienced attorney.

If you insist on my leaving the paling," sad |, " you
will learn all the secrets of gardening that | want to
hide; | am seeking to grow a blue dahlia, a bluerose ; |
am crazy for blue flowers. Is not blue the favourite
colour of superior souls? We are neither of us really at
home; we might as well make a little door of open

railings to unite our gardens. . . . You, too, are fond
of flowers ; you will s mine, | shall s yours. If you
receive no visitors at all, |, for my part, have none but

my uncle, the Cure of the White Friars."

No," sad she, "I will give you theright to come
into my garden, my premises, at any hour. Come and
welcome; you will aways be admitted as a neighbour
with whom | hope to keep on good terms. But | like
my solitude too well to burden it with any loss of
independence.’

" Asyou please" sad I, and with one legp | was over
the paling.

Now, of what use would adoor be ?" said |, from my
own domain, turning round to the Countess, and mocking
her with a madman's gesture and grimace.

For a fortnight | seemed to take no heed of my
neighbour. Towards the end of May, one lovely even-
ing, we happened both to be out on opposite sdes of the
paling, both walking slowly. Having reached the end,
we could not help exchanging a few civil words; she
found me in such desp dejection, lost in such painful
meditations, that she spoke to me of hopefulness, in brief
sentences that sounded like the songs with which
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nursss lull their babies | then leaped the fence, and
found mysdf for the ssoond time at her dde  The
Countess led me into the house, wishing to subdue my
sdnes So atlag | had penetrated the sanctuary where
everything was in harmony with the woman | have tried
to describe to you.

Exquisite simplicity reigned there. The interior of
the little house was just such a dainty box asthe art of
the eighteenth century devissd for the pretty profligacy
of afine gentleman. The dining-room, on the ground
floor, was painted in fresco, with garlands of flowers,
admirably and marveloudy executed. The daircase
was charmingly decorated in monochrome. The little
drawing-room, oppadte the dining-room, was very much
faded; but the Countess had hung it with pands of
tapestry of fanciful dedgns taken off old screens A
bath-room came next. Upstairs there was but one bed-
room, with a dressing-room, and a library which she usd
as her workroom. The kitchen was beneath in the
bassment on which the house was raised, for there was
a flight of sveral qeps outsde. The baudrade of a
balcony in garlands a la Pompadour concealed the roof;
only the lead cornices were visble. In this retreat one
was a hundred leagues from Paris.

" But for the bitter smile which occasionally played on
the beautiful red lips of this pale woman, it would have
ben possble to believe that this violet buried in her
thicket of flowers was happy. In a few days we had
reached a certain degree of intimacy, the result of our
dose neighbourhood and of the Countesss conviction
that | was indifferent to women. A look would have
goailt all, and | never allowed a thought of her to be
s inmy eyes. Honorine chose to regard me as an
old friend. Her manner to me was the outcome of a
kind of pity. Her looks, her voice, her words, all showed
that she was a hundred miles away from the coquettish
airs which the drictest virtue might have allowed under
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such circumstances. She soon gave me the right to go
into the pretty workshop where she made her flowers,
a retreat full of books and curiosities, as smart as a
boudoir where elegance emphasised the vulgarity of the
tools of her trade. The Countess had in the course of
time poetised, as | may say, a thing which is at the
antipodes to poetry—a manufacture.

' Perhaps of all the work a woman can do, the making
of artificial flowersis that of which the details allow her
to display most grace. For colouring prints she must
sit bent over a table and devote herself, with some atten-
tion, to this half painting. Embroidering tapestry, as
diligently asawoman must who is to earn her living by
it, entails consumption or curvature of the spine. Engrav-
ing music is one of the most laborious, by the care, the
minute exactitude, and the intelligence it demands.
Sewing and white embroidery do not earn thirty sous a
day. But the making of flowersand light articles of
wear necesstates a variety of movements, gestures, ideas
even, which 3b not take a pretty woman out of her

.helze; she is still herself ; she may chat, laugh, sing, or
think.

" There was certainly a feeling for art in the way in
which the Countess arranged on a long ded table the
myriad-coloured petals which were used in composing
theflowers she was to produce. The saucers of colour
were of white china, and dways clean, arranged in such
order that the eye could at once se the required shade in
the scde of tints. Thus the aristocratic artist saved
time. A pretty little cabinet with a hundred tiny
drawers, of ebony inlaid with ivory, contained the little
steel moulds in which she shgped the leaves and some
forms of petas. A fine Jgpanese bowl held the paste,
which was never allowed to turn sour, and it had a fitted
cover with a hinge 90 essy that she could lift it with a
finger-tip. The wire, of iron and brass, lurked in a little
drawer of the table before her.
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Under her eyes, in a Venetian glass, shaped like a
flower-cup on its stem, was the living model she strove
to imitate. She had a passon for achievement; she
attempted the most difficult things, close racemes, the
tiniest corollas, heaths, nectaries of the most variegated
hues. Her hands, as swift as her thoughts, went from the
table to the flower she was making, as those of an accom-
plished pianist fly over the keys. Her fingers seemed to
be fairies, to use Perrault's expression, so infinite were the
different actions of twisting, fitting, and pressure needed
for the work, all hidden under grace of movement, while
she adapted each motion to the result with the lucidity
aninstinct.

| could not tire of admiring her as she sheped a flower
from the materials sorted before her, padding the wire
stem and adjusting the leaves. She displayed the genius
of a painter in her bold attempts;) she copied faded
flowers and yellowing leaves; she struggled even with
wildflowers, the most artless of all, and the most elaborate
intheir simplicity.

" Thisart," she would say, "isinitsinfancy. If the
women of Paris had a little of the genius which the
davery of the harem brings out in Oriental women, they
would lend a complete language of flowersto the wreaths
they wear on their head. To pleee my own taste as
an artist | have made drooping flowerswith leaves of the
hue of Florentine bronze, such as are found before or
after the winter.  Would not such a crown on the head
of a young woman whose life is a failure have a certain
poetical fitness ? How many things a woman might
express by her head-dress! Are there not flowers for
drunken bacchantes, flowers for gloomy and stern bigots,
pensive flowers for women who are bored ? Botany, J
believe, may be made to express every sensation and
thought of the soul, even the most subtle?"

¢ She would employ me to stamp out the leaves, cut up
material, and prepare wires for the sems. My affected
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desire for occupation made me soon skilful. We talked
as we worked. When | had nothing to do, | read new
books to her, for |1 had my part to keep up asa man weary
of life, worn out with griefs, gloomy, sceptical, and
soured. My person led to adorable banter as to my
purely physical resemblance—with the exception of his
club foot—to Lord Byron. It was tacitly acknowledged
that her own troubles, as to which she kept the most
profound silence, far outweighed mine, though the
causss | assgned for my misanthropy might have satisfied
Y oung or Job.

| will sy nothing of the fedings of shame which
tormented me as | inflicted on my heart, like the beggars
in the street, fdse wounds to excite the compassion of
that enchanting woman. | soon appreciated the extent
of my devotedness by learning to estimate the beseness
of aspy. The expressions of sympathy bestowed on me
would have comforted the greatest grief. This charm-
ing creature, weaned from the world, and for so many
years alone, having, besdes love, treasures of kindliness to
bestow, offered these to me with childlike effusveness
and such compassion as would inevitably have filled with
bitterness any profligate who should have falen in love
with her; for, das, it was all charity, all sheer pity. Her
renunciation of love, her dread of what is called happiness
for women, she proclaimed with equa vehemence and
candour. These happy days proved to me that a woman's
friendship is far superior to her love.

"I auffered the revelations of my sorrows to be
dragged from me with as many grimaces as a young
lady allows herself before sitting down to the piano, so
conscious are they of the annoyance that will follow. As
you may imagine, the necessity for overcoming my dis-
like to spesk had induced the Countess to strengthen
the bonds of our intimacy; but she found in me so
exact a counterpart of her own antipathy to love, that |
fancied she was well content with the chance which had



Honorine 3

brought to her desert idand a sort of Man Friday,
Solitude was perhaps beginning to weigh on her. At
the same time, there was nothing of the coquette in her ;
nothing survived of the woman ; she did not feel that she
had a heart, she told me, excepting in the idea world
where she found refuge. | involuntarily compared these
two lives—hers and the Count's.—his, all activity, agita-
tion, and emotion ; hers, all inaction, quiescence, and
stagnation. The woman and the man were admirably
obedient to their nature. My misanthropy allowed me
to utter cynical sdlies against men and women both, and
| indulged in them, hoping to bring Honorine to the
confidential point; but she was not to be caught in any
trap, and | began to understand that mulish obstinacy
which is commoner among women than is generally
supposed.

"": The Orientals are right," | said to her one evening,
" when they shut you up and regard you merely as the
playthings of their pleasure. Europe hes been well pun-
ished for having admitted you to form an element of
society and for accepting you on an equal footing. In
my opinion, woman is the most dishonourable and
cowardly being to be found. Nay, and that is where
her charm lies. Where would be the pleasure of
hunting a tame thing? When once a woman has
inspired a man's passon, she is to him for ever sacred;
in his eyes she is hedged round by an imprescriptible
prerogative. In men gratitude for past delights is
eternal.  Though he should find his mistress grown old
or unworthy, the woman still has rights over his heart;
but to you women the man you have loved is as nothing
to you; nay, more, he is unpardonable in one thing—he
lives on! You dae not own it, but you all have in
your hearts the feeling which that popular calumny
caled tradition ascribes to the Lady of the Tour de
Nede: ' What a pity it is that we cannot live on love as
we live on fruit, and that when we have had ourfill
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nothing should survive but the remembrance of plea-
sure !"

" "God has, no doubt, reserved such perfect bliss for
Paradise" said she. "But," she added, " if your argu-
ment seems to you very witty, to me it has the
disadvantage of being false.  What can those women be
who give themselves up to a succession of loves ?" she
asked, looking at me asthe Virgin in Ingres' picturelooks
at Louis XIIl. offering her his kingdom.

"" You are an actress in good faith," said I, " for you
gave me a look just now which would make the fame of
an actress.  Still, lovely as you are, you have loved ; ergo,
you forget."

"I 1" she exclaimed, evading my question, "1 am
not a woman. | am a nun, and seventy-two years old !"

" Then, how can you so positively assert that you feel
more keenly than | ? Sorrow has but one form for
women. The only misfortunes they regard are dis
appointments of the heart."

" She looked at me sweetly, and, like all women when
stuck between the isues of a dilemna, or held in the
clutches of truth, she peisisted, nevertheless, in her wil-
fulness.

"I am a nun," she said, " and you talk to me of a
world where | shall never again set foot."

™ Not even in thought ?" said I.

""I'sthe world so much to be desred ?" she replied.
"Oh! when my mind wanders, it goes higher. The
angel of perfection, the beautiful angel Gabriel, often
sings in my heart. Ifl wererich, | should work, all the
same, to keep me from soaring too often on the many-
tinted wings of the angel, and wandering in the world of
fancy. There are meditations which are the ruin of us
women ! | owe much peace of mind to my flowers,
though sometimes they fail to occupy me. On some
days | find my soul invaded by a purposdess expectancy ;
I cannot banish some idea which takes possesson of me,
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which seams to make my fingers clumsy. | fed
that some great event is impending, that my life is about
to change ; | listen vaguely, | stare into the darkness, |
have no liking for my work, and after a thousand
fatigues | find life once more—everyday life. Isthisa
warning from heaven ? | ak myself—"

'After three months of this struggle between two
diplomates, conceded under the semblance of youthful
melancholy, and a woman whose disgust of life made her
invulnerable, | told the Count that it was impossible to
drag this tortoise out of her shell; it must be broken.
The evening before, in our last quite friendly discussion,
the Countess had exclaimed—

"Lucretia's dagger wrote in letters of blood the
watchword of woman's charter : Liberty I "

_ From that moment the Count left me free to act.

| have been paid a hundred francs for the flowers
and caps | made this week !" Honorine exclaimed glee-
fully one Saturday evening when | went to visit her in
the little sitting-room on the ground floor, which the
unavowed proprietor had had regilt.

It was ten o'clock. The twilight of July and a
glorious moon lent us their misty light. Gusts of mingled
perfumes soothed the soul; the Countess was clinking in
her hand the five gold pieces given to her by a suppos-
titious dedler in fashionable frippery, another of Octave's
accomplices found for him by ajudge, M. Popinot.

| earn my living by amusing myself," said she; " |
am free, when men, armed with their laws, have tried
to make us daves. Oh, | have transports of pride every
Saturday ! In short, | like M. Gaudissart's gold pieces as
much as Lord Byron, your double, liked Mr. Murray's."

""Thisis not becoming in a woman," sad 1.

"Pooh! Am|l awoman? | am a boy gifted with
a soft soul, that is all; a boy whom no woman can
torture—"

Your life isthe negation of your whole being," |
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have : Friend, do you understand me? | give this word
its sacred and pathetic meaning, so profaned in France,
where we apply it to our enemies. And your friend,
who will defend you against everything, only wishes that
you should be as happy as such a woman ought to be.
Who can tell whether the pain | have involuntarily
caused you was not a voluntary act ?'

Yes," replied she with threatening audacity, "I
insist onit. Be curious, and tell meall that you can find
out about me; but," and she held up her finger, " you
must dso tell me by what means you obtain your infor-
mation. The preservation of the small happiness | enjoy
here depends on the seps you take.”

""That means that you will fly—"

' " On wings!" shecried, " to the New World--"

Where you will be at the mercy of the brutal
passons you will inspire,” said | , interrupting her. " Isit
not the very essnce of genius and beauty to shine, to
attract men's gaze, to excite desres and evil thoughts ?
Paris is a desert with Bedouins; Paris isthe only placein
the world where those who must work for their livelihood
can hide their life. What have you to complain of?
Who am | ? An additional servant—M. Gobain, that
is all. If you have to fight a duel, you may need a
second.”

"" Never mind; find out who | am. | have aready
sad that | insist. Now, | beg that you will," she went
on, with the grace which you ladies have at command,’
said the Consul, looking at the ladies.

"" Well, then, to-morrow, at the same hour, | will tell
you what | may have discovered,” replied |. " But do
not therefore hate me! Will you behave like other
women ?'

_ What do other women do ?"

They lay upon us immense sacrifices, and when we
have made them, they reproach us for it some time later
asifit were an injury."
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""They are right if the thing required appears to be
a sacrifice ! " replied she pointedly.

Instead of sacrifices, say efforts and——-"

"" It would be an impertinence," said she.

' "Forgiveme," said 1. "I forgot that woman and
the Pope are infallible.”

Good heavens ! " said she after a long pause, " only
two words would be enough to destroy the peace so
dearly bought, and which | enjoy like a fraud—-"

* She rose and paid no further heed to me.

Where can | go ?" she said. " What is to become
of me?—Must | leave this quiet retreat that | had
arranged with such care to end my daysin?"

" To end your days!" exclaimed | with visible
alarm. "Has it never struck you that a time would
come when you could no longer work, when competi-
tion will lower the price of flowers and articles of
fashion—-2"

"1 have already saved a thousand crowns," she said.

Heavens! what privations such a sum must repre-
sent !" | exclaimed.

' " Leave me," said she, " till to-morrow. This even-
ing | am not myself; | must be alone. Must | not save
my strength in case of disaster ? For, if you should
learn anything, others besides you would be informed,
and then— Good-night," she added shortly, dismissing me
with an imperious gesture.

"The battle is to-morrow, then," | replied with a
smile, to keep up the appearance of indifference | had
given to the scene. But as | went down the avenue |
repeated the words—

" The battle is to-morrow."

" Octave's anxiety was equal to Honorine's. The
Count and | remained together till two in the morning,
walking to and fro by the trenches of the Bastille, like
two generals who, on the eve of a battle, calculate all
the chances, examine the ground, and perceive that the

F
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victory mugt depend on an opportunity to be sazed
half-way through the fight. These two divided beings
would each lie awake, one in the hope, the other in
agonising dread of reunion. The real dramas of life are
not in circumsances, but in fedings, they are played in the
heart, or, if you please in that vas realm which we ought
to call the Spiritual World. Octave and Honorine
moved and lived altogether in the world of lofty spirits.

| was punctual. At ten next evening | was, for the
firg time, shown into a charming bedroom furnished
with white and blue—the nest of this wounded dove
The Countess looked at me, and was about to speak, but
was stricken dumb by my respectful demeanour.

" Madame la Comtesg"" said | with a grave amile.

" The poor woman, who had risen, dropped back into
her chair and remained there, sunk in an attitude of grief,
which | should have liked to se perpetuated by a great
painter.

You are" | wenton, " the wife of the nobles and
mog highly respected of men ; of a man who is ac-
knowledged to be great, but who is far greater in his
conduct to you than heisin the eyesof theworld. You
and he are two lofty natures—Where do you suppose
yoursdf to be living ?' | asked her.

" In my own house" she replied, opening her eyes
with a wide stare of astonishment.

In Count Octave's" | replied. "You have ben
tricked. M. Lenormand, the ushe of the Court, is not
the real owner; he is only a sreen for your husband.
The delightful seduson you enjoy is the Count's work,
the money you earn is paid by him, and his protection
extends to the mog trivial details of your exisence.
Your hushand has saved you in the eyes of the world ; he
hes assgned plaushble reasons for your disappearance; he
profeses to hope that you were not logt in the wreck of
the Cedle the ship in which you saled for Havannah to
saure the fortune to be left to you by an old aunt, who
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might have forgotten you; you embarked, excorted by
two ladies of her family and an old man-servant. The
Count says that he has sent agents to various spots and
received letters which give him great hopes He takes
as many precautions to hide you from all eyes as you
take yoursdf. In short, he obeysyou ..."

" That is enough,” she said. " | want to know but
one thing more. From whom have you obtained all
these details 7'

" Well, madame, my uncle got a place for a penniless
youth as secreary to the Commissary of police in this
part of Paris. That young man told me everything. If
you leave this house this evening, however stealthily, your
husband will know where you are gone, and his care will
follow you everywhere—How could a woman so clever
asyou are bdieve that shopkegpers buy flowers and caps
as dear asthey =l them ?  Ask a thousand crowns for a
bouquet, and you will get it. No mother's tenderness
was ever more ingenious than your hushand's! | have
learned from the porter of this house that the Count often
comes behind the fence when all are adeep, to s the
glimmer of your night-light! Your large cashmee
shawl oot sx thousand francs—your old-clothes-sdler
brings you, as second hand, things fresh from the best
makers. In short, you are living here like Venus in the
toils of Vulcan ; but you are alone in your prison by the
devices of a sublime magnanimity, sublime for seven
years pagt, and at every hour."

" The Countess was trembling as a trapped swallow
trembles while, as you hold it in your hand, it drainsits
neck to look about it with wild eyes  She shook with a
nervous spasn, sudying me with a defiant look. Her
dry eyes dlittered with a light that was aimog hot:
till, hewasa woman !  The moment came when her
tears forced their way, and she wept—not because she
was touched, but because she was helpless; they were
tears of desperation. Shehad believed hersdf independent
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and free ; marriage weighed on her as the prison cell does
on the captive.

“1 will go!" she cried through her tears. " He
forces metoit; | will go where no one certainly will
come after me."

" What," | sad, "you would kill yourself?—Madame,,
you must have some very powerful reasons for not wish-
ing to return to Comte Octave."

"Certainly | have!"

" "Well, then, tell them to me; tell them to my uncle..
In us you will find two devoted advisers. Though in the:
confessonal my uncle isa priest, he never isone in adraw-
ing-room. Wewill hear you ; wewill try to find asolution
of the problemsyou may lay before us, and if you are the
dupe or the vi cti m of some misapprehension, perhapswe can
clear the matter up. Your soul, | believe, is pure; but if
you have donewrong, your faultisfully expiated. ... At
any rate, remember that in me you have a most sincere
friend. If you should wish to evade the Count's tyranny,
I 'will find you the means; he shall never find you."

_ Oh'! there is always a convent! " sad she.

" Yes. But the Count, as Minister of State, can pro-
cure your rejection by every convent intheworld. Even
though he is powerful, 1 will save you from him—;
but—only when you have demonstrated to me that you
cannot and ought not to return to him. Oh! do not
fear that you would escagpe his power only to fal into
mine," | added, noticing a glance of horrible suspicion,.
full of exaggerated dignity. " Y ou shall have peace, soli-
tude, and independence; in short, you shall be as free
and as little annoyed as if you were an ugly, cross old
maid. | myself would never be able to s you without
your consent."

- And how ? By what means?"

"That is my secret. | am not deceiving you, of
that you may be sure. Proveto methat thisis the only
life you can lead, that it is preferable to that of the
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Comtesse Octave, rich, admired, in one of the finest
houses in Paris, beloved by her husband, a happy mother

. and | will decide in your favour."

""But," sad she, "will there never be a man who
understands me ?'

"No. And that is why | apped to religion to
decide between us. The Cure of the White Friars isa
saint, seventy-five years of age. My uncle is not a
Grand Inquisitor, heis Saint John; but for you he will
be Fenelon—the Fenelon who sad to the Duc de Bour-
gogne: "Eat a calf on a Friday by all means, Mon-
seigneur. But be a Christian.”

" Nay, nay, monsieur, the convent is my last hope
and my only refuge. There is none but God who can
understand me. No man, not Saint Augustine himself,
the tenderest of the Fathers of the Church, could enter
into the scruples of my conscience, which are to me as
the circles of Dante's hell, whence there is no excgpe.
Another than my husband, a different man, however
unworthy of the offering, has had all my love. No, he
has not had it, for he did not take it; | gaveit himasa
mother gives her child awonderful toy, whichit breaks. For
me there never could be two loves. In some natures love
can never beon trial; itis, or it isnot. When it comes,
when it rises up, it is complete.—Well, that life of eigh-
teen months was to me a life of eighteen years ; | threw
into it all the faculties of my being, which were not
impoverished by their effusveness ; they were exhausted
by that delusive intimacy in which | done was genuine.
For me the cup of happiness is not drained, nor empty ;
and nothing can refill it, for it is broken. | am out of
the fray ; | have no weapons left. Having thus utterly
abandoned myself, what am | ?2—the leavings of a feadt.
| had but one name bestowed on me, Honorine, as | had
but one heart. My husband had the young girl, awortrh-
less lover had the woman—there is nothing left!—Then
let myself be loved ! that isthe great idea you mean to
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utter to me. Oh! but J still am something, and |
rebel at the idea of being a prostitute! Yes, by the
light of the conflagration | saw clearly; and | tell you—
well, | could imagine surrendering to another's man's
love, but to Octave's >—No, never."

. Ah!you love him," | said.
esteem him, respect him, venerate him; he never has
done me the smalles hurt; heiskind, heis tender; but
| can never more love him. However," <he went on,
" let us talk no more of this. Discusson makes every-
thingsmall. | will express my notions on this subject in
writing to you, for at this moment they are suffocating
me; | am feverish, my feat are ganding in the ashes of
my Paraclete. All that | s these things which |
bedieved | had earned by my labour, now remind me of
everything | wish to forget. Ah! | mug fly from

hence as | fled from my home."

" "Where will you go?" | aked. "Can a woman
exig unprotected ? At thirty, in all the glory of your
beauty, rich in powers of which you have no suspicion,
full of tenderness to be bestowed, are you prepared to
livein the wildernesswhere | could hide you >—Be quite

The Count, who for nine years has never allowed
himsdf to be s here, will never go there without
your permission. Y ou have his sublime devotion of nine
years as a guarantee for your tranquillity. You may
therefore disuss the future in perfect confidence with
my uncle and me. My uncle has as much influence
as a Minister of State.  So compose yoursdf; do not
exaggerate your misfortune. A priex whose hair has
grown whitein the exerdse of his functions is not a boy;
you will be undersood by him to whom every passon
has been confided for nearly fifty years now, and who
weighs in his hands the ponderous heart of kings and
princes. If he is ¢ern under his stole, in the pressnce of
your flowers he will be as tender as they are, and as
indulgent as his Divine Master."
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" | left the Countess at midnight; she was apparently
calm, but depressed, and had some secret purpose which
no perspicacity could gues | found the Count a few
pacss off, in the Rue Saint-Maur. Drawn by an irress-
ible attraction, he had quitted the gpat on the Boulevards
where we had agreed to meet.

"W hat a night my poor child will go through ! " he
exclaimed, when | had finished my account of the scene
that had just taken place "Supposing | wereto go to
her ! " he added ;" supposing she were to se me sud-
denly ?*

At this moment she is capable of throwing hersdf
out of the window," | replied. “ The Countess is one
of those Lucretias who could not survive any violence,
even if it were done by a man into whose arms she could
throw hersdf.”

" You are young," he ansvered ; "you do not know
that in a soul tossad by such dreadful alternatives thewill
is like waters of a lake lashed by a tempest; the wind
changes every ingant, and the waves are driven now to
one shore now to the other. During this night the
chances are quite as great that on seeing me Honorine
might rush into my arms as that she should throw hersdf
out of the window."

.. And you would accept the equal chances" sid .

Well, come" sad he, " | have at home, to enable
me to wait till to-morrow, a dose of opium which
Desplein prepared for me to ssnd me to degp without
any risk!"

Next day at noon Gobain brought me a letter, telling
me that the Countess had gone to bed at six, worn out
with fatigue, and that, having taken a soothing draught
prepared by the chemist, she had now fallen adesp.

'This is her letter, of which | kept a copy—for
you, mademoisdle* said the Consul, addressing Camille,
" know all the resources of art, the tricks of style, and
the efforts made in their compastions by writers who do
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not lack skill ; but you will acknowledge that literature
could never find such language in its assumed pathos;
thereis nothing so terrible as truth. Here is the letter
written by this woman, or rather by this anguish :—

" MONSIEUR MAURICE,—

"1 know all your uncle could say to me; he is
not better informed than my own conscience Con-
sience isthe interpreter of God to man. | know that
if I am not reconciled to Octave, | shall be damned,;
that is the sntence of religious law. Civil law con-
demns me to obey, cog what it may. [If my husband
doss not regect me, the world will regard me as pure, as
virtuous, whatever | may have done. Yes, that much is
sublime in marriage : society ratifies the husband's for-
giveness ; but it forges that the forgiveness mugt be
accepted.  Legally, rdigioudy, and from the world's
point of view | ought to go back to Octave. Keeping
only to the human asgpect of the question, is it not crud
to refuse him happiness, to deprive him of children, to
wipe his name out of the Golden Book and the lig of
pexrs? My aufferings, my repugnance, my fedings, all
my egoism—for | know that | am an egoig—ought to
be sacrificed to the family. | shal be a mother ; the
careses of my child will wipe away many tears! | shall
be very happy; | certainly shall be much looked up to.
| shall ride, haughty and wealthy, in a handsome car-
riage! | shall have srvants and a fine house, and be
the queen of as many parties as there are weeks in the
year. Theworld will recéve me handsomey. | shall
not have to climb up again to the heaven of aristocracy,
| shall never have come down from it. So God, the law,
society are all in accord.

" What are you rebdling againg ?' | am asked from
the height of heaven, from the pulpit, from the judge's
bench, and from the throne, whose augugt intervention
may at nead be invoked by the Count, Y our uncle, indeed,
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at need, would ek to me of a certain cdegtial grace
which will flood my heart when | know the pleasure of
doing my duty.

'" God, the law, the world, and Octave all wish me
tolive, no doubt. Well, if there is no other difficulty,
my reply cuts the knot: | will not live. | will become
quite white and inoocent again; for | will lie in my
shroud, white with the blamdess pallor of death. This
is not in the lees 'mulish obstinacy.” That mulish
obgtinacy of which you jestingly accussed me is in a
woman the result of confidence, of a vison of the future.
Though my hushand, sublimely generous, may forget
all, | shall not forget. Does forgetfulness depend on our
will 7 When a widow re-marries, love makes a girl of
her; she marriesa man se loves But | cannot love
the Count. It all liesin that, do not you se ?

" " Every time my eyes met his | should s my sn in
them, even when his were full of love. The greathess
of his generosity would be the measure of the greatness
of my crime. My eyes aways uneasy, would be for
ever reading an invisble condemnation. My heart would
be full of confussd and struggling memories ; marriage
can never move me to the crue rapture, the mortal
delirium of passon. | should kill my husband by my
coldness, by comparisons which he would guess though
hidden in the depths of my conscience Oh ! on the
day when | should read a trace of involuntary, even of
suppressad reproach in a furrow on his brow, in a sad-
dened look, in some imperceptible gesture, nothing could
hold me: | should be lying with a fractured skull on the
pavement, and find that less hard than my husband. It
might be my own over-susceptibility that would lead me
to this horrible but welcome death ; | might die the
victim of an impatient mood in Octave caussd by some
matter of business or be deceved by some unjust us
picion. Alas! | might even migake some proof of
love for a<sign of contempt!
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What torture on both ddes! Octave would be
always doubting me, | doubting him. I, quite involun-
tarily, should give him a rival wholly unworthy of him,
a man whom | despise, but with whom | have known
raptures branded on me with fire, which are my shame,
but which | cannot forget.

Have | shown you enough of my heart ? No one,
monsieur, can convince me that love may be renewed,
for | neither can nor will accept love from any one. A
young bride is like a plucked flower; but a guilty wife
islike a flower that had been walked over. Y ou, who!
are a florist, you know whether it is ever possble to!
restore the broken stem, to revive the faded colours, to
make the sgp flow again in the tender vessds of which
the whole vegetativefunction liesin their perfect rigidity.
If some botanist should attempt the operation, could his
genius smooth out the folds of the bruised corolla? if
he could remake a flower, he would be God! God
alone can remake me! | am drinking the bitter cup of
expiation; but as | drink it | painfully spell out this
sentence: Expiation isnot annihilation.

""In my little house, aone, | eat my bread soaked in
tears; but no one sees me eat nor sees meweep. If 1
go back to Octave, | must give up my tears—they would
offend him. Oh! Monsieur, how many virtues must a
woman tread under foot, not to give hersdlf, but to restore
herself to a betrayed husband ? Who could count them ?
God alone; for He alone can know and encourage the
horrible refinements at which the angels must turn pale.
Nay, | will go further. A woman hes courage in the
presence of her husband if he knows nothing; she shows
a sort of fierce strength in her hypocrisy ; she deceives
him to secure him double happiness. But common know-
ledge is surely degrading. Supposing | could exchange
humiliation for ecstasy ? Would not Octave at last feel
that my consent was sheer depravity ? Marriage is bassd
on esteem, on sacrifices on both Sdes ; but neither Octave
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nor | could esteem each other the day after our reunion.
He would have disgraced me by a love like that of an old
man for a courtesan, and | should for ever fee the shame
of being a chattel instead of a lady. | should represent
pleasure, and not virtue, in his house. These are the
bitter fruits of such a sin. | have made myself a bed
where | can only toss on burning cods, a deeples
pillow.

"" Here, when | suffer, | bless my sufferings ; | say to
God,' | thank Thee!" But in my husband's house |
should be full of terror, tasting joys to which | have no
right.

""All this, Monsieur, is not argument ; it is the
feeling of a soul made vast and hollow by seven years
of suffering. Finally, must | make a horrible confession ?
| shall always fed at my bosom the lips of a child con-
ceived in rapture and joy, and in the belief in happiness,
of a child | nursed for saven months, that | shall bear in
my womb all the days of my life. If other children
should draw their nourishment from me, they would drink
in tears mingling with the milk, and turning it sour. |
seem a light thing, you regard me asachild—Ah yes!
| have a child's memory, the memory which returns to,
us on the verge of the tomb. So, you see, there is not a
situation in that beautiful life to which the world and my
husband's love want to recall me, which is not a fdse
position, which does not cover a snare or reveal a preci-
pice down which | must fall, torn by pitilessrocks. For
five years now | have been wandering in the sandy desert
of the futurewithout finding a place convenient to repent
in, because my soul is possessad by true repentance.

' " Religion hes its answers ready to all this, and |
know them by heart. This suffering, these difficulties,
are my punishment she says, and God will give me
strength to endure them. This, monsieur, is an argu-
ment toxertain pious souls gifted with an energy which
| have not. | have made mv choice between this hell,
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where God does not forbid my blessng Him, and the
hell that awaits me under Count Octave' roof.

"" One word more. If | were still a girl, with the
experience | now have, my husband is the man | should
choose; but that is the very reason of my refusal. |
could not bexr to blush before that man. What! |
should be aways on my knees, he adways standing,
upright; and if we were to exchange positions, | should
scorn him ! | will not be better treated by him in con-
seguence of my sin. The angel who might venture
under such circumstances on certain liberties which are:
permissible when both are equally blamdess, is not on
earth ; he dwells in heaven ! Octave is full of delicate
feeling, | know ; but even in his soul (which, however
generous, is a man's soul after all) there is no guarantee
for the new life | should lead with him.

' "Come, then, and tell me where | may find the
solitude, the peace, the silence, so kindly to irreparable
woes, which you promised me."

" After making this copy of the letter to preserve it
complete, | went to the Rue Payenne. Anxiety had
conquered the power of opium. Octave was walking
up and down his garden like a madman.

"" Answer that!" said I, giving him hiswife's letter,
"" Try to resssure the modesty of experience. It israther
more difficult than conquering the modesty of ignorance
which curiosity helpsto betray."

'" She is mine!" cried the Count, whose face ex-
pressed joy as he went on reading the letter.

'He signed to me with his hand to leave him to
himself. | understood that extreme happiness and ex-
treme pain obey the same laws: | went in to receive
Madame de Courteville and Amelie, who were to dine
with the Count that day. However handsome Made-
moiselle de Courteville might be, | felt, on seeing her
once more, that love has three aspects, and that the
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women who can inspire us with perfect love are very
rare. Aslinvoluntarily compared Ameliewith Honorine,
| found the erring wife more attractive than the pure
girl. To Honorine's heart fidelity had not been a duty,
but the inevitable; while Amelie would serenely pro-
nounce the most solemn promises without knowing their
purport or towhat they bound her. The crushed, the
dead woman, so to speak, the sinner to be reinstated,
seemed to me sublime; she incited the special generosi-
tiesof a man's nature; she demanded all the treasures
of the heart, all the resources of strength ; she filled his
life and gave the zest of a conflict to happiness, whereas
Amelie, chaste and confiding, would settle down into
the sphere of peaceful motherhood, where the common-
place must be its poetry, and where my mind would find
no struggle and no victory.

' Of the plains of Champagne and the snowy, storm-
beaten but sublime Alps, what young man would choose
the chalky, monotonous level ?  No; such comparisons
are fatal and wrong on the threshold of the Mairie.
Alas! only the experience of life can teach us that mar-
riage excludes passon, that a family cannot have its
foundation on the tempests of love. After having
dreamed of impossible love, with its infinite caprices,
after having tasted the tormenting delights of the ideal
| saw before me modest reality. Pity me, for what
could be expected! At five-and-twenty | did not trust
myself; but | took a manful resolution.

' | went back to the Count to announce the arrival of
hisrelations, and | saw him grown young again in the
reflected light of hope.

" What ails you, Maurice?" said he, struck by my
changed expression.

" Monsieur le Comte———"

"" No longer Octave? You, to whom | shall owe
my life, my happiness—'

" " My dear Octave, if you should succeed in bringing
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the Countess back to her duty, | have sudied her well"
—(he looked at me as Othello mug have looked at lago
when lago first contrived to insinuate a suspicion into
the Moor'smind)—" she must never e me again ; she
must never know that Maurice was your secretary.
Never mention my name to her, or all will be undone.
... You have got me an appointment as Maitre des
Requetes—well, gt me ingead some diplomatic post
abroad, a consulship, and do not think of my marrying
Amelie—Oh ! do not be uneasy" | added, seeing
him draw himsdf up, "I will play my part to the
end."

"’ Poor boy !" sid he, taking my hand, which he
pressd, while he kept back the tears that were starting
to hiseyes.

You gave me gloves” | said, laughing, ®put | have
not put them on ; that isall."

We then agreed asto what | was to do that evening
at Honorine's house, whither | presently returned. It
was now August; the day had been hot and stormy, but
the sorm hung overhead, the ky was like copper ; the
scent of the flowerswas heavy, | felt as if | werein an
oven, and caught myself wishing that the Countess might
have s out for the Indies; but she was sitting on a
wooden bench shaped like a sofa, under an arbour, in a
loose dress of white mudin fasened with blue bows, her
hair unadorned in waving bands over her cheeks, her feet
on a small wooden stoal, and showing a littleway beyond
her skirt. She did not rise; she showed me with her
hand to the seat by her sde, saying—

" Now, isnot life at a deadlock for me?"

‘Life as you have made it," | replied. " But not
the life | propose to make for you ; for, if you chooss
you may bevery happy. . . ."

How ?' sid <he ; he whole peson was a
question.

" Your letter isin the Count's hands"
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" Honorine started like a frightened doe, sprang to a
few paces off, walked down the garden, turned about,
remained standing for some minutes, and finally went in
to st alone in the drawing-room, where | joined her,
after giving her time to get accusomed to the pain of
this poniard thrust,

"" You—a friend? Say rather a traitor! A sy,
perhaps, sent by my husband.”

Instinct in women is as srong as the perspicacity of
great men.

" You wanted an answer to your letter, did not
you ? And there was but one man in the world who
could write it. You mug read the reply, my dear
Countess; and if after reading it you till find that your
lifeis a deadlock, the spy will prove himsef a friend ; |
will place you in a convent whence the Count's power
cannot drag you. But, before going there, let us con-
gder the other sde of the question. There is a law,
alike divine and human, which even hatred affects to
obey, and which commands us not to condemn the
accused without hearing his defence. Till now you
have pasad condemnation, as children do, with your
ears sopped. The devotion of sven years has its cdaims.
So you must read the answer your husband will send
you. | have forwarded to him, through my uncle a
copy of your letter, and my uncle asked him what his
reply would be if his wife wrote him a letter in such
terms. Thus you are not compromised. He will himself
bring the Count's answer. In the presnce of that saintly
man, and in mine, out of repect for your own dignity,
you must read it, or you will be no better than a wilful,
passonate child. You mug make this sacrifice to the
world, to the law, and to God."

As e sw in this concesson no attack on her
womanly resolve, she consented.  All the labour of four
or five months had been building up to this moment.
But do not the Pyramids end in a point on which a bird
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may perch? The Count had st all his hopes on this
supreme ingtant, and he had reached it.

"Inall my life I remember nothing more formidable
than my undés entrance into that little Pompadour
drawing-room, at ten that evening. The fine head, with
its slver hair thrown into relief by the entirely black
dress, and the divindly calm face, had a magical effect on
the Comtese Honorine;, e had the feding of cool
balm on her wounds, and beamed in thereflection of that
virtue which gave light without knowing it.

' Monsieur the Cure of the White Friars" sid old
Gobain.

" Are you come, uncle, with a message of happines
and peace ?" =aid i.

Happiness and peace are always to be found in
obedience to the precepts of the Church," replied my
uncle, and he handed the Countess the following letter :—

'" MY DEAR HONORINE,—

" If you had but done me the favour of trusting me,
if you had read the letter | wrote to you five years
since, you would have sared yoursdf five years of udes
labour, and of privations which have grieved me deeply.
Init | proposad an arrangement of which the ipula-
tions will relieve all your fears and make our domegtic
life possible | have much to reproach mysdf with, and
in sven years of sorrow | have discovered all my errors.
| misundersood marriage. | foiled to scent danger when
t threatened you. An angd was in my house The
Lord bid me guard it well!  The Lord has punished me
or my audacious confidence.

Youcannot give yoursdf a single lash without
striking me. Have mercy on me, my dear Honorine. |
so fully appreciated your susceptibilities that | would not
bring you back to the old house in the Rue Payenne,
where | can live without you, but which | could not
bear to s again with you. | am decorating, with great
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pleasure, another house, in the Faubourg Saint-Honore,
to which, in hope, | conduct not a wife whom | owe to
her ignorance of life, and secured to me by law, but. a
sster who will allow me to press on her brow such a kiss
as a father gives the daughter he blesses every day.

"" Will you bereave me of the right | have conquered
from your despair—that of watching more closely over
your needs, your pleasures, your life even ? Women
have one heart always on their side, always abounding in
excuses—their mother's; you never knew any mother
but my mother, who would have brought you back to
me. But how is it that you never guessed that | had for
you the heart of a mother, both of my mother and of
your own ? Yes, dear, my affection is neither mean nor
grasping ; it is one of those which will never let any
annoyance last long enough to pucker the brow of the
child it worships. What can you think of the com-
panion of your childhood, Honorine, if you believe him
capable of accepting kisses given in trembling, of living
between delight and anxiety ? Do not fear that you will
be exposed to the laments of a suppliant passion; |
would not want you back until | felt certain of my own
strength to leave you in perfect freedom.

"" Your solitary pride has exaggerated the difficulties.
Y ou may, if you will, look on at the life of a brother, or
of a father, without either suffering or joy; but you will
find neither mockery nor indifference, nor have any doubt
as to his intentions. The warmth of the atmosphere in
which you live will be always equable and genial, without
tempests, without a possble squall. If, later, when you
feel secure that you are as much at home asin your own
little house, you desre to try some other elements of
happiness, pleasures, or amusements, you can expand
their circle at your will. The tenderness of a mother
knows neither contempt nor pity. What isit? Love
without desire.  Well, in me admiration shall hide every
sentiment in which you might see an offence.

G



98 Honorine

Thus, living Sde by sde we may both be magnani-
mous. In you the kindness of a sger, the affectionate
thoughtfulness of a friend, will satify the ambition of
him who wishes to be your lifés companion; and you
may measure his tenderness by the care he will take to
conceal it. Neither you nor | will be jealous of the
pad, for we may each acknowledge that the other has
sne enough to ook only straight forward,

"Thus you will be at home in your new house
exactly as you are in the Rue Saint-Maur; unapproach-
able, alone, occupied as you please living by your own
law ; but having in addition the legitimate protection, of
which you are now exacting the mog chivalrous labours
of love, with the condderation which lends so much
lustre to a woman, and the fortune which will allow of
your doing many good works. Honorine, when you long
for an unnecessary absolution, you have only to ak for
it ; it will not be forced upon you by the Church or by
the L aw; it will wait on your pride, on your own impul-
gon. My wife might indeed have to fear all the things
you dread ; but not my friend and sgter, towards whom
| am bound to show every form and refinement of
politeness.  To se you happy is enough happiness for
me; | have proved this for theee seven years pas. The
guarantee for this, Honorine, is to be sen in all the
flowers made by you, carefully preserved, and watered
by my tears. Like the quipos, the tally cords of the
Peruvians, they are the record of our sorrows

" If this secret compact does not suit you, my child, |
have begged the saintly man who takes charge of this
letter not to say a word in my behalf. | will not owe
your return to the terrors threatened by the Church, nor
to the bidding of the Law. | will not accept the ample
and quiet happiness that | ak from any one but your-
«df.  Ifyou perdg in condemning me to the londly life,
bereft even of a fraternal smile, which | have led for nine
years, if you remain in your solitude and show no sign,
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my will yiddsto yours. Understand me perfectly: you
shall be no more troubled than you have been until this
day. | will get rid of the crazy fellow who has meddied
in your concerns, and has perhaps caused you some annoy-
ance-e .

" Monsieur," sid Honorine, folding up the letter,
which she placed in her bosom, and looking at my uncle,
" thank you very much. | will avail mysdf of Monsieur
le Comte's permisson to remain here—"

""Ah!" | exclaimed.

Thisexclamation made my uncle look at me uneasly,
and won from the Countess a mischievous glance, which
enlightened me as to her motives.

Honorine had wanted to ascertain whether | were an
actor, a bird sharer ; and | had the melancholy satisfaction
of deceving her by my exclamation, which was one of
those cries from the heart which women undergand so
well.

""Ah, Maurice," sid she "you know how to
love"

" The light that flashed in my eyes was another reply
which would have disspated the Countesss uneasnes if
dhe ill had any. Thus the Count found me ussful to
the very lad.

Honorine then took out the Count's letter again to
finish reading it. My uncle sgned to me, and | rose

' " Let us leave the Countess” said he.

" You are going already, Maurice ?' she said, without
looking at me.

Sherosg and till reading, followed us to the door.
On the threshold she took my hand, presad it very
affectionately, and said,” We shall meet again ..."

""" No," | replied, wringing her hand, so that she cried
out. " You loveyour husband. | leave to-morrow."

And | rushed away, leaving my uncle, to whom she
said—
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“Why, what is the matter with your nephew ?"
The good Abbe completed my work by pointing to
hishead and heart,asmuch asto say, " Heismad, madame;
you mug forgive him !" and with all the more truth,
because he really thought it.

' Sx days after, | s out with an appointment as vice-
conaul in Spain, in a large commercial town, where |
could quickly qualify to rise in the career of a conaul, to
which | now redricced my ambition. After | had
etablished mysdf there, | receved this letter from the
Count:—

" MY DEAR MAURICE,—
""If | were happy, | should not write to you, but |
have entered on a new life of suffering. | have grown
young again in my dedres with all the impatience of a
man of forty, and the prudence of a diplomatist, who has
learned to moderate his passon. When you left | had
not yet been admitted to the pavilion in the Rue Saint-
Maur, but a letter had promissd me that | should have
permisson—the mild and meancholy letter of a woman
who dreaded the agitations of a meeting. After waiting
for more than a month, | made bold to call, and desred
Gobain to inquire whether | could be received. | st
down in a chair in the avenue near the lodge, my head
buried in my hands, and there | remained for almost an
hour.

Madame had to dres' sad Gobain, to hide
Honorin€'s hestancy under a pride of appearance which
was flattering to me.

During along quarter of an hour we both of uswere
posesd by an involuntary nervous trembling as great
as that which sazes a eake on the platform, and we
ooke to each other in scared phrases like those of persons
taken by surprise who ' make believe' a conversation.

You se Honoring' sad |, my eyes full of tears
'the ice is broken, and | am so tremulous with happiness
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that you mug forgive the incoherency of my language.
It will be so for along time yet.’

" ' Thereisnocrimein beingin love with your wife,
said she with a forced amile.

""" Do methe favour, said I, ' no longer to work as
you do. | have heard from Madame Gobain that for
three weeks you have been living on your savings, you
have sixty thousand francsa year of your own, and if you
cannot give me back your heart, at leag do not abandon
your fortune to me!'

" "1 have long known your kindness' said she

""" Though you should prefer to remain here* sad |,
"and to preserve your independence; though the mogt
ardent love should find no favour in your eyes, still, do
not toil.'

"l gave her three certificates for twelve thousand
francsayear each; shetook them, opened them languidly,
and after reading them through she gave meonly a look
as my reward. She fully undersood that | was not
offering her money, but freedom.

"l am conquered,’ said she holding out her hand,
which | kissed. ' Come and s&e me as often as you like.'

" ' So she had done hersdf a violence in receiving me.
Next day | found her armed with affected high sirits,
and it took two months of habit before | saw her in her
true character. But then it was like a ddicious M ay, a
springtime of love that gave me ineffable bliss; she was
no longer afraid ; she was studying me.  Alas! when |
proposad that she should go to England to return osten-
sbly to me, to our home, that she should resume her
rank and live in our new resdence, she was saized with
alarm.

" "Why not live always as we are ?' she said.

' " | submitted without saying a word.

' Isshe making an experiment ?' | asked mysdlf as|
left her. On my way from my own house to the Rue
Saint-Maur thoughts of love had swvelled in my heart, and
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| had said to mysdlf, like a young man, ' This evening
she will yield.

All my rea or affected force was blown to the
winds by a smile, by a command from those proud, calm
eyes, untouched by passon. | remembered the terrible
words you once quoted to me, ' Lucretia's dagger wrote
in letters of blood the watchword of woman's charter—
Liberty !I" and they froze me. | felt imperatively how
necessaty to me was Honorine's consent, and how im-
possible it was to wring it from her. Could she gues
the storms that distracted me when | left as when |
came?

At last | painted my situation in a letter to her,
giving up the attempt to spesk of it. Honorine made no
answer, and she was s0 sad that | made as though | had
not written. | was deeply grieved by the idea that |
could have distressed her; she read my heart and forgave
me. And this was how. Three days ago she received me,
for the first time, in her own blue-and-white room. It
was bright with flowers, dressed, and lighted up.
Honorine was in a dress that made her bewitching. Her
hair framed that face that you know in its light curls;
and in it were some sprays of Cape heath; she wore a
white muslin gown, a white sash with long floating ends.
Y ou know what she is in such simplicity, but that day
she was a bride, the Honorine of long past days My
joy was chilled at once, for her face was terribly grave ;
there were fires beneath the ice.

Octave,' she sad, ' | will return as your wife
when you will. But understand clearly that this sub-
mission hes its dangers. | can be resigned—

.| made a movement.

"'Yes,' she went on, ' | understand : resignation
offends you, and you want what | cannot give—Love.
Religion and pity led me to renounce my vow of soli-
tude ; you are here !"" She paused.

" At firgt, she went on,' you aked no more. Now
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you demand your wife. Well, here | give you Honorine,
such as she is, without decelving you as to what she
will be—What shal | be? A mother ? | hope it.
Believe me, | hope it eagerly. Try to change me; you
have my consent; but if | should die, my dear, do not
curse my memory, and do not s# down to obginacy what
| should call theworship of the I deal, if it were not more
natural to call the indefinable feding which mug kill me
thewor ship of the Divine! Thefuturewill benothingto
me ; it will be your concern ; consult your own mind.'

" And she st down in the calm attitude you used to
admire, and watched me turning pale with the pain she
had inflicted. My blood ran cold. On seeing the effect
of her words she took both my hands and, holding them
in her own, she said—

""" 'Octave, | do love you, but not in the way you wish
to be loved. | love your soul. . . . Still, understand
that | love you enough to die in your service like an
Eagtern dave, and without a regret. It will be my
expiation.'

' " She did more; she knelt before meon acushion, and
in a spirit of sublime charity she said—

" "And perhaps | shall not die !"

" For two months now | have been struggling with
mysdf. What shall | do? My heart is too full; |
therefore sk a friend, and snd out this cry, 'What
shal | do?'"

"1 did not answer this letter. Two months later the
newspapers announced the return on board an English
vesd of the Comtese Octave, resored to her family
after adventures by land and seq, invented with sufficient
probability to arouse no contradiction.

"When | moved to Genoa | receved a formal
announcement of the happy event of the birth of a son
to the Count and Countess. | hdd that letter in my
hand for two hours sitting on this terrace—on this
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bench. Two months after, urged by Octave, by M. de
Grandville,and Monsieur de Serizy, my kind friends, and
broken by the death of my uncle, | agreed to take a wife.
'Six months after the revolution of July | received this
letter, which condudes the sory of this couple :—

"*MONSIEUR MAURICE,—I am dying though | am a
mother—perhaps because | am a mother. | have played
my part as a wife well; | have decdved my husbhand.
| have had happiness not less genuine than the tears
shad by actresses on the stage. | am dying for society,
for the family, for marriage, as the early Christians died
for God! | know not of what | am dying, and | am
honegtly trying to find out, for | am not perverse, but
| am bent on explaining my malady to you—you who
brought that heavenly phydcian your uncle, at whose
word | surrendered. He was my director ; | nursd
him in his lagt illness, and he showed me the way to
heaven, bidding me persevere in my duty.

" And | have done my duty.

" " 1 donot blame those who forget. | admire them
as strong and necessary natures; but | have the malady
of memory ! | have not bemn able twice to fed that
love of the heart which identifies a woman with the man
she loves. To the lax moment, as you know, | cried
to your heart, in the confessonal, and to my husband,
' Have mercy!" But there was no mercy. Well,
and | am dying, dying with stupendous courage. No
courtesan was ever more gay than |I. My poor Octave
is happy ; | let his love fead on the illusons of my heart.
| throw all my powers into this terrible masquerade; the
adress is applauded, feased, smothered in flowers ; but
the invisible rival comes every day to sk its prey—
a fragment of my life. | am rent and | smile. | smile
on two children, but it is the eder, the dead one, that
will triumph ! | told you so before The dead child
callsme, and | am going to him.



Honorine 105

" " Theintimacy of marriage without love is a pogtion
in which my soul feds degraded every hour. | can
never weep or give mysdf up to dreams but when | am
alone. The exigencies of society, the care of my child,
and that of Octave's happiness never leave me a moment
to refresh mysdf, torenew my strength, as | could in my
solitude. T he incessant nead for watchfulness sartles my
heart with congtant alarms. | have not succesded in im-
planting in my soul the sharp-eared vigilance that lies
with facility, and has the eyes of a lynx. It isnot the
lip of one | love that drinks my tears and kisses my eye-
lids; it is a handkerchief that driesthem; my burning
gyes are cooled with water, and not with tender lips. It
ismy soul that acts a part, and that perhapsis why | am
dying! | lock up my griefs with so much care that
nothing is to be seen of it ; it mus eat into something,
and it has attacked my life.

""|] sid to the doctors who discovered my secret,
' Make me die of some plausble complaint, or | shall
drag my husband with me.'

"So it is quite undergood by M. Desplein, Bianchon,
and mysdf that | am dying of the softening of some
bone which stience has fully described.  Octave bdieves
that 1 adore him, do you undergand ? So | am afraid
let he should follow me. | now write to beg you in
that case to be the little Count's guardian. You will
find with this a codicil in which | have expressed my
wish ; but do not produce it excepting in cae of need,
for perhaps | am fatuoudy vain. My devotion may
perhaps leave Octave inconsolable but willing to live—
Poor Octave! | wish him a better wife than | am, for
he deserves to be well loved.

"Since my spiritual gy is married, | bid him re-
member what the florist of the Rue Saint-Maur hereby
bequeaths to him asa lesson : May your wife soon be a
mother ! Fling her into the valgarest materialism of
houschald life; hinder her from cherishing in her heart
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the myserious flower of the ldeal—of that heavenly
perfection in which | believed, that enchanted blossom
with glorious colours, and whose perfume disgguss us
with reality. | am a Saint-Theresa who has not been
affered to live on ecdasy in the depths of a convent,
with the Holy Infant, and a spotless winged ange to
come and go as she wished.

" "You saw me happy among my bdoved flowers.
| did not tell you all: | saw love budding under your
affected madness and | concedled from you my thoughts,
my poetry ; | did not admit you to my kingdom of
beauty. Well, well; you will love my child for love of
me if he should one day lo®e his poor father. Keep my
srds as the grave will keep them. Do not mourn for
me; | have been dead this many a day, if Saint Bernard
was right in saying that where there is no more love there
isno more life."

‘And the Countess died sid the Consul, putting
away the letters and locking the pocket-book.

Is the Count still living ? aked the Ambassador,
' for dnce the revolution of July he has disappeared from
the political sage!

' Do you remember, Monseur de Lora,’ sad the
Consul-General, 'having ssen me going to the steam-
boat with——""

A white-haired man ! an old man ? sad the painter.

"An old man of forty-five, going in ssarch of health
and amusement in Southern Italy. That old man was
my poor friend, my patron, passng through Genoa to
take leave of me and place his will in my hands He
appoints me his son's guardian. | had no occason to
tell him of Honorine's wishes!

Does he sugpet himsdf of murder ? said Made-
moisdle des Touches to the Baron de L'Hostal.

' He suspedts the truth,' replied the Consul, ' and that
iswhat is killing him. | remained on board the seam
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packet that was to take him to Naples till it was out of
the roadstead ; a small boat brought me back. We st
for some little time taking leave of each other—for ever,
| fear. God only knows how much we love the confi-
dant of our love when she who inspired it is no more.

"That man,” sid Octave, "holds a charm and
wears an aureole” The Count went to the prow and
looked down on the Mediterranean. It happened to
be fing, and, moved no doubt by the spectade he gpoke
thee lag words. " Ought we not, in the interests of
human nature, to inquire what is the irresstible power
which leads us to sacrifice an exquidite creature to the
mog fugitive of all pleasures and in pite of our reason ?
In my conscience | heard cries. Honorine was not
aonein he anguish. And yet | would have it! ...
| am consumed by remorse.  In the Rue Payenne | was
dying of the joys | had not ; now | shal die in Italy
of the joys | have had. . . . Wherein lay the discord
between two natures, equally noble, | dare assrt 7' '

For some minutes profound dlence reigned on the
terrace.

Then the Consul, turning to the two women, asked,
' Was she virtuous ?'

Mademoisdle des Touches rose, took the Conaul'sarm,
went a few geps away, and said to him—

Are not men wrong too when they come to us and
make a young girl a wife while cherishing at the bottom
of their heart some angdic image, and comparing us to
those unknown rivals, to perfections often borrowed from
a remembrance, and always finding us wanting ?

Mademoisdlle, you would be right if marriage were
basad on pasion ; and that was the migtake of those two,
who will soton be no more. Marriage with heart-deep
love on both ddes would be Paradise!

Mademoisdle des Touches turned from the Consul,
and was immediately joined by Claude Vignon, who said
in her ear—



108 Honorine

" A bit of a coxcomb is M. de L'Hostal.

No,' replied she, whisgpering to Claude these words:
'for he has not yet guessd that Honorine would have
loved him.—Oh!" <he exclaimed, sedng the Conaul's
wife approaching, 'his wife was listening! Unhappy
man!'

Eleven was striking by all the clocks, and the guests
went home on foot along the seashore,

Still, that is not life,” ssid Mademoisdlle des Touches.
' That woman was one of therarest, and perhaps the most
extraordinary exceptions in intellect—a pearl ! Life is
made up of various incidents, of pain and pleasure alter-
nately. The Paradise of Dante, that sublime expresson
of the ideal, that perpetual blue, is to be found only in
the soul; to ak it of the facts of life is a luxury againgt
which nature protests every hour. To such souls as those
the gx feet of a cell, and the knedling chair are all they
need.’

"You are right,' said Leon de Lora; ' but good-for-
nothing as | may be | cannot help admiring a woman
who is capable, as that one was, of living by the sde of a
studio, under a painter's roof, and never coming down,
nor seeing the world, nor dipping her feet in the stregt
mud.'

'Such a thing has been known—for a few months,
said Claude Vignon, with deep irony.

‘Comtesse Honorine is not unique of he kind,'
replied the Ambassador to Mademoiselle des Touches.
" A man, nay, and a politician, a bitter writer, was the
object of such a passon ; and the pistol shot which killed
him hit not him alone; the woman who loved lived like
anun ever after.’

Then there are yet some great souls in thisage! '
sid Camille Maupin, and she dood for some minutes
pensively leaning on the balusrade of the quay.

PARIS, January 1843.
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To Maaame la Comtesse | da de Becarme nee
du Chasteler.

"HUuLLO! There s that old Box-coat again !'

This exclamation was made by a lawyer's clerk of the
dass called in French offices a gutter-jumper—a messn-
ger in fact—who at this moment was eating a piece of
dry bread with a hearty appetite. He pulled off a mor-
s of crumb to make into a bullet, and fired it gleefully
through the open pane of the window againg which he
was leaning. The pélet, well aimed, rebounded almost
as high as the window, after hitting the hat of a stranger
who was crosing the courtyard of a house in the Rue
Vivienne, where dwelt M aitre Derville, attorney-at-law.

'Come, Simonnin, don't play tricks on people or |
will turn you out of doors However poor a client may
be he is still a man, hang it all I' said the head clerk,
pausng in the addition of a bill of cogs

The lawyer's messnger is commonly, as was Simonnin,
a lad of thirteen or fourteen, who, in every office is
under the spedal jurisdiction of the managing clerk,
whose errands and billets-doux kegp him employed on his
way to carry writs to the bailiffs and petitions to the
Courts. Heis akin to the dreet boy in his habits, and
to the pettifogger by fate The boy is amog aways
ruthless, unbroken, unmanageable, a ribald rhymester,
impudent, greedy, and idle. And yet, amog all these
clerklings have an old mother lodging on some fifth floor
with whom they share ther pittance of thirty or forty
francs a month.
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"If he is a man, why do you call him old Box-coat ?'
asked Simonnin, with the air of a schoolboy who has
caught out his master.

And he went on eating his bread and cheese, leaning
his shoulder against the window jamb; for he rested
standing like a cab-horse, one of his legs raised and
propped against the other, on the toe of his shoe.

" What trick can we play that cove? said the third
clerk, whose name was Godeschal, in a low voice, paus-
ing in the middle of a discourse he was extemporising
in an appeal engrossed by the fourth clerk, of which
copies were being made by two neophytes from the pro-
vinces.

Then he went on improvising—

"But, in his noble and beneficent wisdom, his Majesty,
Louis the Eighteenth—(write it at full length, heh!
Desrochesthe learned—you, as you engrossit!)—when he
resumed the reins of Government, understood—(what did
that old nincompoop ever understand ?)—the high mission
to which he had been called by Divine Providence \—(a note
of admiration and six stops. They are pious enough
at the Courtsto let us put six)—and his first thought, asis
proved by the date of the order hereinafter designated, was
to repair the misfortunes caused by the terrible and sad disas-
ters of the revolutionary times, by restoring to his numerous
and faithful adherents—(' numerous'is flattering, and ought
to please the Bench)—all their unsold estates, whether within
our realm, or in conquered or acquired territory, or in the
endowments of public institutions, for we are, and proclaim
ourselves competent to declare, that this is the spirit and
meaning of the famous, truly loyal order given in—Stop,'
said Godeschal to the three copying clerks, 'that ras
cally sentence brings me to the end of my page.—Well,'
he went on, wetting the back fold of the sheet with his
tongue, so as to be able to fold back the page of thick
stamped paper, ' well, if you want to play him a trick,
tell him that the master can only see his clients between
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two and three in the morning ; we shall se if he comes,
the old ruffian !"

And Godeschal took up the sentence he was dictating
—'given in—Are you ready ?

Yes,' cried the three writers.

It all went on together, the apped, the gossip, and the
conspiracy.

Given in—Here, Daddy Boucard, what is the date of
the order ? We must dot our i's and cross our f's, by
Jingo! It helps to fill the pages.

By Jingo !" repeated one of the copying clerks before
Boucard, the head clerk, could reply.

What! have youwritten by Jingo ? cried Godeschal,
looking at one of the novices, with an expression at once
stern and humorous.

"Why, yes,' sad Desroches, the fourth clerk, leaning
across his neighbour's copy, ' he has written " We must
dot our i's" and spelt it by Gingo !"

All the clerks shouted with laughter.

Why ! Monsieur Hure, you take " By Jingo" for alaw
term, and you sy you come from Mortagne !" exclaimed
Simonnin.

Scratch it cleanly out,' said the head clerk. 'If the
judge, whose business it is to tax the bill, were to
se such things, he would sy you were laughing at
the whole boiling. You would hear of it from the
chiefl  Come, no more of this nonsense, Monsieur
Hure! A Norman ought not to write out an
apped without thought. It is the " Shoulder arms!"
of the law.'

Given in—in ? asked Godeschal.—' Tell me when,
Boucard.'

June 1814, replied the head clerk, without looking
up from his work.

A knock at the office door interrupted the circumlocu-
tions of the prolix document. Five clerks with rows of
hungry teeth, bright, mocking eyes and curly heads,
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lifted their noses towards the door, after crying all together
in asinging tone, ' Comein !'

Boucard kept his face buried in a pile of papers—
broutilles (odds and ends) in French law jargon—and went
on drawing out the bill of costs on which he was busy.

The office was a large room furnished with the tradi-
tional stool which isto be seen in all these dens of law-
quibbling. The stove pipe crossed the room diagonally
to the chimney of a bricked-up fireplace ; on the marble
chimney-piece were several chunks of bread, triangles of
Brie cheese, pork cutlets, glasses, bottles, and the head
clerk's cup of chocolate. The smell of these dainties
blended so completely with that of the immoderately
overheated stove and the odour peculiar to offices and
old papers, that the trail of a fox would not have been
perceptible. The floor was covered with mud and snow,
brought in by the clerks. Near the window stood the
desk with a revolving lid, where the head clerk worked,
and against the back of it was the second clerk's table.
The second clerk was at this moment in Court. It was
between eight and nine in the morning.

The only decoration of the office conssted in huge
yellow pogters, announcing seizures of real estate, sdes,
settlements under trust, final or interim judgments,—all
the glory of a lawyer's office. Behind the head clerk
was an enormous stack of pigeon-holes from the top to
the bottom of the room, of which each division was
crammed wi th bundles of paperswith aninfinite number of
tickets hanging from them at the ends of red tape, which
give a peculiar physiognomy to law-papers. The lower
rows were filled with cardboard boxes, yellow with use,
on which might be read the namesof the more important
clients whose cases were juicily stewing at this present
time. The dirty window-panes admitted but little day-
light. Indeed, there are very few offices in Paris where
it is possble to write without lamplight before ten in
the morning in the month of February, for they are all
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left to very natural neglect ; every one comes and no one
stays; no one has any personal interest in a scene of mere
routine—neither the attorney, nor the counsel, nor the
clerks, trouble themselves about the appearance of a place
which, to the youths, is a schoolroom; to the clients, a
passage; to the chief, a laboratory. The greasy furniture
is handed down to successve owners with such scrupu-
lous care, that in some offices may still be seen boxes of
remainders, machines for twisting parchment gut, and
bags left by the prosecuting parties of the Chatelet (abbre-
viated to Chlet)—a Court which, under the old order of
things, represented the present Court of First Instance
(or County Court).

So in this dark office, thick with dust, there was, as in
all its fellows, something repulsive to the clients—some-
thing which made it one of the most hideous monstrosities
of Paris. Nay, were it not for the mouldy sacristies
where prayers are weighed out and paid for like groceries
and for the old-clothes shops, where flutter the rags that
blight all the illusions of life by showing us the last end
of all our festivities—an attorney's office would be, of all
social marts, the most loathsome. But we might say
the same of the gambling-hell, of the Law Court, of the
lottery office, of the brothel.

But why ? In these places, perhaps, the drama being
played in a man's soul makes him indifferent to acces
sories, which would also account for the single-minded-
ness of great thinkers and men of great ambitions.

"Where is my penknife ?'

"| am eating my breakfast.'

"You go and be hanged ! here is a blot on the copy.'

'Silence, gentlemen !

These various exclamations were uttered simul-
taneously at the moment when the old client shut the
door with the sort of humility which disfigures the move-
ments of a man down on his luck. The stranger tried
to smile, but the muscles of his face relaxed as he vainly

H
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looked for some symptoms of amenity on the inexorably
indifferent faces of the six clerics.  Accustomed, no doubt,
to gauge men, he very politely addressed the gutter-jumper,
hoping to get a civil answer from this boy of all work.

Monsieur, is your master at home ?

The pert messenger made no reply, but patted his ear
with the fingers of his left hand, as much as to s, |
am dedf.!

'What do you want, sir?" asked Godeschal,swallowing
as he spoke a mouthful of bread big enough to charge a
four-pounder, flourishing his knife and crossing his legs,
throwing up one foot in the air to the level of his eyes.

'This is the fifth time | have called,’ replied the
victim. ' | wish to gpeek to M. Derville.'

'On busness ?

~Yes, but | can explain it to no one but—"

M. Dervilleisin bed ; if you want to consult himon
some difficulty, he does no serious work till midnight.
But if you will lay the case before us, we could help you
just aswell ashecanto—-"

The stranger was unmoved; he looked timidly about
him, like a dog who has got into a strange kitchen and
expects a kick. By grace of their professon, lawyers
clerks have no fear of thieves; they did not suspect the
owner of the box-coat, and left him to study the place,
where he looked in vain for a char to sit on, for he
was evidently tired. Attorneys, on principle, do not have
many chairs in their offices. The inferior client, being
kept waiting on his feet, goes away grumbling, but then
he does not waste time, which, as an old lawyer once
said, is not allowed for when the bill is taxed.

Monsieur,' sad the old man, ' as | have aready told
you, | cannot explain my busness to any one but M.
Derville. | will wait till he is up.'

Boucard had finished his bill. He smelt the fragrance
of his chocolate, rose from his cane arm-chair, went to
the chimney-piece, looked the old man from head to foot,
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gared at hiscoat, and made an indescribablegrimace. He
probably reflected that whichever way this client might
be wrung, it would be impossble to squeeze out a
centime, so he put in a few brief words to rid the office
of a bad customer.

It is the truth, mondeur. The chief only works at
night. If your busness is important, | recommend you
to return at onein the morning.' The stranger looked at
the head clerk with a bewildered expresson, and remained
motionless for a moment. The derks accugomed to
every change of countenance, and the odd whimsicalities
to which indecison or absence of mind gives rise in
parties,' went on eating, making as much noise with
their jaws as horsss over a manger, and paying no further
heed to the old man.

‘I will come again to-night,) sad the dranger at
length, with the tenacious desre peculiar to the unfor-
tunate, to catch humanity at fault.

The only irony allowed to poverty is to drive Justice
and Benevolence to unjust denials When a poor
wretch has convicted Society of falsshood, he throws
himself more eagerly on the mercy of God.

What do you think of that for a cracked pot ? said
Simonnin, without waiting till the old man had shut the
door.

" He looks as if he had been buried and dug up again,’
sid a clerk.

'He is some Colonel who wants his arrears of pay,' sad
the head clerk.

No, heisaretired concierge, said Godeschal.

" | bet you heis a nobleman,' cried Boucard.

‘I bet you he has been a porter,' retorted Godeschal.
" Only porters are gifted by naturewith shabby box-coats,
asworn and greasy and frayed asthat old body's And
did you s his trodden-down boats that let the water in,
and his gock which srves for a shirt ?  He has dept in
adry arch/
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' He may be of noble birth, and yet have pulled the
door-latch, cried Desroches ' It has been known !

"No," Boucard ingged, in the midg of laughter, ' |
maintain that he was a brewer in 1789, and a Colond in
the time of the Republic.’

| bet theatre tickets round that he never was a
soldier,” said Godeschal.

- Done with you," answered Boucard.

Monsieur ! Monseur !" shouted the little messenger,
opening the window.

. What are you at now, Simonnet ? asked Boucard.

| am calling him that you may ak him whether heis
a Colonéd or a porter ; he mugt know.'

All the cderks laughed. As to the dd man. he was
aready coming upgairs again.

~What can we sy to him ?' cried Godeschal.

Leave it to me,' replied Boucard.

The poor man camein nervoudy, his eyescag down
perhaps not to betray how hungry he was by looking
too greedily at the eatables

Monsieur," said Boucard, ' will you have the kindness
to leave your name, so that M. Derville may know—-'

'Chabert.’

The Colonel who was killed at Eylau ?* asked Hure,
who, having o far said nothing, was jealous of adding a
jest to all the others.

The same, Monsieur,' replied the good man, with
antique simplicity. And he went away.

 Whew!"

" Done brown !'

Poof!"

'Oh!"

"Ahl’

Bourn!'

' The old rogue !

' Ting-a-ring-ting

'Sold again!'
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' Monsieur Desroches, you are going to the play with-
out paying,' said Hure to the fourth clerk, giving him a
dap on the shoulder that might have killed a rhinoceros.

There was a storm of cat-calls, cries, and exclamations,
which all the onomatopeia of the language would fail to
represent.

. Which theatre shall wegoto? '

" To the opera, cried the head clerk.

" In thefirst place’ said Godeschal, 'I never mentioned
which theatre. | might, if 1 dwosa take you to s
Madame Saqui.'

Madame Saqui is not the play/

"What is a play ? replied Godeschal. ' First, we
mus define the point of fact. What did | bet, gentle-
men? A play. Whatisaplay? A sectade What
isa gpectade? Something to be seen—'

But on that principle you would pay your bet by
taking us to se the water run under the Pont Neuf!
cried Simonnin, interrupting him.

. To be s=en for money,” Godeschal added.

But a great many things are to be sen for money
that are not plays The definition is defective! sd
Desroches.

But do listen to me '

You are talking nonsense my dear boy,' said Boucard.

Is Curtius a play ? said Godeschal.

" No," sid the head clerk, it isa collection of figures
—but it is a spectacle’

' be¢ you a hundred francs to a sou, Godeschal
resumed, ' that Curtius Waxworks forms such a show
as might be called a play or theatre. It contains a thing
to be sen at various prices, according to the place you
choose to occupy.’

_And so on, and so forth !I' ssid Simonnin.

You mind | don't box your ears!" said Godechal.

The derks shrugged their shoulders

' Besdes it is not proved that that old ape was not



n3 Colond Chabert

making game of us' he said, dropping his argument,
which was drowned in the laughter of the other clerks.
" On my honour, Colond Chabert isreally and truly desd~
His wifeis married again to Comte Ferraud, Councillor
of State.  Madame Ferraud is one of our clients’

Come, the case is remanded till to-morrow, sad
Boucard. ' To work, gentlemen. The deuce isin it;
we get nothing done here.  Finish copying that appeal;
it must be handed in before the sitting of the Fourth
Chamber, judgment is to be given to-day. Come, on
you go I"

If he really were Colonel Chabert, would not that
impudent rasca Smonnin have fet the leather of his
boot in the right place when he pretended to be deaf ?
sid Desoches regarding this remark as more con-
dusve than Godesthal's.

Snce nothing is settled,” said Boucard, 'let us all
agree to go to the upper boxes of the Francais and se
Talmain " Nero." Smonnin may go to the pit.'

And thereupon the head clerk st down at his table,
and the others followed his example.

Given in "June eighteen hundred and fourteen (in
words),' said Godeschal. ' Ready ?

Yes,' replied the two copying clerks and the en-
gross=r, whoe pens forthwith began to creak over the
samped paper, making as much noise in the office as a
hundred cockchafers imprisoned by schoolboys in paper

cages.

* And we hope that my lords on the Bendh, the extem-
porisng clerk went on. ' Stop ! | must read my sentence
through again. | do not understand it mysdf!

Forty-six (that mugt often happen) and three forty-
nines' said Boucard.

'We hge Godeschal began again, after reading all
through the document, ' that my lords on the Bench will
not belessmagnanimousthan theaugust author of thedareg
andthat theywill dojusticeagainst ihe miserable claimsof
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the acting committee of the chief Board of the Legion of
Honour byinterpreting thelawin thewide sensewehave
here set forth—

Monsieur Godeschal, wouldn't you like a gass of
water ? said the little messenger.

That imp ofa boy " sid Boucard. * Here, get on
your doublesled shanksmare, take this packet, and
spin off to the Invalides.

'‘Hereset forth,” Godeschal went on. ' Add in theinterest
of Madamela Vicomtesse (at full length) de Grandlieu.

"What!' cried thechief, ‘are you thinking of drawing
up an appea in the cae of Vicomtesse de Grandlieu
againg the Legion of Honour—a caxe for the office to
gand or fall by ? You are something like an ass! Have
the goodness to put asde your oopies and your notes;
you may kemp all that for the cae of Navarreins againg
the Hospitals. It islate; | will draw up a little petition
mysdf, with a due allowance of " inasmuch,” and go to
the Courts mysdf!

This sene is typical of the thousand ddights which,
when we look back on our youth, make us sy, Those
were good times!'

At about one in the morning Colond Chabert, Hf-
styled, knocked at the door of Maitre Derville, attorney
to the Court of First Instance in the Department of the
Sene. The porter told him that Monsieur Derville had
not yet come in.  The old man said he had an appoint-
ment, and was shown updairs to the rooms occupied by
the famous lawyer, who, notwithstanding his youth,
was conddered to have one of the longest heads in Paris.

Having rung, the distrugtful applicant was not a little
adonished at finding the head clerk busly arranging in
a convenient order on his mage's dining-room table
the papers relating to the casesto be tried on the morrow.
The clerk, not less asonished, bowed to the Colonel and
begged him to take a seat, which the client did.
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On my word, Monsieur, | thought you were joking
yesterday when you named such an hour for an interview,'
sad the old man, with the forced mirth of a ruined man,
who does his best to smile.

The clerks were joking, but they were speaking the
truth too," replied the man, going on with his work.
" M. Derville chooss this hour for studying his cases,
taking stock of their possibilities, arranging how to
conduct them, deciding on the line of defence. His
prodigious intellect is freer at this hour—the only time
when he can have the silence and quiet needed for the
conception of good idess.  Since he entered the pro-
fesson, you are the third person to come to him for a
consultation at this midnight hour. After coming in
the chief will discuss each case read everything, spend
four or five hours perhgps over the business, then he
will ring for me and explain to me his intentions. In
the morning from ten till two he hears what his clients
have to say, then he spends the rest of his day in appoint-
ments. In the evening he goes into society to keep up
his connections. So he has only the night for under-
mining his cases, ransacking the arsena of the Code, and
laying his plan of battle. Heis determined never to lose
a case; he loves hisart. He will not undertake every
cae as his brethren do. That is his life, an exception-
ally activeone. And he makes a great ded of money.'

As he listened to this explanation, the old man st
silent, and his drange face assumed an expresson so
bereft of intelligence, that the clerk, after looking at him,
thought no more about him.

A few minutes later Derville came in, in evening
dress, his head clerk opened the door to him, and went
back to finish arranging the papers. The young lawyer
paused for a moment in amazement on seeing in the dim
light the strange client who awaited him. Colonel
Chabert was as absolutely immovable as one of the wax
figures in Curtius' collection to which Godescha had
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propoed to treat his fdlow-clerks.  This quiescence
would not have been a subject for astonishment if it had
not completed the supernatural agpect of the man's whole
peson. Theold ldier wasdry and lean. Hisforehead,
intentionally hidden under a smoothly combed wig, gave
him a look of mystery. His eyes ssamed shrouded in a
trangparent film; you would have compared them to
dingy mother-of-pearl with a blue iridescence changing
in the gleam of the wax-lights. His face, pale, livid, and
asthin asa knife, if | may use such a vulgar expresson,
was as the face of thedead. Round hisneck was a tight
black slk stock.

Below the dark line of this rag the body was so com-
pletely hidden in shadow that a man of imagination
might have supposed the old head was due to some
chance play of light and shade or have taken it for a
portrait by Rembrandt, without a frame. The brim of
the hat which covered the old man's brow cag a black
line of shadow on the upper part of the face This
groteque effect, though natural, threw into relief by
contragt the white furrows, the cold wrinkles, the colour-
less tone of the corpselike countenance. And the
absence of all movement in thefigure, of all lire in the
eye, were in harmony with a certain look of melancholy
madness, and the deteriorating symptoms characterigtic of
senility, giving the face an indescribably ill-starred look
which no human words could render.

But an observer, expecialy a lawyer, could aso have
read in this stricken man the dgns of degp sorrow, the
traces of grief which had worn into this face as drops of
water from the ky falling on fine marble at lagt destroy
its beauty. A physician, an author, or a judge might
have discerned a whole drama at the sght of its sublime
horror, while the least charm was its resemblance to the
grotesques which artists amuse themsdves by sketching
on a corner of the lithographic sone while chatting with
afriend.
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On seding the attorney, the dranger started, with the
convulsive thrill that comes over a poet when a sudden
noie rouss him from a fruitful reverie in slence and at
night. The old man hagtily removed his hat and roeto
bow to the young man ; the leather lining of his hat was
doubtless very greasy; his wig suck to it without his
noticing it, and left his head bare, showing his skull
horribly disfigured by a scar beginning at the nape of the
neck and ending over the right eye, a prominent ssam
all aooss (his head. The sudden removal of the dirty
wig which the poor man wore to hide this gash gave the
two lawyers no inclination to laugh, so horrible to
behold was this riven skull. The first idea suggesed by
the sight of this old wound was, ' His intelligence must
have excaped through that cut.’

If this is not Colonel Chabert, he is some thorough-
going trooper !' thought Boucard.

Monsieur,” sid Derville, 'to whom have | the
honour of speaking ?'

' To Colonel Chabert.'

"Which?'

He who was killed at Eylau,' replied the old man.

On hearing this drange gexch, the lawyer and his
clerk glanced at each other, as much as to sy, ' He is
mad.’

" Monsieur,' the Colonel went on, ' | wish to confide
to you the secret of my position.'

A thing well worthy of note is the natural intrepidity
of lawyers. Whether from the habit of receiving a
great many pesons or from the dep sne of the
protection conferred on them by the law, or from confi-
dence in their misson, they enter everywhere, fearing
nothing, like priets and physicians. Derville sgned to
Boucard, who vanished.

During the day, sir,'’ said the attorney, ' | am not o
miserly of my time, but at night every minute is pre-
cious. So be brief and concise.  Go to the facts without
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digression. | will ak for any explanations | may con-
sider necessary.  Spesk.

Having bid his strange client to be seated, the young
man sat down at the table; but while he gave his atten-
tion to the decessd CoIoneI, he turned over the bundles

of papers.
'"You know, perhaps' sad the dead man, 'that |
commanded a cavalry regiment at Eylau. | was of

important service to the success of Murat's famous
charge which decided the victory. Unhappily for me,
my death is a historical fact, recorded in Victoires et

where it is related in full detail. We cut
through the three Russian lines, which at once closed up
and formed again, sothat we had to repeat the movement
back again. At the moment when we were nearing the
Emperor, after having scattered the Russians, | came
against a squadron of the enemy's cavalry. | rushed at
the obstinate brutes. Two Russian officers, perfect
giants, attacked me both at once. One of them gave
me a cut across the head that crashed through every-
thing, even a black silk cap | wore next my head, and
cut deep into the skull. | fell from my horse. Murat
came up to support me ; he rode over my body, he and
al his men, fifteen hundred of them—there might have
been more! My death was announced to the Emperor,
who as a precaution—for he was fond of me, was the
Master—wished to know if there were no hope of saving
the man he had to thank for such a vigorous attack.
He sent two surgeons to identify me and bring me into
Hospital, saying, perhaps too carelessly, for he was very
busy, ' Go and see whether by any chance poor Chabert
is still alive.' These rascaly saw-bones, who had just
sen me lying under the hoofs of the horses of two regi-
ments, no doubt did not trouble themselvesto fed my
pulse, and reported that | was quite dead. The certifi-
cate of death was probably made out in accordance with
the rules of military jurisprudence.’
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As he heard his vistor express himself with complete
lucidity, and relate a story so probable though so srange,
the young lawyer ceesed fingering the papers rested his
left dbow on the table, and with his head on his hand
looked steadily at the Colonel.

Do you know, Monsieur, that | am lawyer to the
Comtese Ferraud,’ he said, interrupting the speker,
" Colonel Chabert's widow ?'

My wife—yes, Monsieur. Therefore, after ahundred
fruitless attemptsto interest lawyers, who have all thought
me mad, | made up my mind to come to you. | will
tell you of my misfortunes afterwards ; for the present,
allow me to prove the facts explaining rather how things
mug have fallen out rather than how they did occur.
Certain circumsances, known, | supposs to no one but
the Almighty, compe me to speek of some things as
hypothetical. The wounds | had receved mugs pre
sumably have produced tetanus, or have thrown me into
a date analogous to that of a dissase called, | believe,
catalepsy. Otherwise how is it conceivable that | should
have been gripped, as is the custom in time of war, and
thrown into the common grave by the men ordered to
bury the dead ?

Allow me hereto refer to a detail of which | could
know nothing till after the event, which, after all, | mugt
ek of as my death. At Stuttgart, in 1814, | met an
old quarter-maser of my regiment. This dear fellow,
the only man who chose to recognise me, and of whom |
will tell you more later, explained the marvel of my pre-
servation, by telling me that my horse was shat in the
flank at the moment when | was wounded. Man and
beast went down together, like a monk cut out of card-
paper. As | fell, to the right or to the left, | was no
doubt covered by the body of my horse which protected
me from being trampled to death or hit by a ball.

When | came to mysdf, Monsieur, | was in a postion
and an atmosphere of which | could give you no idea if
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| talked till to-morrow. The little air there was to
breathe was foul. | wanted to move, and found no
room. | opened my eyes and saw nothing. The mog
alarming cdrcumstance was the lack of air, and this
enlightened me as to my stuation. | undergood that
no fresh air could penetrate to me, and that | mug die.
This thought took off the sns of intolerable pain which
had aroussd me. There was a violent singing in my
ears | heard—or | thought | heard, | will assrt
nothing—groans from the world of deed among whom |
was lying. Some nights | still think | hear those gifled
moans,; though the remembrance of that time is very
obscure, and my memory very indistinct, in spite of my
impressons of far more acute suffering | was fated to go
through, and which have confused my ideas

' But there was something more awful than criesj
there was a slence such as | have never known dsaewhere
—literally, the dlence of the grave. At lag, by raising
my hands and fedling the dead, | discerned a vacant space
between my head and the human carrion above | could
thus measure the ace, granted by a chance of which |
knew not the caus It would seam that, thanks to the
cardesness and the hagte with which we had been pitched
into the trench, two dead bodies had leaned across and
againg each other, forming an angle like that made by
two cards when a child is building acard casle Feeling
about me at once for there was no time for play, |
happily fdt an arm lying detached, the arm of a Her-
cules! A gout bone, to which | owed my rescue But
for this unhoped-for help, | must have perished. But
with a fury you may imagine, | began to work my way
through the bodies which sgparated me from the layer of
earth which had no doubt been thrown over us—I say
us, asif there had bean othersliving! | worked with a
will, Monsieur, for herel am! But to thisday | do not
know how | succeeded in getting through the pile of
flesh which formed a barrier between me and life. You
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will say | had three arms.  This crowbar, which | usad
cleverly enough, opened out a little air between the
bodies | moved, and | economised my breath. At lagt |
saw daylight, but through snow !

" At that moment | perceved that my head was cut
open. Happily my blood, or that of my comrades or
perhaps the torn skin of my horse, who knows, had in
coagulating formed a sort of natural plaiser. But, in
siteof it, | fainted away when my head came into contact
with the show. However, the little warmth left in me
melted the snow about me; and when | recovered con-
sdousness | found mysdf in the middle of a round hole,
where | good shouting aslong as | could. But the sun
was rising, 0 | had very little chance of being heard.
Was thereany one in thefiddsyet ? | pulled myself up,
usng my feg as a spring, resing on one of the dead,
whose ribswere firm. You may suppoe that thiswas
not the moment for saying, " Respect courage in mis
fortune!" In short, Monsieur, after enduring the anguish,
if the word is strong enough for my frenzy of seeing for
along time, yes, quite a long time, those cursed Germans
flying from a voice they heard where they could s= no
one, | was dug out by a woman, who was brave or
curious enough to come dose to my head, which mugt
have looked as though it had sprouted from the ground
like a mushroom. This woman went to fetch her
Rusodand, and between them they got me to their poor

ovel.

"It would seem that | mug have again fallen into a
catalepsy—allow me to use the word to dexribe a sate
of which | have no idea, but which, from the account
given by my hogs | suppoe to have been the effect of
that malady. | remained for sx months between life and
death; not speaking, or, if | spoke talking in delirium.
At last, my hods got me admitted to the hospital at
Heilsberg.

"You will understand, Monsieur, that | came out of
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the womb of the grave as naked as | came from my
mother's; so that Sx months afterwards, when | remem-
bered, onefine morning, that | had been Colonel Chabert,
and when, on recovering my wits, | tried to exact from my
nurse rather more respect than she paid to any poor devil,
all my companions in theward began to laugh. Luckily
for me, the surgeon, out of professonal pride, had
ansvered for my cure, and was naturally interested in
his patient. When | told him coherently about my
former life, thisgood man, named Sparchmann, signed a
deposition, drawn up in the legal form of his country,
giving an account of the miraculous way in which | had
exaped from the trench dug for the dead, the day and
hour when | had been found by my benefactress and her
husband, the nature and exact spot of my injuries,
adding to these documents a description of my person.
Well, Monsieur, | have neither these important pieces of

evidence, nor the declaration | made before a notary
at Heilsberg, with a view to establishing my identity.
From the day when | was turned out of that town by
the events of war, | have wandered about like a vagabond,
begging my bread, treated as a madman when | have told
my story, without ever having found or earned a sou to
enable me to recover the desds which would prove my
datements, and retore me to society. My sufferings
have often kept me for sx months at a time in some
little town, where every care was taken of the invalid
Frenchman, but where he was laughed at to his face as
soon as he sad he was Colonel Chabert. For a long
time that laughter, those doubts, usd to put me into
rages which did me harm, and which even led to my
being locked up at Stuttgart asa madman. And, indeed,
as you may judge from my sory, there was ample reason
for shutting a man up.

"At the end of two years detention, which | was
compelled to submit to, after hearing my keepers sy a
thousand times, " Here is a poor man who thinks he is
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Colonel Chabert" to people who would reply, " Poor
fellow!" | became convinced of the impossbility of my
own adventure. | grew melancholy, resgned, and quiet,
and gave up calling mysdf Colonel Chabert, in order to
get out of my prison, and s France once more. Oh,
Monsieur! To se Paris again was a delirium which

Without finishing his sentence, Colone Chabert fell
into a degp sudy, which Derville respected.

' One fine day,' his vistor resumed, ' one spring day,
they gave me the key of the fidds, as we say, and ten
thalers, admitting that | talked quite sensbly on all
subjects, and no longer called myself Colonel Chabert.
On my honoaur, at that time, and even to this day, some-
times 1 hate my name. | wish | were not mysf. The
sne of my rights kills me. If my illness had but
deprived me of all memory of my pagt life, | could be
happy. | should have entered the service again under
any name, no matter what, and should, perhaps have
been made Field-Marshal in Austria or Russa. Who
knows ?

' Monsieur,' said the attorney, ' you have upsst all my
ideas | fed asif | heard you in adream. Pause for a
moment, | beg of you.'

"You are the only person,’ said the Colonel, with a
melanchaly look, 'who ever ligened to me so patiently.
No lawyer has been willing to lend me ten napdeons
to enable me to procure from Germany the necessary
documents to begin my lawsuit—'

"What lawsuit ?' said the attorney, who had forgotten
his client's painful postion in listening to the narrative of
his pag sufferings.

'Why, Monsieur, is not the Comtese Ferraud my
wife? She has thirty thousand francs a year, which
bdong to me, and she will not give measou. When |
tell lawyers these things—men of sensg; when | propose
— | ,abeggar—to bring an action againg a Count and
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Countess5 when | —a dead man—bring up as against a
certificate of death a certificate of marriage and registers
of births, they show me out, either with the air of cold
politeness, which you all know how to assume to rid your-
selves of a hapless wretch, or brutally, like men who
think they have to deal with a swindler or a madman—it
depends on their nature. | have been buried under the
dead; but now | am buried under the living, under
papers, under facts, under the whole of society, which
wants to shove me underground again !

" Pray resume your narrative,’ said Derville.

"" Prayresumeit! "' cried the hapless old man, taking
the young lawyer's hand. ' That is the first polite word
| have heard since—'

The Colonel wept. Gratitude choked his voice.
The appealing and unutterable eloquence that lies in the

es, in a gesture, even in silence, entirely convinced
erville, and touched him deeply.

" Listen, Monsieur,' ssid he' | have this evening won
three hundred francs at cards. | may very well lay out
half that sum in making a man happy. | will begin the

inquiries and researches necessary to obtain the documents
of which you speak, and until they arrive | will give you
five francs a day. If you are Colonel Chabert, you will
pardon the smallness of the loan as coming from a young
man who has his fortune to make. Proceed.'

The Colonel, as he called himself, sat for a moment
motionless and bewildered ; the depth of his woes had
no doubt destroyed his powers of belief. Though he was
eager in pursuit of his military distinction, of his fortune,
of himself, perhaps it was in obedience to the inexplicable
feeling, the latent germ in every man's heart, to which
we owe the experiments of alchemists, the passon for
glory, the discoveries of astronomy and of physics, every-
thing which prompts man to expand his being by multi-
plying himself through deeds or ideas. In his mind the
Ego was now but a secondary object, just as the vanity

I
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of success or the pleasure of winning become dearer to
the gambler than the object he has at sake. The young
lawyer's words were as a miracle to this man, for ten
years repudiated by his wife, by justice, by the whole
sodal creation. Tofind in a lawyer's office the ten gold
pieces which had 0 long ben refused him by so many
people, and in so many ways! The Colone was like
the lady who, having been ill of a fever for fifteen years,
fanded she had some fresh complaint when she was
cured. There are joys in which we have csasd to
believe; they fall on us it is like a thunderbolt; they
burn us The poor man's gratitude was too great to find
utterance. To superficial obsarvars he ssamed cold, but
Derville sasw complete honesty under this amazement.
A swindler would have found his voice.

"Wherewas | ? sad the Colonel, with thesimplicity
of a child or of a soldier, for there is often something of
the child in a true soldier, and almog always something
of the soldier in a child, epedially in France.

At Stuttgart. You were out of prison,’ said Derville.

~You know my wife ?* asked the Colonel.

Yes,' sid Derville, with a bow.

~What is helike ?

Still quite charming.'

The old man held up his hand, and seamed to be
swallowing down some secret anguish with the grave and
solemn resignation that is characterigic of men who have
good the ordeal of blood and fire on the battlefield.

' Monsieur,' ssid he, with a sort of cheerfulness—for
he breathed again, the poor Colonel; he had again risen
from the grave ; he had just melted a covering of snow
less eadly thawed than that which had once before
frozen his head ; and he drew a degp breath, as if he had
just excaped from a dungeon—' Monsieur, if | had been
a handsome young fellow, none of my misfortunes would
have befalen me. Women bdieve in men when they
flavour their pesches with theword Love. They hurry
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then, they come, they go, they are everywhere at once;
they intrigue, they assrt facts, they play the very devil
for a man who takes their fancy. But how could |
interet a woman? | had a face like a Requiem. |
was dresd like a sans-culotte. | was more like an
Esquimaux than a Frenchman—I, who had formerly
been consdered one of the smartest of fopsin 1799 1—
I, Chabert, Count of the Empire.

Well, on the very day when | was turned out into
the dregslike a dog, | met the quartermager of whom
| just now spoke.  This old soldier's name was Boutin.
The poor devil and | made the queerest pair of broken-
down hacks| ever st eyeson. | met him out walking ;
but though | recognised him, he could not possbly gues
who | was. We went into a tavern together. In there,
when | told him my name, Boutin's mouth opened from
ear toear in a roar of laughter, like the burging of a
mortar. That mirth, Monsieur, was one of the keenest
pangs | have known. It told me without diguise how
great were the changes in me! | was then, unrecog-
nisble even to the humbles and mog grateful of my
former friends!

| had once saved Boutin's life, but it was only the
repayment of a debt |1 owed him. | nesd not tell you
how he did me this service; it was at Ravenna, in Italy.
The house where Boutin prevented my being sabbed
was not extremely respectable. At that time | was not
a colond, but, like Boutin himsdf, a common trooper.
Happily there were certain details of this adventure
which could be known only to us two, and when |
recalled them to his mind his incredulity diminished. |
then told him the dory of my sSngular experiences
Although my eyes and my voice, he told me, were
srangely altered, although | had neither hair, teeth, nor
eyebrows, and was as colourless as an Albino, he at lag
recognised his Colond in the beggar, after a thousand
guegtions, which | answered triumphantly.
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He related his adventures ; they were not less extra-
ordinary than my own ; he had lately come back from
the frontiers of China, which he had tried to coss after
escaping from Sberia.  He told me of the catastrophe of
the Russan campaign, and of Napoleon's firg abdica-
tion. That news was one of the things which causd
me most anguish!

We were two curious derdicts having been rolled
over the globe as pebbles are rolled by the ocean when
gorms bear them from shore to shore  Between us we
had ssen Egypt, Syria, Spain, Russa, Holland, Ger-
many, Italy and Dalmatia, England, China, Tartary,
Siberia; the only thing wanting was that neither of us
had been to America or the Indies. Finally, Boutin,
who still was more locomotive than |, undertook to go
to Paris as quickly as might be to inform my wife of the
predicament in which | was | wrote a long letter full
of details to Madame Chabert. That, Monsieur, was
the fourth ! If | had had any relations, perhaps nothing
of all this might have happened ; but, to be frank with
you, I am but a workhouse child, a soldier, whose sdle
fortune was his courage, whose sole family is mankind at
large, whose country is France, whose only protector is
the Almighty.—Nay, | am wrong! | had a father—
the Emperor ! Ah'! if he were but here, the dear man !
If he could s his Chabert, as he usd to call me, in the
dgate in which I am now, hewould bein arage! What
istobedone? Our suniss, and weareall out in the
cold now. After all, political events might account for
my wifeésdlence!

' Boutin s out. He was a lucky fdlow ! He had
two bears admirably trained, which brought him in a
living. | could not go with him; the pain | affered
forbade my walking long dages | wept, Monseur,
when we parted, after | had gone as far as my date
allowed in company with him and his bears At Carls
ruhe | had an attack of neuralgia in the head, and lay
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for 9x weeks on graw in an inn.—I should never have
ended if | were to tell you all the digresses of my life as
a beggar. Moral suffering, before which physical suffer-
ing pales, neverthdess excites less pity, because it is not
sen. | remember shedding tears as | good in front of
a fine house in Strassburg where | once had given an
entertainment, and where nothing was given me, not
even a piece of bread. Having agreed with Boutin on
the road | was to take, | went to every pog-office to ak
if there were a letter or some money for me. | arrived
at Paris without having found either. What despair |
had been forced to endure! " Boutin must be dead ! "
| told mysdf, and in fact the poor fellow waskilled at
Waterloo. | heard of his degth later, and by mere chance.
His errand to my wife had, of course, been fruitless.

At lag | entered Paris—with the Cossacks  To me
this was grief on grief. On seng the Russans in
France, | quite forgot that | had no shoes on my feat nor
money in my pocket. Yes, Monsieur, my dothes were
in tatters. The evening before | reached Paris | was
obliged to bivouac in the woods of Claye. The chill
of the night air no doubt brought on an attack of some
namdess complaint which ssized me as | was crossing
the Faubourg Saint-Martin. | dropped amost sens
less at the door of an ironmonger's shop. When |
recovered | was in a bed in the Hotel-Dieu. There
| dayed very contentedly for about a month. | was
then turned out; | had no money, but | was well, and
my fegt were on the good gones of Paris. With what
delight and hage did | make my way to the Rue du
Mont-Blanc, where my wife should be living in a house
beongingto me! Bah'! the Rue du Mont-Blanc was
now the Rue de la Chausse d'Antin ; | could not find
my house ; it had been sd and pulled down. Specu-
lators had built several houss over my gardens Not
knowing that my wife had married M. Ferraud, | could
obtain no information.
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" At lag | went to the house of an old lawyer who had
been in charge of my affars This worthy man was
dead, after sdling his connection to a younger man.
This gentleman informed me, to my great surprise of
the adminigration of my etate the settlement of the
moneys, of my wifés marriage, and the birth of her two
children. When | told him that | was Colonel Chabert,
he laughed so heartily that | left him without saying
another word. My detention at Stuttgart had suggested
posshilities of Charenton, and | determined to act with
caution. Then, Monsieur, knowing where my wife
lived, | went to her house my heart high with hope—
Well," said the Colone, with a gesture of concentrated
fury,' when | caled under an assumed name | was not
admitted, and on the day when | usd my own | was
turned out of doors

" To s the Countess come home from a ball or the
play in the early morning, | have st whole nights
through, crouching dose to the wall of her gateway.
My eyes pierced the depths of the carriage, which flashed
pas me with the swiftness of lightning, and | caught a
glimpse of the woman who is my wife and no longer
mine. Oh, from that day | have lived for vengeance !"
cried the od man in a holow voice, and suddenly
ganding up in front of Derviile. ' She knows that | am
alive; snce my return she has had two letters written
with my own hand. She loves me no more!—|—|
know not whether | love or hate her. | long for her
and curse her by turns.  To me sheowes all her fortune,
all her happiness ; well, she has not sent me the very
smalles pittance. Sometimes | do not know what will
become of me '

W ith these words the veteran dropped on to his chair
again and remained mationless.  Derviile sat in slence,
studying his client.

It isa serious budness' he said at length, mechani-
caly. ' Even granting the genuineness of the documents



Colond Chabert 135

to be procured from Heilsberg, it is not proved to me
that we can at once win our ca It mus go before
three tribunals in successon. | mug think such a
matter over with a dear head ; it is quite exceptional.'

'Oh," sid the Colondl, coldly, with a haughty jerk
of his head, if | fail, | can die—but not alone’

The fesble old man had vanished. The eyes were
those of a man of energy, lighted up with the spark of
desre and revenge.

We mugt perhaps compromise, said the lawyer.

" Compromise!" echoed Colond Chabert. ' Am |
dead, or am | alive?

" | hope, Monsieur,' the attorney went on,' that you
will follow my advice. Your cause ismine. You will
soon percave the interest | take in your situation, almost
unexampled in judicial records For the moment | will
give you a letter to my notary, who will pay you to your
order fifty francsevery ten days It would be unbecoming
for you tocome here to receve ams.  If you are Colonel
Chabert, you ought to be at no man's mercy. | shall
regard these advances as a loan; you have etates to
recover ; you arerich.'

This ddicate compasson brought tears to the old
man's eyes.  Derville roe hagtily, for it was perhaps not
correct for a lawyer to show emotion; he went into the
adjoining room, and came back with an unssaled letter,
which he gave to the Colonel. When the poor man
hed it in his hand, he felt through the paper two gold
pieces.

"Will you be good enough to describe the documents,
and tell methe name of thetown, and in what kingdom ?'
sad the lawyer.

TheColone dictated the information, and verified the
spelling of the names of places; then he took his hat in
one hand, looked at Derville, and hdd out the other—a
horny hand, saying with much simplicity—

On my honour, sr, after the Emperor, you are the
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man to whom | shall owe mos. You are a splendid
fellow!"

The attorney dapped his hand into the Colond's, saw
him to the gairs, and held a light for him.

' Boucard,' said Derville to his head clerk, ' | havejust
ligened to a tale that may cog me five-and-twenty louis.
If 1 am robbed, | shall not regret the money, for | shall
have seen the most consummate actor of the day.'

When the Colonel was in the sreet and dose to a
lamp, he took the two twenty-franc pieces out of the
letter and looked at them for a moment under the light.
It was the first gold he had seen for nine years

1 may snoke dgars!" he sad to himsdf.

About three months after this interview, at night, in
Derville's room, the notary commissoned to advance the
half-pay on Derville's account to his eccentric client,
came to conault the attorney on a sious matter, and
began by begging him to refund the six hundred francs
that the old soldier had received.

"Are you amusing yoursdf with pensoning the old
army ?' said the notary, laughing—a young man named
Crottat, who had just bought up the office in which he
had been head clerk, his chief having fled in consequence
of a dissdrous bankruptcy.

" | have to thank you, my dear sr, for reminding me
of that affair,’ replied Derville. '‘My philanthropy will
not carry me beyond twenty-five louis; | have | fear,
already been the dupe of my patrictism.'

As Derville finished the sentence, he saw on his dek
the papers his head clerk had laid out for him. His eye
was gsruck by the appearance of the stamps—Ilong,
quare, and triangular, in red and blue ink, which dis-
tinguished a letter that had come through the Prussan,
Audtrian, Bavarian, and French pog-offices,

Ah ha!" sad be with a laugh," hereis the lagt act of
the comedy; now we shall seif | have been taken in !'
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He took up the letter and opened it; but he could not
read it; it waswritten in German.

Boucard, go yoursdf and have this letter trandated,
and bring it back immediately,’ said Derville, half opening
his study door, and giving the letter to the head clerk.

Thenotary at Berlin, to whom the lawyer had written,
informed him that the documents he had been requested
to forward would arrive within a few days of this note
announcing them. They were, he said, all perfectly
regular and duly witnessed, and legally damped to serve
as evidence in law. He a9 informed him that aimog all
the witnesses to the facts recorded under thee affidavits
were gtill to be found at Eylau, in Prusda, and that the
woman to whom M. le Comte Chabert owed his life was
gtill living in a suburb of Heilsberg.

This looks like business'cried Derville, when Bou-
card had given him the subgance of the letter. 'But
look here, my boy, he went on, addresing the notary,
" | shall want some information which ought to exist in
your office.  Wasit not that old rascal Roguin——7?"

We will sy that unfortunate, that ill-used Roguin,'
interrupted Alexandre Crottat with alaugh.

Well, was it not that ill-ussd man who has just
carried off eight hundred thousand francs of his clients
money, and reduced several families to degair, who
effected the settlement of Chabert's estate ? | fancy |
have sen that in the documents in our case of Ferraud.'

' Yes,' said Crottat. ' It was when | was third clerk ;
| copied the papers and sudied them thoroughly. Rose
Chapotel, wife and widow of Hyacinthe, called Chabert,
Count of the Empire, grand officer of the Legion of
Honour. They had married without settlement; thus,
they held all the property in common. To the bes of
my recollection, the personalty was about sx hundred
thousand francs. Before his marriage, Comte Chabert
had made a will in fovour of the hospitals of Paris, by
which he left them one-quarter of the fortune he might
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posess at the time of his decesse, the State to take the
other quarter. The will was contested, there was a
forced sde, and then adivision, for the attorneys went at
apace. At the time of the settlement the monster who
was then governing France handed over to the widow,
by special decree, the portion bequeathed to thetreasury/

So that Comte Chabert's personal fortune was no
more than three hundred thousand francs ?

' Consequently so it was, old fellow!" sad Crottat.
'Y ou lawyers sometimes are very clear-headed, though
you are accused of fdse practices in pleading for one side
or the other.'

Colonel Chabert, whose address was written at the
bottom of the first receipt he had given the notary,
was lodging in the Faubourg Saint-Marceau, Rue du
Petit-Banquier, with an old quartermaster of the Imperial
Guard, now a cowkeeper, named Vergniaud. Having
reached the spot, Derville was obliged to go on foot in
search of his client, for his coachman declined to drive
along an unpaved street, where the ruts were rather too
deep for cab wheels. Looking about him on all sdes,
the lawyer at last discovered at the end of the street
nearest to the boulevard, between two walls built of
bones and mud, two shabby stone gate-posts, much
knocked about by carts, in spite of two wooden stumps
that served as blocks These posts supported a cross
beam with a pent-house coping of tiles, and on the beam,
in red letters, were the words,' Vergniaud, dairyman.' To
the right of this inscription were some eggs, to the left a
cow, all painted in white. The gate was open, and no
doubt remained open all day. Beyond a good-sized yard
there was a house facing the gate, if indeed the name of
house may be applied to one of the hovels built in the
neighbourhood of Paris, which are like nothing else, not
even the most wretched dwellings in the couptry, of
which they have all the poverty, with out their poetry.

Indeed, in the midst of fields, earn* hovel may have
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acertain grace derived from the pure air, the verdure, the
open country—a hill, a serpentine road, vineyards, quick-
set hedges, moss-grown thatch and rural implements; but
poverty in Paris gains dignity only by horror. Though
recently built, this house seemed ready to fall into ruins.
None of its materials had found alegitimate use; they had
been collected from the various demolitions whicn are
going on every day in Paris. On a shutter made of the
boards of a shop-sign Derville read the words, ' Fancy
Goods.! The windows were all mismatched and gro-
tesquely placed. The ground floor, which seemed to be
the habitable part, was on one side raised above the soil,
and on the other sunk in therising ground. Between the
gate and the house lay a puddle full of stable litter, into
which flowed the rain-water and house waste. The
back wall of this frail construction, which seemed rather
more solidly built than the rest, supported a row of
barred hutches, where rabbits bred their numerous families.
To the right of the gate was the cowhouse, with a loft
above for fodder; it communicated with the house
through the dairy. To the left was a poultry yard, with
a stable and pig-styes, the roofs finished, like that of the
house, with rough deal boards nailed so as to overlap, and
shabbily thatched with rushes.

Like most of the places where the elements of the
huge meal daily devoured by Paris are every day pre-
pared, the yard Derville now entered showed traces of the
hurry that comes of the necessity for being ready at a
fixed hour. Thelarge pot-bellied tin cansinwhich milk
iscarried, and the little pots for cream, were flung pell-
mell at the dairy door, with their linen-covered stoppers.
The rags that were used to clean them, fluttered in the
sunshine, riddlied with holes, hanging to strings fastened
to poles. The placid horse, of a breed known only to
milk-women, had gone a few geps from the cart, and
was standing in front of the stable, the door being shut.
A goat was munching the shoots of a starved and dusty
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vine that clung to the cracked yellow wall of the house
A cat, squatting on the cream jars, was licking them
over. The fowls scared by Derville's approach, scuttered
away screaming, and the watch-dog barked.

" And the man who decided the victory at Eylau isto
be found here!" sad Derville to himsdf, as his eyes took
in at a glance the general efect of the squalid scene

The house had been Ieft in charge of three little boys
One, who had climbed to the top of a cart loaded with
hay, was pitching dones into the chimney of a neigh-
bouring housg, in the hope that they might fall into a
saucepan; another was trying to ge a pig into a cart
by the back board, which reted on the ground ; while
thethird, hanging on in front, was waiting till the pig
had got into the cart, to hoig it by making the whole
thing tilt. When Derville aked them if M. Chabert
lived there, neither of them replied, but all three looked
at him with a sort of bright stupidity, if | may combine
thoe two words. Derville repeated his quedtions, but
without success Provoked by the saucy cunning of
thee three imps, he abussd them with the sort of
pleasantry which young men think they have a right to
address to little boys and they broke the slence with a
horse-laugh. Then Derville was angry.

The Colond, hearing him, now came out of alittle
low room, doe to the dairy, and sood on the threshold
of his doorway with indescribable military cooness  He
had in his mouth a very finely coloured pipe—a technical
phrase to a smoker—a humble, short clay pipe of the
kind called ' brule-gueule? He lifted the pesk of a
dreadfully greasy cloth cap, saw Derville, and came
straight acoss the midden to join his benefactor the
sooner, calling out in friendly tones to the boys—

Slence in the ranks!'

The children at once kept a respectful slence, which
showed the power the old soldier had over them.

" Why did you not writeto me?' he said to Derville.
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' Go along by the cowhouse! There—the path is
paved there,' he exclaimed, seeing the lawyer's hesitancy,
for he did not wish to wet his feat in the manure heap.

Jumping from one dry ot to another, Derville
reached the door by which the Colonel had come out.
Chabert seamed but ill pleasad at having to receive him
in the bedroom he occupied; and, in fact, Derville found
but one chair there. The Colond's bed consged of
ome trusss of straw, over which his hodess had read
two or three of those old fragments of carpet, picked up
heaven knows where, which milk-women use to cover
the seats of their carts. The floor was smply the trodden
earth. The walls, sweating saltpetre, green with mould,
and full of cracks, were s0 excessvdy damp that on the
dde where the Colond's bed was a reed mat had been
nailed. The famous box-coat hung on a nail. Two
pairs of old boots lay in a corner. There was not a sign
of linen. On the worm-eaten table the Bulletins de la
Grande Armie, reprinted by Plancher, lay open, and
saned to be the Colond's reading; his countenance
was calm and srene in the midg of this squalor. His
vist to Derville ssamad to have altered his features; the
lawyer perceived in them traces of a happy feding, a
particular gleam st there by hope.

' Does the samédl of a pipe annoy you ?' he said, placing
the dilapidated straw-bottomed chair for his lawyer.

'But, Colonel, you are dreadfully uncomfortable
here!

The spesch was wrung from Derville by the digrus
natural to lawyers, and the deplorable experience which
they derive early in life from the appalling and obscure
tragedies at which they look on.

' Here," said he to himsdf, ' is a man who has of course
sent my money in satisfying a trooper's three theologi-
cal virtues—play, wine, and women !'

To be sure, Monsieur, we are not diginguished for
luxury here. It is a camp lodging, tempered by friend-
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ship, but— And the soldier shat a degp glance at the
man of law—' | have done no one wrong, | have never
turned my back on anybody, and | degp in peace/

Derville reflected that there would be some want of
delicacy in asking his client to account for the sums of
money he had advanced, s0 he merely said—

But why would you not come to Paris, where you
might have lived as cheaply as you do here, but where
you would have been better lodged ?

Why," replied the Colonel, ' the good foks with
whom | am living had taken mein and fed me gratis for
ayear. How could | leave them just when | had a little
money. Beddes, the father of those three pickles is an
od  Egyptian—

~An Egyptian !"

We give that name to the troopers who came back
from the expedition into Egypt, of which | was one
Not merely are all who get back brothers; Vergniaud
was in my regiment. We have shared a draught of
water in the desert; and besdes | have not yet finished
teaching his brats to read.’

He might have lodged you better for your money,
said Derville.

Bah ! ' sad the Colonel,' his childreen degp on the
draw as | do. He and his wife have no better bed ;
they are very poor, you ss2  They have taken a bigger
budness than they can manage But if | recover my
fortune . . . However, it does very well.'

Colon€, to-morrow, or next day, | shall receive your
papes from Helsberg. The woman who dug you out
isstill alive!"

Curse the money ! To think | haven't got any!'
he cried, flinging his pipe on the ground.

Now, a well-coloured pipe is to a snoker a precious
poseesdon; but the impulse was so natural, the emotion
0 generous, that every smoker, and the exdse dffice
itsdf, would have pardoned this crime of treason to
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tobacco. Perhaps the anges may have picked" up the
pieces

'Colonel, it is an exceedingly complicated busness'
said Derville as they left the room to walk up and down
in the sunshine.

'"To me' said the soldier, 'it appears exceedingly
smple. | wasthought to be dead, and herel am! Give
me back my wife and my fortune; give me the rank of
General, towhich | have aright, for | was made Colonel
of the Imperial Guard the day before the battle of
Eylau.

Things are not done so in the legal world,' said Der -
ville. ' Listen tome. You are Colond Chabert, | am
glad to think it; but it has to be proved judicially to
persons whose interest it will be to deny it. Hence,
your pape's will be disputed. That contention will
give rise to ten or twelve preliminary inquiries. Every
question will be sent under contradiction up to the
supreme court, and give riseto so many costly suits, which
will hang on for a long time, however eagerly | may
push them. Your opponents will demand an inquiry,
which we cannot refuse, and which may necesstate the
sending of a commisson of investigation to Prussa. But
even if we hope for the best; supposng that justice
should at once recognise you as Colonel Chabert—can
we know how the questions will be settled that will arise
out of the very innocent bigamy committed by the Com-
teseFerraud ?

In your cae the point of law is unknown to the
Code, and can only be decided as a point in equity, as
ajury deddes in the delicate cases presented by the social
eccentricities of some criminal prosecutions.  Now, you
had no children by your marriage; M. le Comte Ferraud
has two. The judges might pronounce againg the
marriage where the family ties are weakes, to the confir-
mation of that where they are sronger, snce it Was con-
tracted in perfect good faith. Would you be in avery
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becoming moral postion if you indsted, at your age, and
in your present circumsances, in resuming your rights
over awoman who no longer lovesyou ? Y ou will have
both your wife and her husband againgt you, two impor-
tant pesons who might influence the Bench. Thus,
there are many eements which would prolong the case ;
you will have time to grow old in the bitterest regrets’
~And my fortune ?

Do you suppose you had a fine fortune ?'

' Had | not thirty thousand francs a year ?'

My dear Colonel, in 1799 you made a will before your
marriage, leaving one-quarter of your property to
hospitals!

. That is true'

Well, when you were reported dead, it was necessary
to make a valuation, and have a sde to give this
gquarter away. Your wife was not particular about
honety to the poor. The valuation, in which she no
doubt took care not to include the ready money or
jewelry, or too much of the plate, and in which the
furniture would be estimated at two-thirds of its actual
cod, either to bendfit her, or to lighten the successon
duty, and aso because a valuer can be held resgpon-
dgble for the dedared value—the valuation thus made
good at sx hundred thousand francs  Your wife had a
right to half for her share Everything was sod and
bought in by her; she got something out of it all, and the
hospitals got their seventy-five thousand francs Then,
as the remainder went to the State, Snce you had made
no mention of your wife in your will, the Emperor
regored to your widow by decree the resddue which
would have reverted to the Exchequer. So, now, what
can you clam? Three hundred thousand francs no
more, and minus the codts'

And you call that justice!' sid the Colond, in
dismay.

'Why, certainly—
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" A pretty kind of justice I'

So it is, my dear Colonel. You s that what you
thought s0 essy is not 0. Madame Ferraud might
even chooxe to keep the sum given to her by the
Emperor.

But she was not a widow. The dexree is utterly
void—'

| agreewith you. But every case can get a hearing.
Listen to me. | think that under these circumstances a
compromise would be both for her and for you the best
solution of the question. You will gain by it a more
consderable sum than you can prove a right to.'

' That would be to sdl my wife! '

With twenty-four thousand francs a year you could
find a woman who, in the posgtion in which you are,
would suit you better than your own wife, and make you
happier. | propose going this very day to see the Com-
tese Ferraud and sounding the ground; but | would
not take such a gep without giving you due notice.

 Let us go together.

What, just as you are? sid the lawyer. ' No,
my dear Colonel, no. You might loe your cae on
the spot.

' Can | possbly gain it ?

"On every count,' replied Derville. 'But, my dear
Colond Chabert, you overlook one thing. | am not
rich ; the price of my connection is not wholly paid up.
If the bench should allow you a maintenance, that is to
say, a um advanced on your progects they will not do
0 till you have proved that you are Comte Chabert,
grand officer of the Legion of Honour.'

To besure | am a grand officer of the Legion of
Honour ; | had forgotten that,' said he smply.

"Well, until then,’ Derville went on, 'will you not
have to engage pleaders to have documents copied, to
keep the underlings of the law going, and to support
yoursdf? The expenses of the préiminary inquiries

K
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will, at a rough guess amount to ten or twelve thousand
francs | have not so much to lend you—I am crushed
as it is by die enormous interest | have to pay on the
money | borrowed to buy my busness and you?—
Where can you find it ?'

Large tears gathered in the poor veteran's faded eyes,
and rolled down hiswithered cheks This outlook of
difficulties discouraged him. The sodal and the legal
world weighed on his breagt like a nightmare.

"1 will go to the foot of the Vendome column!' he
cried. ' | will call out: " | am Colond Chabert who rode
through the Russan quare at Eylau !" —T he gatue—he
—he will know me!’

And you will find yoursdf in Charenton.'

At this terrible name the sddier's transports col-
lapsed.

And will there be no hope for me at the Ministry of
War?'

Thewar office!" said Derville. ' Well, gothere; but
take a formal legal opinion with you, nullifying the cer-
tificate of your death. The government offices would
be only too glad if they could annihilate the men of the
Empire.’

The Colone good for a while, pethless motionless,
his eyes fixed, but seeing nothing, sunk in bottomless
despair.  Military justice is ready and swift; it decides
with Turk-likefinality,and almog alwaysrightly. This
was the only justice known to Chabert. As he saw the
labyrinth of difficulties into which he mug plunge, and
how much money would be required for thejourney, the
poor old soldier was mortally hit in that power peculiar
to man, and called the Will. He thought it would be
impossible to live as party to a lawsuit; it ssamed a
thousand times dmpler to remain poor and a beggar,
or to enlig as a trooper if any regiment would pas
him.

His physical and mental sufferings had already im-
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paired his bodily health in some of the most important
organs. Hewason the verge of one of those maadies for
which medicine has no name, and of which the seet isin
some degree variable, like the nervous system itself, the
part most frequently attacked of the whole human machine
—amalady which may be designated as the heart-sickness
of the unfortunate. However serious this invisible but
real disorder might aready be, it could still be cured
by a happy issue. But a fresh obstacle, an unexpected
incident, would be enough to wreck this vigorous con-
stitution, to bresk the weakened springs, and produce
the hesitancy, the aimless, unfinished movements, which
physiologists know well in men undermined by grief.

Derville, detecting in his client the symptoms of
extreme dejection, said to him—

' Take courage ; the end of the business cannot fail to
be in your favour. Only, consider whether you can give
me your whole confidence and blindly accept the result
I may think best for your interests.'

' Do what you will," said Chabert.

Yes, but you surrender yourself to me like a man
marching to his death.’

Must | not be left to live without a position, without
aname? Isthat endurable ?'

'That is not my view of it,'said the lawyer. 'We
will try afriendly suit, to annul both your death certificate
and your marriage, so as to put you in possesson of your
rights. You may even, by Comte Ferraud's inter-
vention, have your name replaced on the army-list as
general, and no doubt you will get a pension.’

'"Well, proceed then,' said Chabert. 'l put myself

entirely in your hands.'

I will send you a power of attorney to sign,’ sad
Derville. ' Good-bye. Keep up your courage. If you
want money, rely on me*

Chabert warmly wrung the lawyer's hand, and remained
standing with his back against the wall, not having the
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energy to follow him excepting with his eyes.  Like all
men who know but little of legal matters, he was
frightened by this unforeseen struggle.

During their interview, severd times, the figure of a
man posted in the street had come forward from behind
one of the gate-pillars, watching for Derville to depart,
and he now accosted the lawyer. He was an old man,
wearing a blue waistcoat and a white-pleated kilt, like a
brewer's ; on his head was an otter-skin cap. His face
was tanned, hollow-cheeked, and wrinkled, but ruddy
on the cheek-bones by hard work and exposure to the
open air.

Asking your pardon, sir,' sad he, taking Derville by
thearm, "i f | take the liberty of speaking to you. But
| fancied, from the look of you, that you were a friend of
our General's.

And what then ?' replied Derville. ' What concern
have you with him ?—But who ae you? sad the
cautious lawyer.

| am Louis Vergniaud,' he at once replied. ' | have
two words to sy to you.'

So you are the man who has lodged Comte Chabert
as | have found him ?

'Asking your pardon, sir, he has the best room. |
would have given him mine if | had had but one; |
could have dept in the stable. A man who hes suffered
as he has, who teaches my kids to read, a general, an
Egyptian, the first lieutenant | ever served under—What
do you think —Of us all, he is best served. | shared
what | had with him. Unfortunately, it is not much
to boast of—bread, milk, eggs. Well, well; it's neigh-
bours' fare, sir.  And he is heartily welcome.—But he
hes hurt our fedlings.'

' He?

Yes, sir, hurt our fedlings. To be plain with you, |
have taken a larger business than | can manage, and he
saw it. Well, it worried him; he must needs mind the
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horse! | systo him, " Really, General—-" "Bah!"
sys he, "I am not going to eat my head off doing
nothing. | learned to rub a horse down many a year
ago."—I had some bills out for the purchase money of

my dairy—a fellow named Grados—Do you know him,
sr ?

'But, my good man, | have not time to listen to your
story. Only tell me how the Colonel offended you.

He hurt our fedlings, sir, as sure as my name is Louis
Vergniaud, and my wife cried about it. He heard from
our neighbours that we had not a sou to begin to meet
the bills with. The old soldier, as he is, he saved up
all you gave him, he watched for the bill to comein, and
he paid it. Such atrick! While my wife and me, we
knew he had no tobacco, poor old boy, and went without.
—Oh ! now—yes, he hes his cigar every morning! |
would sell my soul for it—No, we are hurt. Well, so |
wanted to ask you—for he sad you were a good sort—
to lend us a hundred crowns on the stock, so that we
may get him some clothes, and furnish his room. He
thought he was getting us out of debt, you se? Well,
it's just the other way; the old man is running usinto
debt—and hurt our fedings !—He ought not to have
stolen a march on us like that. And we his friends, too!
—On my word as an honest man, as sure as my name is
Louis Vergniaud, | would sooner sell up and enlist than
fail to pay you back your money—'

Derville looked at the dairyman, and stepped back a
few paces to glance at the house, the yard, the manure
pool, the cowhouse, the rabbits, the children.

"On my honour, | believe it is characteristic of virtue
to have nothing to do with riches!" thought he.

All right, you shal have your hundred crowns, and
more. But | shal not give them to you; the Colonel
will be rich enough to help, and | will not deprive him
of the pleasure!

" And will that be soon ?
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Why, yes'

"Ah, dear God! how glad my wifewill be!l' and the
cowkesper's tanned face ssemed to expand.

" Now," said Derville to himsdf, as he got into his cab
again,' let us call on our opponent. We mug not show
our hand, but try to se hers and win the game at one
sroke. She mug be frightened. She is a woman.
Now, what frightens women mos ? A woman is afraid
of nothing but . . .

And he s# to work to sudy the Countesss postion,
fdling into one of those brown gudies to which great
paliticians give themsdves up when concocting their own
plans and trying to guess the secrets of a hogtile Cabinet.
Are not attorneys, in a way, satesmen in charge of
private affairs?

But a brief survey of the stuation in which the Comte
Ferraud and his wife now found themsdves is necesary
far a comprehenson of the lawyer's deverness

Monsieur le Comte Ferraud was the only son of a
former Councillor in the old Parlement of Paris, who had
emigrated during the Reign of Terror, and s, though he
saved his head, Tog his fortune. He came back under
the Consulate, and remained persgently faithful to the
cause of Louis x viii., in whose circle his father had moved
before the Revolution.  He thus was one of the party in
the Faubourg Saint-Germain which nobly good out
againgd Napoleon's blandishments. The reputation for
capacity gained by young Count—then smply called
Monsieur Ferraud — made him the object of the
Emperor's advances, for he was often as well pleassd at
his conquets among the arigocracy as at gaining a
battle. The Count was promissd the regtitution of his
title, of such of his etates as had not besn sold, and
he was shown in perspective a place in the ministry or as
senator.

The Emperor fell.

At the time of Comte Chabert's death, M. Ferraud
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was a young man of six-and-twenty, without fortune, of
pleasng appearance, who had had his successes and
whom the Faubourg Saint-Ger main had adopted as doing
it credit; but Madame la Comtesse Chabert had managed
to turn he share of her hushand's fortune to such good
account that, after eighteen months of widowhood, she
had about forty thousand francs a year. Her marriage
to the young Count was not regarded as news in the
circles of the Faubourg Saint-Germain, Napoleon,
approving of this union, which carried out his idea of
fuson, restored to Madame Chabert the money falling to
the Exchequer under her hushand's will; but Napoleon's
hopes wer e again disappointed. Madame Ferraud was not
only in love with her lover ; she had also ben fascinated
by the notion of getting into the haughty society which,
in spite of its humiliation, was still predominant at the
Imperial Court. By this marriage all her vanities were
as much gratified as her passons She was to become a
real fine lady. When the Faubourg Saint-Germain
undersood that the young Count's marriage did not
mean desertion, its drawing-rooms were thrown open to
his wife.

Then came the Restoration. The Count's palitical
advancement was not rapid. He undersood the exi-
gencies of the situation in which Louis xviii. found
himself; he was one of the inner circle who waited till
the 'Gulf of Revolution should be closed'—for this phrase
of the King's, at which the Liberals laughed so heartily,
had a political sne The order quoted in the long
lawyer's preamble at the beginning of this story had,
however, put him in possson of two tracts of fored,
and of an estate which had congderably increasad in value
during itssequedtration. At the present moment, though
ComteFerraud wasa Councillor of State, and aDirector -
General, he regarded his postion as merely the first step
of his political career.

Wholly occupied as he was by the anxieties of con-
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suming ambition, he had attached to himsdf, as secretary,
a ruined attorney named Delbecq, a more than clever
man, versad in all the resources of the law, to whom he
left the conduct of his private affairs. This shrewd
practitioner had so well undersood his postion with the
Count asto be honeg in hisown interest. He hoped to
get ome place by his mage's influence, and he made
the Count's fortune his fird¢ care His conduct o
effectually gave the lie to his former life, that he was
regarded as a dandered man. The Countess, with the
tact and shrewdness of which mog women have a share
more or less undersood the man's motives, watched him
quietly, and managed him so well, that she had made
good uxe of him for the augmentation of her private
fortune. She had contrived to make Debecq bdieve
that she ruled her husband, and had promised to get him
appointed Presdent of an inferior Court in some im-
portant provincial town, if he devoted himsdf entirely to
her interegts.

The promise of a place, not dependent on changes of
ministry, which would allow of his marrying advan-
tageoudy, and rising subsquently to a high political
position, by being choen Depute, made Delbecqg the
Countesss abject dave He had never allowed her to
miss one of those favourable chances which the fluctua-
tions of the Bourse and the increased value of property
afforded to clever financiers in Paris during the first
three years after the Restoration. He had trebled his
protectresss capital, and all the more easly because the
Countess had no sruples as to the means which might
make her an enormous fortune as quickly as possble
T heemoluments derived by the Count from the places he
held she pent on the housskeeping, so as to renvest her
dividends ; and Debecq lent himsdf to these calculations
of avarice without trying to account for her motives.
People of that sort never trouble themsdves about any
sres of which the discovery is not necessary to their own
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interests.  And, indeed, he naturally found the reason in
the thirst for money, which taints aimog every Parisan
woman ; and as a fine fortune was needed to support the
pretensons of Comte Ferraud, the secretary sometimes
fandied that he sw in the Countesss greed a consequence
of her devotion to a hudand with whom e still was in
love. The Countess buried the secrets of her conduct at
the bottom of her heart. There lay the scres of life
and death to her, there lay the turning-point of this
history.

At the beginning of the year 1818 the Restoration
was sdtled on an apparently immovable foundation ; its
doctrines of government, as undergood by lofty minds,
ssamed calculated to bring to France an era of renewed
prosperity, and Parisan society changed its agpect.
Madame la Comtese Ferraud found that by chance she
had achieved for love a marriage that had brought
her fortune and gratified ambition. Still young and
handsome, Madame Ferraud played the part of a
woman of fashion, and lived in the atmosphere of the
Court. Rich hersdf, with a rich husband who was cried
up as one of the ablex men of the royalis party, and, as
a friend of the King, certain to be made Minister, she
belonged to the aristocracy, and shared its magnificence.
In the mids of this triumph she was attacked by a
moral canker. There are fedings which women guess
in site of the care men take to bury them. On the
first return of the King, Comte Ferraud had begun to
regret his marriage. Colonel Chabert's widow had not
been the means of allying him to anybody ; he was alone
and unsupported in steering hisway in a course full of
shoals and best by enemies  Also, perhaps when he
came to judge his wife coolly, he may have discerned in
her certain vices of education which made her unfit to
second him in hisschemes

A spech he made, a propos of Talleyrand's marriage,
enlightened the Countess, to whom it proved that if he had
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still been a free man she would never have been Madame
Ferraud. What woman could forgive this repentance ?
Does it not include the germs of every insult, every crime,
every form of repudiation ? But what a wound mugt it
have left in the Countesss heart, supposng that she lived
in thedread of her firg husband'sreturn ? She had known
that he still lived, and she had ignored him. Then
during the timewhen she had heard no more of him, she
had chosen to beieve that he had fallen at Waterloo
with the Imperial Eagle, at the same time as Boutin.
She resolved, neverthdess, to bind the Count to her by
the strongest of all ties, by a chain of gold, and vowed to be
20 rich that her fortune might make her sscond marriage
indissoluble, if by chance Colonel Chabert should ever
resppear. And he had reappeared; and she could not
explain to hersdf why the struggle she dreaded had not
already begun. Suffering, Sckness, had perhapsddivered
her from that man. Perhaps he was half mad, and
Charenton might yet do her judtice. She had not
chosen to take ether Delbecq or the police into her con-
fidence, for fear of putting hersdf in their power, or of
hagtening the catasrophe. There are in Paris many
women who, like the Countess Ferraud, live with an
unknown moral monger, or on the brink of an abyss, a
callus forms over the ot that tortures them, and they
can sill laugh and enjoy themsdves

" There is something very srange in Comte Ferraud's
position, said Derville to himsdf, on emerging from his
long reverie, as his cab sopped at the door of the Hotel
Ferraud in the Rue de Varennes. ' How is it that he,
sorich as he is, and such a favourite with the King, is
not yet a pexr of France? It may, to be sure, be true
that the King, as Mme. de Grand lieu was telling me,
desires to keep up the value of the pairie by not bestowing
it right and left. And, after all, the son of a Councillor
of the Parlement isnot aCrillon nor a Rohan. A Comte
Ferraud can only get into the Upper Chamber surrep-
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titiously. But if his marriage were annulled, could he
not get the dignity of some old per who has only
daughters tranderred to himsdf, to the King's great
satisfaction ? At any rate thiswill be a good bogey to
put forward and frighten the Countess' thought he as he
went up the seps

Derville had without knowing it laid his finger on the
hidden wound, put his hand on the canker that con-
sumed Madame Ferraud.

She recaived him in a pretty winter dining-room,
where she was at breakfad, while playing with a monkey
tethered by a chain to a little pole with climbing bars of
iron. The Countess was in an elegant wrapper; the
curls of her hair, cardesdy pinned up, exaped from a
cap, giving her an arch look. Shewas fresh and smiling.
Silver, gilding, and mother-of-pearl shone on the table,
and all about the room were rare plants growing in mag-
nificent china jars. As he saw Colond Chabert's wife,
rich with his spail, in the lap of luxury and the height of
fashion, while he, poor wretch, was living with a poor
dairyman among the beads the lawyer said to himsdf—

' The moral of all thisis that a pretty woman will
never acknowledge as her husband, nor even as a lover,
a man in an old box-coat, a tow wig, and boats with
hdes in them.'

A mischievous and bitter smile expressad the fedings,
half philosophical and half satirical, which such a man
was certain to experience—a man well Stuated to know
the truth of things in spite of the lies behind which most
families in Paris hide their mode of life.

Good morning, Monsieur Derville,' said she giving
the monkey some coffee to drink.

Madame,' said he, a little sharply, for the light tone
in which she spokejarred on him,' | have come to spesk
with you on a very serious matter .

| am so grieved, M. le Comteis away—-'

"I, Madame, am delighted. It would be grievous if
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he could be presnt at our interview. Beddes | am
informed through M. Delbecq that you like to manage
your own business without troubling the Count/

"Then | will ssnd for Delbecq,” said she

' He would be of no us to you, clever as he is,' replied
Derville. ' Listen to me, Madame; one word will be
enough to make you grave. Colonel Chabert is alive !'

Is it by telling me such nonsne as that that you
think you can make me grave ? 'said she with a shout of
laughter. But she was suddenly quelled by the singular
penetration of the fixed gaze which Derville turned on
her, seeming to read to the bottom of her soul.

Madame," he said, with cold and piercing solemnity,
'vou know not the extent of the danger which threatens
you. | nexd sy nothing of the indisputable authenticity
of the evidence nor of the fulness of proof which tegtifies
to the identity of Comte Chabert. | am not, as you know,
the man to take up a bad cause If you reds our pro-
ceadings to show that the certificate of death was fasg
you will lose that first case and that matter once settled,
we shall gain every point.’

What, then, do you wish to disuss with me ?'

" Neither the Colone nor yoursdf. Nor need | allude
to the briefs which clever advocates may draw up when
armed with the curious facts of this casg, or the advantage
they may derive from the letters you received from your
firg husband before your marriage to your second.

‘It is fase' she cried, with the violence of a spailt
woman. 'l never had aletter from Comte Chabert ;
and if some one is pretending to be the Colonel, it is
ome swindler, some returned convict, like Coignard
perhaps It makes me shudder only to think of it.
Can the Colond rise from the dead, Monsieur ? Bona-
parte sent an aide-de-camp to inquire for me on his death,
and to this day | draw the penson of three thousand
francs granted to his widow by the Government. |
have been perfectly in theright to turn away all the
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Chaberts who have ever come, as | shall all who may
come.

' Happily we are alone, Madame. We can tell lies at
our eex2’ sad he coally, and finding it amusing to lash
up the Countesss rage 0 as to lead her to betray hersdf,
by tactics familiar to lawyers, who are accusomed to
keep cool when their opponents or their clientsarein a
passon. ' Well, then, we mug fight it out,' thought he,
instantly hitting on a plan to entrap her and show her
her weakness

Theproof that you received thefirst letter, Madame,
is that it contained some securities—'

' Oh, as to securities—that it certamly did not.’

' Then you receved the letter,” said Derville, smiling.

" You are caught, Madame, in the first share laid for
you by an attorney, and you fancy you could fight againgt
Justice—'

The Countess coloured, and then turned pale hiding
her face in her hands  Then she shook off her shame
and retorted with the natural impertinence of such
women, ' Since you are the so-called Chabert's attorney,
be 0 good as to—

'Madame," said Derville, 'l am at this moment as
much your lawyer as | am Colonel Chabert's. Do you
auppoe | want to loe 0 valuable a client as you are 7—
But you are not listening.'

~Nay, spesk on, Monsieur,' said she gracioudly.

"Your fortune came to you from M. le Comte
Chabert, and you cag him off. Your fortune is im-
mense, and you leave him to beg. An advocate can be
very doguent when a caue is doquent in itself; there
are here cdrcumgances which might turn public opinion
strongly againg you.'

But, Monsieur,' said the Comtesse, provoked by the
way in which Derville turned and laid her on the grid-
iron, 'even if I grant that your M. Chabert is living, the
law will uphold my second marriage on account of the
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children, and | shall get off with the restitution of
two hundred and twenty-five thousand francs to M.
Chabert.'

"It isimpossble to foresse what view the Bench may
take of the quegtion. If on one sSde we have a mother
and children, on the other we have an old man crushed
by sorrows, made old by your refusals to know him.
Where is he to find awife? Can thejudges contravene
the law ? Your marriage with Colonel Chabert has
priority on its sde and every legal right. But if you
appear under disgraceful colours, you might have an
unlooked-for adversary. That, Madame, is the danger
againg which | would warn you.'

And whoishe?"

' Comte Ferraud.’

Monsieur Ferraud has too great an affection for me,
too much regpect for the mother of his children—'

" Do not talk of such abaurd things' interrupted Der -
ville, ' to lawyers, who are accusomed to read hearts to
the bottom. At this instant Monsieur Ferraud has not
the dightest wish to annul your union, and | am quite
aure that he adores you ; but if some one were to tell
him that his marriage is void, that his wife will be called
before the bar of public opinion as a criminal—'

He would defend me, Monsieur .

'No, Madame.!'

" What reason could he have for deserting me, Mon-
Seur ?'

' That he would be free to marry the only daughter of
a peer of France, whose title would be conferred on him
by patent from the King."

The Countess turned pale.

"A hit!" sad Derville to himsdf. ' | have you on
the hip; the poor Colond's cae is won.'—'Besides,
Madame,' he went on aloud,” he would fed all the less
remorse because a man covered with glory—a General,
Count, Grand Cross of the Legion of Honour—is not



Colonel Chabert 159

auch abad alternative; and if that man indsted on his
wifésreturningtohim—-'
Enough, enough, Monsieur !' she exclaimed. ' | will
never have any lawyer but you. What isto be done?"
Compromise! ' sad Derville.
' Does he ill love me? dhe said.
Well, | do not think he can do otherwise!'

The Countess raisad her head at these words. A flash
of hope shone in her gyes; she thought perhaps that she
could speculate on her first husband's affection to gain
her cause by some feminine cunning.

| shall await your orders, Madame, to know whether
| am to report our proceedings to you, or if you WI||
come to my office to agree to the terms of a compromise,
sid Derville, taking leave.

A week after Derville had paid these two vidts, on a
fine morning in June, the husband and wife, who had
been sgparated by an almost supernatural chance, started
from the opposte ends of Paristo meet in the office of
the lawyer who was engaged by both. The supplies
liberally advanced by Derville to Colond Chabert had
enabled him to dress as suited his position in life, and the
dead man arrived in a very decent cab. Hewore awig
auited to his face, was dressed in blue cloth with white
linen, and wore under hiswaistcoat the broad red ribbon
of the higher grade of the Legion of Honour. In resum-
ing the habits of wealth he had recovered his soldierly
style. He hdd himsdlf up; hisface, grave and myserious
looking, reflected his happiness and all his hopes and
seamed to have acquired youth and impedo, to borrow a
picturesque word from the painter's art. He was no
more like the Chabert of the old box-coat than a cart-
whed double sou islike a newly coined forty-franc piece
The paser-by, only to s him, would have recognised
at once one of the noble wrecks of our old army, one of
the heroic men on whom our national glory is reflected,
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as a splinter of ice on which the sun shines ssams to
reflect every beam. Theseveterans are at once a picture
and a book.

When the Count jumped out of hiscarriage to go into
Derville's office, he did it as lightly as a young man.
Hardly had his cab moved off, when a smart brougham
drove up, splendid with coats of arms. Madame la Com-
tese Ferraud depped out in a dress which, though
smple, was cleverly desgned to show how youthful her
figure was. She wore a pretty drawn bonnet lined with
pink, which framed her face to perfection, softening its
outlines and making it look younger.

If the clients were reuvenescent, the office was un-
altered, and presmnted the same picture as that described
at the beginning of this sory. Simonnin was eating his
breakfad, his shoulder leaning againg the window, which
was then open, and he was staring up at the blue sky in the
opening of the courtyard endossd by four gloomy houses

"Ah, ha!' cried the little clerk, 'who will bet an
evening at the play that Colonel Chabert is a General,
and wears a red ribbon ?

. Thechiefis a great magician,' ssid Godeschal.

Then there is no trick to play on him this time ?'
aked Desroches.

'His wife has taken that in hand, the Comtese
Ferraud, said Boucard.

"What next ? sad Godeschal. ' |s Comtesse Fer-
raud required to belong to two men ?'

Here she is,' answered Simonnin.

At this moment the Colond came in and asked for
Derville.

' Heisat home, dr," ssid Simonnin.

' So you are not deaf, you youngrogue !' said Chabert,
taking the gutter-jumper by the ear and twisting it, to
the delight of the other clerks, who began to laugh, look-
ing at the Colonel with the curious attention due to so
singular a personage
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Comte Chabert was in Derville's private room at the
moment when his wife came in by the door of the
office.

| say, Boucard, there is going to be a queer scene in
the chiefs room! There is a woman who can spend
her days alternately, the odd with Comte Ferraud, and
the even with Comte Chabert.'

And in lesp year,' sad Godeschal, ' they must settle
the count between them.'

Silence, gentlemen, you can be heard ! ' said Boucard
severdly. ' | never was in an office where there was so
much jesting as there is here over the clients.’

Derville had made the Colonel retire to the bedroom
when the Countess was admitted.

Madame," he said, ' not knowing whether it would
be agreeable to you to meet M. le Comte Chabert, |
have placed you apart. |f, however, you should wish
it—

It isan attention for which | am obliged to you.'

"1 have drawn up the memorandum of an agreement
of which you and M. Chabert can discuss the conditions,
here, and now. | will go alternately to him and to you,
and explain your views respectively.

Let me see Monsieur,’ sad the Countess im-
patiently.

Derville read aloud—

" Between the undersigned :

" M. Hyacinthe Chabert, Count, Marechal de Camp,
and Grand Officer of the Legion of Honour, living in
Paris, Rue du Petit Banquier, on the one part;

" " And Madame Rose Chapotel, wife of the aforesaid M.
le Comte Chabert, nee—"'

' Pass over the preliminaries,’ said she. ' Come to the
conditions.'

'Madame,' said the lawyer, 'the preamble briefly sets
forth the position in which you stand to each other.
Then, by the first clause, you acknowledge, in the pre-



162 Colond Chabert

sence of three witnesses, of whom two shall be notaries,
and one the dairyman with whom your husband has bean
lodging, to all of whom your secret is known, and who
will be absolutdy silent—you acknowledge, | say, that
the individual desgnated in the documents subjoined to
the dead, and whose identity is to be further proved by
an act of recognition prepared by your notary, Alexandre
Crottat, is your first husband, Comte Chabert. By the
scond  dause Comte Chabert, to sscure your  happiness,
will undertake to assart his rights only under certain cir-
cumdances s forth in the deed—And these' said Der-
ville, in a parenthess' are none other than a failure to
carry out the conditions of this secret agreement.—M.
Chabert, on his part, agress to accept judgment on a
friendly suit, by which his certificate of death shall be
annulled, and his marriage dissolved.
That will not suit me in the least, said the Countess
with surprise. ' | will bea party tono suit; you know why.'
'By the third dausg’ Derville went on, with imper-
turbable coolness you pledge yoursdf to secure to Hya-
cinthe Comte Chabert an income of twenty-four thousand
francs on government gock held in his name, to revert
to you at his death—'
But it is much too dear ' exclaimed the Countess.
' Can you compromise the matter cheaper ?
. Possibly.’
. But what do you want, Madame ?
| want—I will not have a lawsuit. | want—'
'Y ou want him to remain dead ?' said Derville, inter-
rupting her hagtily.
' Monsieur," said the Countess, ' if twenty-four thou-
sand francs a year are necessary, we will go to law—-'
Yes, we will go to law," said the Colond in a degp
voice, as he opened the door and stood before his wife,
with one hand in his waistcoat and the other hanging by
his dde—an attitude to which the recollection of his
adventure gave horrible significance.
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"It ishe' said the Countess to hersdif.

Too dear !' the old soldier exclaimed. ' | have given
you near on a million, and you are cheapening my mis
fortunes. Very well; now | will have you—you and
your fortune. Our goodsare in common, our marriage
is not dissolved—

But Monseur is not Colonel Chabert!" cried the
Countess, in feigned amazement.

Indeed !" said theold man, in a tone of intense irony.
' Do you want proofs? | found you in the Palais
Royal—'

The Countess turned pale Sedng her grow white
under her rouge, the old soldier paused, touched by the
acute suffering he was inflicting on the woman he had
once 0 ardently loved; but she shot such a venomous
glance at him that he abruptly went on—

You were with La—

" Allow me, Monsieur Derville,' said the Countess to
the lawyer. ' You mug give meleavetoretire. | did
not come here to ligen to such dreadful things.'

Sherose and went out. Dervillerushed after her; but
the Cauuntess had taken wings, and seemed to have flown
from the place.

On returningto hisprivateroom, hefound the Colonel
in atowering rage, striding up and down.

In those times a man took his wife where he chose'
sid he. ' But | was foalish, and chose badly ; | trusted
to appearances.  She has no heart.'

"Well, Colonel, was | not right to beg you not to
come?—I am now postive of your identity ; when you
came in, the Countess gave a little start, of which the
meaning was unequivocal. But you have logt your
chances. Your wife knows that you are unrecognis-
able!

"1 will Kill her 1"

Madness! you will be caught and executed like any
common wretch. Besides you might miss! T hat would
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be unpardonable. A man must not miss his shot when
he wants to kill hiswife.—Let me set things straight;
you are only a big child. Go now. Take care of your-
self; she is capable of setting some trap for you and
shutting you up in Charenton. | will notify her of our
proceedings to protect you against a surprise.’

The unhappy Colonel obeyed his young benefactor,
and went away, stammering apologies. He slowly went
down the dark staircase, lost in gloomy thoughts, and
crushed perhaps by the blow just dealt him—the most
cruel he could feel, the thrust that could most deeply
pierce his heart—when he heard the rustle of a woman's
dress on the lowest landing, and hiswife stood beforehim,

Come, Monsieur,' sad she, taking his arm with a
gesture like those familiar to him of old. Her action
and the accent of her voice, which had recovered its
graciousness, were enough to allay the Colonel's wrath,
and he allowed himself to be led to the carriage.

"Well, get in! ' said she, when the footman had let
down the step.

And as if by magic, he found himself sitting by his
wife in the brougham.

' Where to ? asked the servant.

' To Groslay,' said she.

The horses started at once, and carried them all across
Paris.

" Monsieur,' said the Countess, in atone of voicewhich
betrayed one of those emotions which are rare in our
lives, and which agitate every part of our being. At
such moments the heart, fibres, nerves, countenance, soul,
and body, everything, every pore even, feds a thrill.
Life no longer ssems to be within us; it flows out,
springs forth, is communicated as by contagion, trans-
mitted by a look, a tone of voice, a gesture, impressing
our will on others. The old soldier started on hearing
this single word, this first, terrible 'Monsieur!" But
still it was at once a reproach and a pardon, a hope and
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a despair, aquestion and an answer. Thisword included
them all; none but an actress could have thrown so much
doguence, so many fedings into a singleword. Truth
is less complete in its utterance; it does not put
everything on the outside; it allows us to sse what
is within. The Colond was filled with remorse for
his sugpicions, his demands, and his anger; he looked
down not to betray his agitation.

Monsieur,' repeated she, after an imperceptible pause,
" | knew you at once!

'Rosine,’ sad the old soldier, ' those words contain
the only balm that can hep meto forget my misfortunes!

Two large tears rolled hot on to his wiféds hands,
which he pressd to show his paternal affection.

Monsieur,' she went on, ' could you not have guesd
what it cod me to appear before a sranger in a postion
s0 fase as mine now is? If | have to blush for it, at
least let it be in the privacy of my family. Ought not
such a secret to remain buried in our hearts? Y ou will
forgive me, | hope, for my apparent indifference to the
woes of a Chabert in whose exisgence | could not possbly
beieve. | recaived your letters, she hagily added, seeing
in his face the objection it expressed, but they did not
reach me till thirteen months after the battle of Eylau.
They were opened, dirty, thewriting was unrecognisable ;
and after obtaining Napoleon's signature to my ssocond
marriage contract, | could not hep believing that some
clever swindler wanted to make a fool of me. There-
fore, to avoid disurbing Monsieur Ferraud's peace of
mind, and disturbing family ties | was obliged to take
precautions againg a pretended Chabert. Was | not
right, | ak you ?

'Yes, you were right. It was | who was the idiot,
the owl, the dolt, not to have calculated better what the
consequences of auch a postion might be—But where
are we going ? he aked, seeing that they had reached
the barrier of La Chapelle.
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'To my country house near Grodlay, in the valley of
Montmorency. There, Monsieur, we will consder the
deps to be taken. | know my duties. Though | am
yours by right, | am no longer yours in fact. Can you
wish that we should becomethe talk of Paris? We nead
not inform the public of a situation, which for me has
its ridiculous dde, and let us preserve our dignity. You
sill love me' she said, with a sad, swet gaze at the
Colonel, ' but have not | been authorised to form other
ties? In so grange a postion, a scret voice bids me
trugt to your kindness, which is so well known to me.
Can | bewrongin taking you as the sole arbiter of my
fate? Beat oncejudge and party to the suit. | trust in
your noble character; you will be generous enough to
forgive me for the conssquences of faults committed
in innocence. | may then confess to you: | love M.
Ferraud. | bdieved that | had a right to love him. |
do not blush to make this confesson to you ; even if it
offends you, it does not diggrace us | cannot concesal
the facts When fate made me a widow, | was not a
mother.'

The Colond with a wave of his hand bid 'his wife be
slent, and for amile and a half they sat without speaking
a sngle word. Chabert could fancy he saw the two
little ones before him.

' Rosine!

_Monsieur ?

. The dead are very wrong to come to life again.'

Oh, Monsieur, no, no! Do not think me ungrate-
ful. Only, you find me a lover, a mother, while you
left me merely a wife. Though it is no longer in my
power to love, | know how much | owe you, and | can
still offer you all the affection of a daughter .’

Rosne' sid the old man in a softened tone,' | no
longer fed any resentment againg you. We will forget
everything,’ he added, with one of those smiles which
always reflect a noble soul; ' | havenot solittle ddicacy
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as to demand the mockery of love from a wife who no
longer loves me.'

The Countess gave him a flashing look full of such
deep gratitude that poor Chabert would have been
glad to sink again into his grave at Eylau. Some men
have a soul strong enough for such self-devotion, of
which the whole reward condgsts in the assurance that
they have made the person they love happy.

My deer friend, we will talk all this over later when
our hearts have rested,’ said the Countess.

The conversation turned to other subjects, for it was
impossible to dwell very long on this one. Though the
couple came back again and again to their singular
position, either by some alusion or of serious purpose,
they had a delightful drive, recalling the events of their
former life together and the times of the Empire. The
Countess knew how tolend peculiar charm to her reminis-
cences, and gave the conversation the tinge of melancholy
that was needed to keep it serious. She revived his
love without awakening his desres, and allowed he
first husband to discern the mental wealth she had acquired
whiletrying to accustom him to moderate his pleasure to
that which afather may fed in the society of a favourite
daughter.

The Colonel had known the Countess of the Empire ;
he found her a Countess of the Restoration.

At last, by a cross-road, they arrived at the entrance to
alarge park lying in the little valley which dividesthe
heights of Margency from the pretty village of Groslay.
The Countess had there a delightful house, where the
Colonel on arriving found everything in readiness for
his stay there, as well as for his wife's. Misfortuneis a
kind of talisman whose virtue consss in its power to
confirm our original nature; in some men it increases
their distrust and malignancy, just as it improves the
goodness of those who have a kind heart.

Sorrow had made the Colonel even more helpful and
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good than he had aways been, and he could understand
some secrets of womanly distress which are unreveaed to
most men. Nevertheless, in spite of his loyal trustful-
ness, he could not help saying to his wife—

' Then you felt quite sure you would bring me here ?

'Yes," replied she, 'if | found Colonel Chabert in
Derville'sclient.'

The appearance of truth she contrived to give to
this answer dissipated the slight suspicions which the
Colonel was ashamed to have felt. For three days the
Countess was quite charming to her first husband. By
tender attentions and unfailing sweetness she seemed
anxious to wipe out the memory of the sufferings he had
endured, and to earn forgiveness for the woes which, as
she confessed, she had innocently caused him. She
delighted in displaying for him the charms she knew he
took pleasure in, while at the same time she assumed a
kind of melancholy; for men are more especialy accessble
to certain ways, certain graces of the heart or of the
mind which they cannot resist. She aimed at interesting
him in her position, and appealing to his feelings so far
as to take possesson of his mind and control him
despotically.

Ready for anything to attain her ends, she did not yet
Know what she was to do with this man; but at any rate
she meant to annihilate him socially. On the evening
of the third day she felt that in spite of her efforts she
could not conceal her uneasness as to the results of
her manoeuvres.  To give herself a minute's reprieve she
went up to her room, sa down before her writing-
table, and laid asde the mask of composure which she
wore in Chabert's presence, like an actress who, return-
ing; to her dressing-room after a fatiguing fifth act, drops
half dead, leaving with the audience an image of herself
which she no longer resambles.  She proceeded to finish
a letter she had begun to Delbecg, whom she desired to
go in her name and demand of Derville the deeds
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relating to Colonel Chabert, to copy them, and to come
to her at onceto Groday. She had hardly finished when
she heard the Colond's gep in the passage unessy at
her absence, he had come to look for her.

"Alas! ' dhe exclaimed, ' | wish | were deed! My
postion is intolerable . . .

~Why, what is the matter ?* aked the good man.

Nothing, nothing !" she replied.

She rosg, left the Colonel, and went down to spesk
privately to her maid, whom she snt off to Paris, im-
pressng on her that she was hersdf to deliver to Delbecq
the letter just written, and to bring it back to the writer
assoon as he had read it. Then the Countess went out
to st on a bench sufficiently in sght for the Colonel to
join her as soon as he might chooe  The Colonel, who
was looking for her, hastened up and sat down by her.

"Rosing, said he' what is the matter with you ?

She did not answer.

It was one of those glorious, cam evenings in the
month of June, whose secre harmonies infuse such
avedness into the sunsgt.  The air was dear, the ill-
ness perfect, o that far away in the park they could hear
the voices of some children, which added a kind of
melody to the sublimity of the scene.

You do not ansver me? ' the Colonel sad to his
wife.

"My husband—' sid the Countess, who broke off,
darted a little, and with a blush sopped to ask him,
"What am | to say when | spesk of M. Ferraud ?'

" Call him your hushand, my poor child,' replied the
Colonel, in a kind voice. ' Is he not the father of your
children ?

Well, then,' she said, ' if he should ak what | came
here for, if he finds that | came here, alone with a
granger, what am | to say to him ? Listen, Monseur,'
she went on, assuming a dignified attitude, ' decide my
fate, | am resgned to anything—'
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"My dear, said the Colonel, taking possesion of his
wifés hands 'l have made up my mind to sacrifice
myself entirely for your happiness—

That is impossble!" she exclaimed, with a sudden
gpasmodic movement. ' Remember that you would have
to renounce your identity, and in an authenticated form.'

"What ?" said the Colonel. ' Isnot my word enough
for you ?'

The word ' authenticated' fell on the old man's heart,
and rousd involuntary disrust. Helooked at hiswifein
a way that made her colour, she cas down her eyes and
he feared that he might find himsgf compdled to dexise
her. The Countess was afraid lest she had scared the shy
modesty, the sern honesty, of a man whose generous
temper and primitive virtues were known to her.
Though these fedings had brought the douds to ther
brow, they immediately recovered their harmony. This
was the way of it. A child's cry was heard in the
distance.

Jules, leave your sgter in peace' the Countess called
out.

~What, areyour children here ?" said Chabert

' Yes, but | told them not to trouble you.'

The old soldier undersood the deicacy, the womanly
tact of so gracious a precaution, and took the Countesss
hand to kiss it.

But let them come' sad he.

Thelittle girl ran up to complain of her brother.

" Mammal!’

Mamma !'

"It was Jules—'

"It was her—

Their little hands were held out to their mother, and
the two childish voices mingled; it was an unexpected
and charming picture.

" Poor little things!" cried the Countess no longer
resraining her tears’ | shall have to leave them. To
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whom will the law asdgn them? A mothe's heart
cannot be divided ; | want them, | want them.'

Are you making mamma cry ?' said Jules, looking
fiercely at the Colondl.

Silence, Jules!" said the mother in a decided tone.

The two children good esthless examining their
mother and the dranger with a curiodity which it is
imposshle to express in words.

Oh yes!" dhe cried. ' If| am sgparated from the
Count, only leave me my children, and | will submit to
anything . . .

This was the dedsve speth which gained all that
she had hoped from it.

' Yes,' exclaimed the Colond, asif he were ending a
sentence dready begun in his mind, ' | mug return
underground again. | had told myself so already.’

Can | acoegpt such a sacrifice? replied his wife
" If some men have died to save a midresss honour, they
gave their life but once. But in this case you would be
giving your life every day. No, no. It is impossble
If it were only your life, it would be nothing; but to
sgn a declaration that you are not Colonel Chabert,
to acknowledge yoursdf an impogtor, to sacrifice your
honour, and live a lie every hour of the day! Human
devotion cannot go so far. Only think '—No. But for
my poor children | would have fled with you by this
time to the other end of the world.’

But,' said Chabert, ' cannot | live herein your little
lodge as one of your relations! | am asworn out asa
cracked cannon; | want nothing but a little tobacco and
the Conditutionnd.

The Countess melted into tears  There was a contest
of generosity between the Comtese Ferraud and Colone
Chabert, and the soldier came out victorious. One
evening, seeing this mother with her children, the soldier
was bewitched by the touching grace of a family picture
in the country, in the shade and the silence; he made a
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resolution to remain dead, and, frightened no longer at
the authentication of a deed, he asked what he was to do
to secure beyond all risk the happiness of this family.

Do exactly as you like,' said the Countess. ' | dedare
to you that | will have nothing to do with this affair. |
ought not.'

Delbecq had arrived some days before, and in obedience
to the Countesss verbal ingtructions, the intendant had
succesded in gaining the old soldier's confidence.  So on
the following morning Colonel Chabert went with the
erewhile attorney to Saint-L eu-Taverny, where Delbecq
had causd the notary to draw up an affidavit in such
terms that, after hearing it read, the Colond sarted up
and walked out of the office.

Turf and thunder! What a fool you mug think
me!  Why, | should make mysdf out a swindler!" he
exclaimed.

" Indeed, Monsieur,’ said Delbecq, ' | should advise
you not to sgn in hase In your place | would get at
ead thirty thousand francs a year out of the bargain.
Madame would pay them.'

After annihilating this scoundrd emeritus by the
lightning look of an honest man insulted, the Colonel
rushed off, carried away by a thousand contrary emotions.
He was suspidous, indignant, and calm again by turns.

Finally he made his way back into the park of Groday
by a gap in a fence, and dowly walked on to st down
and rest, and meditate at his easg, in a little room under
a gazebo, from which the road to Saint-Leu could be
sen. The path being srewn with the ydlowish sand
which is usd ingead of river-gravel, the Countess, who
was sitting in the upper room of this little summer-
house, did not hear the Colond's approach, for she was
too much preoccupied with the success of her busnes
to pay the smalles attention to the dight noise made by
her hushand. Nor did the old man notice that his wife
was in the room over him.
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'Well, Monseur Delbecq, has he signed? the
Countess asked her secretary, whom she saw alone on
the road beyond the hedge of a haha.

No, Madame. | do not even know what has become
of our man. Theold horsereared.

Then we shall be obliged to put him into Charen-
ton,' said she, ' snce we have got him.'

The Colonel, who recovered the elagticity of youth to
leap the haha, in the twinkling of an eye was standing in
front of Delbecq, on whom he bestowed the two finest
daps that ever a scoundré's cheeks received.

And you may add that old horses can kick !' said he.

His rage spent, the Colone no longer felt vigorous
enough to leap the ditch. He had ssn thetruth in all
its nakedness The Countesss spech and Debecq's
reply had revealed the congpiracy of which he was to be
thevictim. The care taken of him was but a bait to
entrap him in ashare. That gesch was like a drop of
subtle poison, bringing on in theold soldier a return of
all his sufferings, physical and moral. He came back to
the summer-house through the park gate, walking dowly
like a broken man.

Then for him there wasto be neither peace nor truce!
From this moment he mus begin the odious warfare
with thiswoman of which Der ville had spoken, enter on a
lifeof litigation, feed on gall, drink every morning of the
cup of bitterness. And then—fearful thought! where was
hetofind the money needful to pay the cogt of thefirst pro-
ceedings? He felt such diggugt of life, that if there had
been any water at hand he would have thrown himself into
it; that if he had had a pistol, he would have blown out
hisbrains. Then he relapsed into the indecison of mind
which, snce his conversation with Dervilleat the dairy-
man's, had changed his character.

At lagt, having reached the kiosque, he went up to the
gazebo, where little rogewindows afforded a view over
each lovely landscape of the vallev, and where he found
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his wire seated on a chair. T he Countess was gazing at
the digtance, and preserved a calm countenance, showing
that impenetrable face which women can assume when
resolved to do their worst.  She wiped her eyes as if she
had been weeping, and played absently with the pink
ribbons of hea sash. Neverthdess, in spite of her
apparent asaurance, she could not hep shuddering
dightly when she saw before her her venerable benefac-
tor, ganding with folded arms, his face pale, his brow
sern.

" Madame, he said, after gazing at her fixedly for a
moment and compelling her to blush,’ Madame, | do not
curse you—I| scorn you. | can now thank the chance
that has divided us | do not fed even a dedre for
revenge; | no longer love you. | want nothing from
you. Live in peace on the strength of my word; it is
worth more than the scrawl of all the notariesin Paris.
| will never assrt my claim to the name | perhaps have
made illustrious. | am henceforth but a poor devil
named Hyacinthe, who aks no more than his share of
the sunshine—Farewell!"

The Countess threw hersdf at his feet; she would
have detained him by taking his hands, but he pushed
her away with disgust, saying—

Do not touch me !

The Countesss expresson when she heard her hus
band's retreating dgeps is quite indescribable.  Then,
with the degp perspicacity given only by utter villainy,
or by fierce worldly sfishness, she knew that she might
live in peace on the word and the contempt of this loyal
veteran.

Chabert, in fact, disappeared. The dairyman failed
in busness, and became a hackney-cab driver. The
Colonel, perhaps took up some smilar industry for a
time. Perhaps like a gone flung into a chasm, he went
falling from ledge to ledge, to be log in the mire of rags
that ssethes through the dreets of Paris.
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Six months after this event, Derville, hearing no more
of Colonel Chabert or the Comtesse Ferraud, suppossd
that they had no doubt come to a compromise, which the
Countess, out of revenge, had had arranged by some other
lawyer. So one morning he added up the sums he had
advanced to the said Chabert with the cogs and begged
the Comtese Ferraud to claim from M. le Comte
Chabert the amount of the bill, assuming that she would
know where to find her first husband.

The very next day Comte Ferraud's man of business
lately appointed Presdent of the County Court in a
town of some importance, wrote this digressng note to
Derville:—

" MONSIEUR,—

Madame la Comtese Ferraud dedres me to inform
you that your client took complete advantage of your
confidence, and that the individual calling himsdf
Comte Chabert has acknowledged that he came forward
under false pretences—Yours €tc., DELBECQ.'

" One comes aoross people who are, on my honour, too
gupid by half, cried Derville. ' They don't deserve to
be Christians! Be humane, generous philanthropical,
and a lawyer, and you are bound to be cheated ! There
is a piece of budnes that will cos me two thousand-
franc notes !'

Some time after receiving this letter, Derville went to
the Palais de Judtice in search of a pleader to whom he
wished to ek, and who was employed in the Police
Court. As chance would have it, Derville went into
Court Number 6 at the moment when the Presiding
Magistrate was sentencing one Hyacinthe to two months
imprisonment as a vagabond, and subsequently to be taken
to the Mendicity House of Detention, a sntence which,
by magigrate's law, is equivalent to perpetual imprison-
ment. On hearing the name of Hyacinthe, Derville looked
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at the delinquent, sitting between two gendarmes on the
bench for the accusad, and recognised in the condemned
man his false Colonel Chabert.

The old soldier was placid, motionless, amost absent-
minded. In spite of his rags, in spite of the misery
samped on his countenance, it gave evidence of noble
pride. His eye had a stoical expresson which no magis-
trate ought to have misunderstood; but as soon as a man
has fallen into the hands of justice, he is no more than
a moral entity, a matter of law or of fact, just as to
datigs he has become a zero.

When the veteran was taken back to the lock-up, to
be removed later with the batch of vagabonds at that
moment at the bar, Derville availed himsdf of the privi-
lege accorded to lawyers of going wherever they please
in the Courts, and followed him to the lock-up, where he
good scrutinising him for some minutes, as well as the
curious crew of beggars among whom he found himsdf.
The pasage to the lock-up at that moment afforded one
of those spectades which, unfortunately, neither legida-
tors, nor philanthropists, nor painters, nor writers come
to sudy. Like all the laboratories of the law, this ante-
room is a dark and malodorous place; along the walls
runs a wooden seet, blackened by the congtant presence
there of the wretches who come to this meeting-place of
every form of sociad squalor, where not one of them is
missing.

A poet might say that the day was ashamed to light
up this dreadful sewer through which so much misery
flowsl There is not a spat on that plank where some
crime has not sat, in embryo or matured; not a corner
where a man has never sood who, driven to despair by the
blight which justice has s& upon him after his firgt fault,
has not there begun a career, at the end of which looms
the guillotine or the pigol-snap of the suicide.  All who
fall on the pavement of Paris rebound againg these
ydlow-grey walls, on which a philanthropist who was not
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a speculator, might read a judtification of the numerous
auiddes complained of by hypocritical writers who are
incapable of taking a dep to prevent them—for that
justification iswritten in that ante-room, like a preface
to the dramas of the Morgue, or to those enacted on the
Place de la Greve.

At this moment Colonel Chabert was sitting among
these men—men with coarse faces clothed in the horrible
livery of misery, and slent at intervals, or talking in a
low tone, for three gendarmes on duty paced to and fro,
their sbres clattering on the floor.

' Do you recognise me ?' said Derville to the old man,
ganding in front of him.

_Yes, gir,’ said Chabert, rising.

"1f you are an honest man,' Derville went on in an
undertone, ' how could you remain in my debt ?'

The old soldier blushed as a young girl might when
accusad by her mother of a dandegtine love affair.

W hat! Madame Ferraud has not paid you ?' cried he
in a loud voice.

'Paid me?' sad Derville. 'She wrote to me that
you were a swindler.'

The Colond cag up hiseyesin a sublime impulse of
horror and imprecation, as if to call heaven to witness to
this fresh subterfuge.

' Monsieur,' said he, in a voice that was calm by sheer
huskiness, 'get the gendarmes to allow me to go into
the lock-up, and | will sign an order which will certainly
be honoured.’

At a word from Derville to the srgeant he was
alowed to take his client into the room, where
Hyacinthe wrote a few lines, and addressed them to the
Comtese Ferraud.

'Send her that," said the soldier, 'and you will be paid
your cods and the money you advanced. Believe me,
Monsieur, if | have not shown you the gratitude | owe
you for your kind offices, it is not the lesthere' and he

M
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laid his hand on his heart 'Yes, it isthere, deep and
sincere. But what can the unfortunate do? They live,
and that is all.’

What!' said Derville. ' Did you not stipulate for
an allowance ?'

"Do not speak ofit!' cried the old man. ' You can-
not conceive how deep my contempt is for the outside
life to which most men cling. | was suddenly attacked
by a sickness—disgust of humanity. When | think that
Napoleon is at Saint Helena, everything on earth is a
matter of indifference to me. | can no longer be a
soldier; that is my only real grief. After all," he added
with a gesture of childish simplicity, 'it is better to
enjoy luxury of feeling than of dress. For my part, |
fear nobody's contempt.’

And the Colonel sat down on his bench again.

Derville went away. On returning to his office, he
sent Godeschal, at that time his second clerk, to the
Comtesse Ferraud, who, on reading the note, at once
paid the sum due to Comte Chabert's lawyer.

In 1840, towards the end of June, Godeschal, now
himself an attorney, went to Riswith Derville, to whom
he had succeeded. @ When they reached the avenue
leading from the high road to Bicetre, they saw, under one
of the elm-trees by the wayside, one of those old, broken,
and hoary paupers who have earned the Marshal's staff
among beggars by living on at Bicetre as poor women
live on at la Salpetriere. This man, one of the two
thousand poor creatures who are lodged in the infirmary
for the aged, was seated on a corner-stone, and seemed to
have concentrated all his intelligence on an operation well
known to these pensioners, which consists in drying their
snuffy pocket-handkerchiefs in the sun, perhaps to save
washing them. This old man had an attractive coun-
tenance. He was dressed in the reddish cloth wrapper-
coat which the workhouse affords to its inmates, a sort
of horrible livery.
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" | say, Derville,' said Godeschal to his travelling com-
panion, ' look at that old fellow. Isn't he like those
grotesque carved figures we get from Germany ? And
it is alive, perhaps it is happy.'

Derville looked at the poor man through his eyeglass
and with a little exclamation of surprise he said—

That old man, my dear fellow, is a whole poem, or,
as the romantics say, a drama.—Did you ever meet the
Comtesse Ferraud ?'

Yes; se is a cever woman, and agreeable; but
rather too pious,' said Godeschal.

' That old Bicetrepauper is her lawful husband, Comte
Chabert, the old Colondl. She has had him sent here,
no doubt. And if he is in this workhouse ingead of
living in a mansion, it is soldy because he reminded
the pretty Countess that he had taken her, likea hackney
cab, on the gtreet. | can remember now the tiger's glare
she shat at him at that moment.’

This opening having excited Godescha's curiosty,
Dervillerdated the sory here told.

Two days later, on Monday morning, as they re-
turned to Paris, the two friends looked again at Bicetre,
and Derville proposed that they should call on Colonel
Chabert. Half-way up the avenue they found the old
man sitting on the trunk of a felled tree; with his stick
in one hand, he was amusing himself with drawing lines
in the sand. On looking at him narrowly, they perceived
that he had been breakfagting esawhere than at Bicetre.

' Good morning, Colonel Chabert,' said Derville.

' Not Chabert fnot Chabert! My nameis Hyacinthe,
replied the veteran. ' | am no longer a man, | am No.
164, Room 7,' he added, looking at Derville with timid
anxiety, the fear of an old man and achild.—" Are you
going to visit the man condemned to death ?' he aked
after a moment's dlence. ' Heis not married ! Heis
very lucky !

* Poor fellow!" said Godeschal. ' Would you like
something to buy snuff?'
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With all the simplicity of a street Arab, the Colonel
eagerly held out his hand to the two strangers, who each
gave him a twenty-franc piece; he thanked them with a
puzzled look, saying—

Brave troopers!"

He ported arms, pretended to take aim at them, and
shouted with a smile—

Fire! both ams! Vive Napoleon!" And he drew a
flourish in the air with his stick.

The nature of his wound has no doubt made him
childish,' said Derville.

Childish! he? sad another old pauper, who was
looking on. ' Why, there are days when you had better
not tread on his corns. He is an old rogue, full of
philosophy and imagination. But to-day, what can you
expect! He has had his Monday treat,—He was here,
Monsieur, so long ago as 1820. At that time a Prussian
officer, whose chaise was crawling up the hill of
Villejuif, came by on foot. We two were together,
Hyacinthe and |, by the roadside. The officer, as he
walked, was talking to another, a Russian, or some
animal of the same species, and when the Prussian saw
the old boy, just to make fun, he sad to him, ' Here is
an old cavalry man who must have been at Rossbach.—
" | was too young to be there, sad Hyacinthe. ' But |
was at Jena'! And the Prussian made off pretty quick,
without asking any more questions.'

'"What a destiny !' exclaimed Derville. ' Taken out
of the Foundling Hospital to die in the Infirmary for the
Aged, after helping Napoleon between whiles to conquer
Egypt and Europe.—Do you know, my dear fellow,'
Derville went on after a pause, 'there are in modern
society three men who can never think well of the
world—the priest, the doctor, and the man of law ? And
they wear black robes, perhaps because they are in
mourning for every virtue and every illusion. The most
hepless of the three is the lawyer. When a man comes
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in search of the priest, he is prompted by repentance, by
remorse, by bdiefs which make him interesting, which
devate him and comfort the soul of the intercessor whose
task will bring him a sort of gladness, he purifies, repairs,
and reconciles. But we lawyers, we s the same evil
fedings repeated again and again, nothing can correct
them ; our offices are savers which can never be deansed.

' How many things have | learned in the exercise of
my professon! | have sen a father diein a garret,
deserted by two daughters, to whom he had given forty
thousand francsa year! | have known wills burnt; |
have ssen mothers robbing their children, wives killing
their husbands and working on the love they could
inspire to make the men idiotic or mad, that they might
live in peace with a lover. | have ssen women teaching
the child of their marriage such tases as mugt bring it
to the grave in order to benefit the child of an illicit
affection. | could not tell you all | have seen, for |
have seen crimes againg which justice is impotent. In
short, all the horrors that romancers suppose they have
invented are still beow the truth.—You will know
something of thexe pretty things; as for me, | am going
to live in the country with my wife. | have a horror of
Paris.

'I have sen plenty of them aready in Desoches
office replied Godeschal.

PARIS, February-March 1832.
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THE COMMISSION IN LUNACY

Dedicatedto Monsieur le Contre-Amiral Bazoche, Governor
of thelsleof Bourbon, by thegrateful writer,

De Balzac.

IN 1828, at about one o'dock one morning, two persons
came out of a large house in the Rue du Faubourg
Saint-Honore, near the Elysee-Bourbon. One was a
famous doctor, Horace Bianchon ; the other was one of
the mogt degant men in Paris, the Baron de Rastignac;
they were friends of long standing. Each had sent away
his carriage, and no cab was to be sn in the street; but
the night was fine, and the pavement dry.

" Wewill walk as far as the Boulevard,” ssid Eugene
de Ragignac to Bianchon. 'You can get a hackney
cab at the club 5 there is always one to be found there
till daybreak. Come with me as far as my house'

"With pleasure'

"Well, and what have you to say about it ?'

'About that woman?' said the doctor coldly.

There | recogniss my Bianchon!" exclaimed Ras
tignac.

'Whv,how?'

"Well, my dear felow, you spesk of the Marquise
d'Espard as if she were a caze for your hospital.'

' Do you want to know what | think, Eugene? If
you throw over Madame de Nucingen for this Marquise,

you will swop a one-eyed horsefor ablind one.'
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" Madame de Nucingen is six-and-thirty, Bianchon.'

‘And this woman is three-and-thirty,' 'sid the doctor
quickly.

. Her worst enemies only sy six-and-twenty.'

My dear boy, when you really want to know a
woman's age, look at her temples and thetip of her nose
Whatever women may achieve with ther coametics
they can do nothing againg those incorruptible witnessss
to their experiences. There each year of life has I€ft its
sigmata. When a woman's temples are flaccid, ssamed,
withered in a particular way; when at the tip of her
noe you se those minute specks which look like the
imper ceptible black smuts which are shed in London by
the chimneysin which coal isburnt. . . . Your servant,
sir! That woman is more than thirty. She may be
handsome, witty, loving—whatever you pleasg, but she
is pag thirty, she is arriving at maturity. | do not
blame men who attach themsdves to that kind of
woman; only, a man of your superior diginction must
not misake a winter pippin for a little summer apple,
smiling on the bough, and waiting for you to crunch it.
Love never goss to sudy the regigers of birth and
marriage; no one loves a woman because e is hand-
some or ugly, supid or clever; we love because we love!'

‘Well, for my part, | love for quite other reasons
Sheis Marquise d'Espard ; she was a Blamont-Chauvry;
she is the fashion ; she has soul; her foot is as pretty as
the Duchese de Berri's; she has perhaps a hundred
thousand francs a year—some day, perhaps | may many
her! In short, she will put me into a postion which
will enable me to pay my debts!

_ | thought you wererich," interrupted Bianchon.

"Bah! | have twenty thousand francs a year—just
enough to keep up my dables | was thoroughly done,
my dear fellow, in that Nucingen busness | will tell
you about that.—I have got my ssers married; that is
the deares profit | can show snce we lagz met; and |
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would rather have them provided for than have five
hundred thousand francs a year. Now, what would you
have medo? | am ambitious. To what can Madame
de Nucingen lead ? A year more and | shall be shelved,
stuck in a pigeon-hole like a married man. | have all
the discomforts of marriage and of single life, without the
advantages of either; a fdse position, to which every
man must come who remains tied too long to the same
apron-string.'

'So you think you will come upon a treasure here ?*
sad Bianchon. ' Your Marquise, my dear fellow, does
not hit my fancy at all.'

" Your liberal opinions blur your eyesight. 1f Madame
dEspard were a Madame Rabourdin . . .

Listen to me. Noble or simple, she would still have
no soul ; she would still be a perfect type of sdfishness.
Take my word for it, medica men ae accustomed to
judge of people and things; the sharpest of us read the
soul while we study the body. In spite of that pretty
boudoir where we have spent this evening, in spite of
the magnificence of the house, it is quite possible that
Madame la Marquise is in debt.'

" What makes you think so ?

I do not assert it; | am supposing. She talked of
her soul as Louis xviii. used to talk of his heart. | tell
you this: That fragile, fair woman, with her chestnut
hair, who pities herself that she may be pitied, enjoys an
iron constitution, an appetite likeawolfs, and the strength
and cowardice of a tiger. Gauze, and silk, and muslin
were never more cleverly twisted round alie! Ecco!

Bianchon, you frighten me! You have learned a
good many things, then, since we lived in the Maison
Vauquer?

' Yes; since then, my boy, | have ssen puppets, both
dolls and mannikins. | know something of the ways of
the fine ladies whose bodies we attend to, saving that which
is dearest to them, their child—if they love it—or their
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pretty faces, which they always worship, A man spends
his nights by their pillow, wearing himself to death to
gpare them the dlightest loss of beauty in any part;
he succeeds, he keeps their secret like the dead; they
send to ask for his bill, and think it horribly exorbitant.
Who saved them ? Nature. Far from recommending
him, they spesk i1l of him, fearing lest he should become
the physician of their best friends.

My dear fellow, those women of whom you say,
" They are angels!" 1—I—have seen stripped of the little
grimaces under which they hide their soul, as well as
of the frippery under which they disguise their defects—
without manners and without stays; they are not
beautiful.

We saw a great ded of mud, a great ded of dirt,
under the waters of the world when we were aground for
a time on the shods of the Maison Vauquer.—What we
saw there was nothing. Since | have gone into higher
society, | have ssen monsters dressed in satin, Michon-
neels in white gloves, Poirets bedizened with orders,
fine gentlemen doing more usurious business than old
Gobseck! To the shame of mankind, when | have
wanted to shake hands with Virtue, | have found her
shivering in a loft, persecuted by calumny, half starving
on an income or a saary of fifteen hundred francs a year,
and regarded as crazy, or eccentric, or imbecile.

" In short, my dear boy, the Marquise is a woman of
fashion, and | have a particular horror of that kind of
woman. Do you want to know why ? A woman who
hes a lofty soul, fine taste, gentle wit, a generoudy warm
heart, and who lives a simple life, has not a chance of
being the fashion. Ergo. A woman of fashion and a
man in power are analogous ; but there is this difference:
the qualities by which a man raises himself aove others
ennoble him and are a glory to him; wheress the quali-
ties by which a woman gains power for a day are hideous
vices; she beies her nature to hide her character, and to
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live the militant life of the world she mus have iron
strength under a frail appearance.

‘I, as aphydcian, know that a sound somach excudes
agood heart. Your woman of fashion feels nothing; her
rage for pleasure has its source in a longing to heat up
her cold nature, a craving for excitement and enjoyment,
like an old man who gands night after night by the foot-
lights at the opera. As she has more brain than heart,
she sacrifices genuine passon and true friends to her
triumph, as a general snds his mog devoted subalterns
to the front in order towin a battle. The woman of
fashion ceesss to be a woman ; she is neither mother,
nor wife, nor lover. She is, medically speaking, sex in
the brain. And your Marquise, too, has all the charac-
terigtics of her mongrodty, the besk of a bird of prey,
the clear, cold eye, the gentle voice—she is as polished
as the ged of a machine, she touches everything except
the heart.'

' Thereis some truth in what you say, Bianchon.

" Sometruth ? replied Bianchon. ' itisall true. Do
you suppoe that | was not struck to the heart by the
insulting politeness by which she made me measure the
imaginary disance which her noble birth s#s between
us? That | did not fed the degpest pity for her cat-like
civilitieswhen | remembered what her object was? A
year hence she will not write one word to do me the
dightest service, and this evening she pdted me with
amiles, bdieving that | can influence my uncle Popinaot,
on whom the succes of her ca—

"Would you rather she should have played the fool
with you, my dear fellow?—I acocept your diatribe
againg women of fashion ; but you are besde the mark.
| should always prefer for a wifea Marquise d'Espard to
the mogt devout and devoted creatureon earth. Marry
an angel! you would have to go and bury your happi-
nes in the depths of the country! The wife of a
politician is a governing machine, a contrivance that
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makes compliments and curtseys  She is the mogt im-
portant and mog faithful tool which an ambitious man
can ue; afriend, in short, who may compromise her df
without mischief, and whom he may bdiewithout harmful
results Fancy Mahomet in Paris in the nineteenth
century ! His wife would be a Rohan, a Duchese de
Chevreuse of the Fronde, as keen and as flattering as an
Ambassadress as wily as Figaro. Your loving wives
lead nowhere; a woman of the world leads to every-
thing ; sheisthe diamond with which a man cuts every
window when he has not the golden key which unlocks
every door. Leave humdrum virtues to the humdrum,
ambitious vices to the ambitious.

Besdes, my dear fellow, doyou imagine that the love
of a Duchese de Langeais, or de Maufrigneuse, or of a
Lady Dudley doss not betow immense pleasure? |If
only you knew how much value the cold, svere style of
such women gives to the smallest evidence of their affec-
tion! What a ddlight it is to s a periwinkle piercing
through the snow! A smile from bedow a fan contra-
dicts the resrve of an asumed attitude, and isworth all
the unbridled tenderness of your middle-dass women
with their mortgaged devotion ; for, in love, devotion is
nearly akin to speculation.

And, then, a woman of fashion, a Blamont-Chauvry,
hes her virtuestoo ! Her virtues are fortune, power, effect,
a certain contempt of all that is beneath her—

' Thank you !" said Bianchon.

" Old curmudgeon !" said Rastignac, laughing. 'Come
—do not be common ; do like your friend Desplein ; be
a Baron, a Knight of Saint-Michael; become a pesr of
France, and marry your daughters to dukes'

I I May the five hundred thousand devils—

Come, come!  Can you be superior only in medi-
cine? Really, you digresme . . .

| hate that sort of people; | long for a revolution to
ddiver us from them for ever.
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And 0, my dear Robespierre of the lancet, you will
not go to-morrow to your uncle Popinot ?

Yes, | will," said Bianchon ; ' for you | would go to
hell to fetch water . . .

My good friend, you really touch me. | have sworn
that a commisson shall st on the Marquis. Why, here
is even a long-saved tear to thank you.'

' But," Bianchon went on," | do not promise to Succeed
as you wish with Jean-Jules Popinot. Y ou do not know
him. However, | will take him to se your Marquise
the day after to-morrow ; she may get round him if she
can. | doubt it. If all the truffles, all the Duchessss
all the midressss and all the charmers in Pariswerethere
in the full bloom of their beauty ; if the King promised
him the pairie, and the Almighty gave him the Order of
Paradise with the revenues of Purgatory, not one of all
these powerswould induce him to trander a sngle sraw
from one saucer of his saes into the oher. Heis a
judge, as Death is Death.'

The two friends had reached the office of the Minister
for Foreign Affairs, at the corner of the Boulevard des
Capucines.

Here you areat home,' said Bianchon, laughing, as
he pointed to the ministerial resdence. ' And here is
my carriage, he added, calling a hackney cab. 'And
these—express our fortune!

" You will be happy at the bottom of the sea, while |
am till struggling with the tempedss on the surface, till
| snk and go to ak you for a corner in your grotto, old
fdlow !'

Till Saturday,' replied Bianchon.

" Agreed,’ sid Radtignac. ' And you promise me
Popinot ?

"1 will do all my conscience will allow. Perhaps this
appeal for a commisson covers some little dramorama,
to use a word of our good bad times.

Poor Bianchon ! he will never be anything but a
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good fdlow,’ said Ragignac to himsdf as the cab
drove off.

" Ragtignac has given me the most difficult negotiation
in the world," said Bianchon to himself, remembering, as
he rose next morning, the deicate commisson intrusted
to him. ' However, | have never asked the smallest sr-
vice from my uncle in Court, and have paid more than
a thousand vidts gratis for him. And, after all, we are
not apt to mince matters between oursdves. He will
sy Yesor No, and there an end.'

After this little soliloquy the famous physcian bent
his g¢eps at sven in the morning, towards the Rue
du Fouarre, where dwelt Monsieur Jean-Jules Popinot,
judge of the Lower Court of the Department of the
Seine The Rue du Fouarre—an old word meaning
sraw—was in the thirteenth century the most important
sreet in Paris There dood the Schods of the Uni-
versity, where the voices of Abelard and of Gerson were
heard in the world of learning. It is now one of the
dirtiest greats of the Twelfth Arrondissement, the poores
quarter of Paris, that in which two-thirds of the popula-
tion lack firing in winter, which leaves mog brats at
the gate of the Foundling Hospital, which sends mos
beggars to the poorhouse, mos rag-pickers to the street
corners, mogt decrepit old folks to bask againg the walls
on which the sun shines, mogt delinquents to the palice
courts.

Half-way down this street, which is always damp, and
where the gutter carriesto the Sane the blackened waters
from some dye-works, there is an old house, resored no
doubt under Francis I., and built of bricks held together
by a few coursss of masonry. That it is subgantial
sams proved by the shape of its front wall, not un-
commonly seen in some parts of Paris. It belies, so to
ek, in a manner causad by the protuberance of its firgt
floor, crushed under the weight of the seoond and third,
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but upheld by the strong wall of the ground floor. At
first sight it would seem as though the piers between the
windows, though drengthened by the sone mullions,
mug give way; but the obsarver presently perceves
that, as in the tower at Bologha, the old bricks and old
time-eaten gones of this house persgently preserve their
centre of gravity.

At every seson of the year the solid piers of the
ground floor have the yellow tone and the imper ceptible
sweating surface that moisure gives to sfone The
passer-by feds chilled as he walks dose to this wall, where
worn corner-gones ineffectually shdter him from the
wheds of vehicles. As is aways the cae in housss built
before carriages were in usg, the vault of the doorway
forms a very low archway not unlike the barbican of a
prison. To the right of this entrance there are three
windows, protected outsde by iron gratings of so dose
a pattern, that the curious cannot posshly se the use
made of the dark, damp rooms within, and the panes too
are dirty and dusty; to the left are two similar windows,
one of which is sometimes open, exposng to view the
porter, his wife, and his children; swarming, working,
cooking, eating, and screaming, in a floored and wains-
coted room where everything is dropping to pieces, and
into which you descend two seps—a depth which sams
to suggest the gradual eevation of the soil of Paris.

If on a rainy day some foot-passenger takes refuge
under thelong vault, with projecting lime-washed beams
which leads from the door to the gaircase he will hardly
fail to pause and look at the picture presnted by the
interior of this house To the left is a square garden-
plot, allowing of not more than four long steps in each
direction, a garden of black soil, with trelises bereft of
vines, and where, in default of vegetation under the shade
of two trees, papes collect, old rags, potsherds bits of
mortar fallen from ther oof; abarren ground, wheretime
has shed on the walls, and on the trunks and branches of
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thetrees a powdery depost like cold soot. T hetwo parts
of the house, st at a right angle, derive light from this
garden-court shut in by two adjoining houses built on
wooden piers, decrepit and ready to fall, where on each
floor some grotexgue evidence is to be sen of the craft
pursued by thelodger within. Here long pdes arehung
with immense skens of dyed worgted put out to dry ;
there, on ropes dance clean-washed shirts; higher up,
on a shdf volumes diglay their freshly marbled edges
women sing, hushands whistle, children shout ; the
carpenter saws his planks, a copper-turner makes the
metal screech; all kinds of indugries combine to pro-
duce a noiee which the number of ingruments renders
distracting.

The general sysem of decoration in this passage
which is neither courtyard, garden, nor vaulted way,
though a little of all, congsts of wooden pillars resting
on square stone blocks, and forming arches Two arch-
ways open on to the little garden; two others, facing
the front gateway, lead to a wooden daircase with an
iron balustrade that was once a miracle of gmith's work,
so whimsical are the shapes given to the metal; the worn
deps aeak under every tread. The entrance to each
flat has an architrave dark with dirt, grease and dust, and
outer doors covered with Utrecht velvet sst with brass
nails, once gilt, in a diamond pattern. These rdics of
splendour show that in the time of Louis xxv. the house
was the resdence of some Councillor to the Parlement,
some rich priests, or same treasurer of the ecdesadtical
revenue. But these vediges of former luxury bring a
smile to thelips by the artless contrast of pag and present.

M. Jean-Jules Popinact lived on thefirst floor of this
house, where the gloom, natural to all first floorsin Paris
housss was increased by the narrowness df, the strest.
This old tenement was known to all the twelfth
arrondssament, on which Providence had bestowed this
lawyer, as it gives a bendficent plant to cure or alleviate
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every malady. Here is a sketch of the man whom the
brilliant Marquise d'Espard hoped to fascinate.

M. Popinot, as is seemly for a magistrate, was always
dressd in black—a style which contributed to make him
ridiculous in the eyes of those who were in the habit of
judging everything from a superficial examination. Men
who are jealous of maintaining the dignity required by
this colour ought to devote themsdves to congant and
minute care of their person; but our dear M. Popinot
was incapable of forcing himself to the puritanical cleanli-
ness which black demands  His trousers always thread-
bare, looked like camlet—the stuff of which attorneys
gowns are made; and his habitual soop st them, in
time, in such innumerable ceasss that in places they
were traced with lines, whitish, rusty, or shiny, betray-
ing either sordid avarice, or the mog unheeding poverty.
His coarse worgted stockings were twisted anyhow in his
ill-shaped shoes  His linen had the tawny tinge acquired
by long sojourn in a wardrobe, showing that the late
lamented Madame Popinot had had a mania for much
linen ; in the Flemish fashion, perhaps she had given her-
<df the trouble of a great wash no more than twice a year.
The old man's coat and waistcoat were in harmony with
his trousers, shoes, gockings, and linen. He always had
the luck of his cardesness; for, the firg day he put on
a new coat, he unfailingly matched it with the res of
his cogume by staining it with incredible promptitude.
The good man waited till his housskesper told him that
his hat was too shabby before buying a new one.  His
necktie was aways crumpled and darchless, and he
never st his dogseared shirt collar sraight after his
judge's bands had disordered it. He took no care of his
grey hair, and shaved but twice a week. He never wore
gloves, and generally kept his hands guffed into his
empty trousers pockets, the soiled pocket-holes, almost
always torn, added a final touch to the dovenliness of his
person.



The Commisson in Lunacy 193

Any one who knows the Palais de Judice at Paris
where every variety of black attire may be studied, can
eadly imagine the appearance of M. Popinot. The habit
of sitting for days at a time modifies the structure of the
body, just as the fatigue of hearing interminable pleadings
tells on the expresson of a magidrates face  Shut up as
heis in courts ridiculoudy small, devoid of architectural
dignity, and wheretheair isquickly vitiated, a Parisjudge
inevitably acquires a countenance puckered and seamed
by reflection, and depressed by weariness, his complexion
turnspallid, acquiring an earthy or greenish hue according
to hisindividual temperament. In short, within a given
time the mog blooming young man is turned into an
'inasmuch* machine—an instrument which applies the
Code to individual casss with the indifference of dock*
work.

Hence, nature having bestowed on M. Popinot a not
too pleasng exterior, his life as a lawyer had not im-
proved it. His frame was gracdess and angular. His
thick knees huge feet, and broad hands formed a con-
tragt with a priest-like face having a vague resemblance
to a calf's head, mesk to unmeaningness, and but little
brightened by divergent, bloodless eyes divided by a
straight flat noss surmounted by a flat forehead, flanked
by enormous ears, flabby and gracdess His thin, weak
hair showed the badness through various irregular
partings.

One feature only commended this face to the phys-
ognomigt. This man had a mouth to whose lips divine
kindness lent its svegtness.  They were wholesome, full,
red lips, finely wrinkled, snuous, mobile, by which nature
had given expresson to noble feeling; lips which spoke
to the heart and proclaimed the man's intelligence and
lucidity, a gift of second sight, and a heavenly temper; and
you would havejudged him wrongly from looking merely
at hisdaping forehead, hisfirdesseyes, and hisshambling
gait. His life answvered to his countenance; it was full of

N
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secret labour, and hid the virtue of a saint.  His superior
knowledge of law proved so strong a recommendation at
the timewhen Napoleon was reorganising it in 1808 and
1811, that, by the advice of Cambaceres, he was one of
the first men named to sit on the Imperial High Court
of Judtice at Paris. Popinot was no schemer. When-
ever any demand was made, anv request preferred for an
appointment, the Minister would overlook Popinot, who
never & foot in the house of the High Chancdlor or
the Chief Justicee.  From the High Court he was st
down to the Common Court, and pushed to the lowest
rung of the ladder by active struggling men. There
he was appointed supernumerary judge. There was a
general outcry among the lawyers: ' Popinot a super-
numerary !'" Such injustice struck the legal world with
dismay —the attorneys, the regisrars, everybody but
Popinot himsdf, who made no complaint. The first
clamour over, everybody was satidfied that all was for the
bet in the best of all possble worlds, which must cer-
tainly be the legal world. Popinot remained super-
numerary judge till the day when the most famous Gr eat
Seal under the Restoration avenged the oversights hesped
on this modes and uncomplaining man by the Chief
Judtices of the Empire. After being a supernumerary
or twelve years, M. Popinot would no doubt die a
puisne judge of the Court of the Sane.

To account for the obscure fortunes of one of the
superior men of the legal professon, it is necessary to
enter here into some details which will serve to reved
his life and character, and which will, at the same time,
display some of the wheds of the great machine known
as Justicee. M. Popinot was dassd by the three
Presdents who successivdy controlled the Court of the
Sane under the category of possble judges, the stuff of
which judges are made. Thus dassfied, he did not
achieve the reputation for capacity which his previous
labours had desrved. Just as a painter is invariably
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included in a category as a landscape painter, a portrait
painter, a painter of history, of sea pieces, or of genre, by
a public consisting of artists, connoisseurs, and simpletons,
who, out of envy, or critical omnipotence, or preju-
dice, fence in his intellect, assuming, one and all, that
there are ganglions in every brain—a narrow judgment
which the world applies to writers, to statesmen,
to everybody who begins with some specialty before
being hailed as omniscient ; so Popinot's fate was seded,
and he was hedged round to do a particular kind of
work. Magistrates, attorneys, pleaders, all who pas
ture on the legal common, distinguish two eements in
every case—law and equity. Equity is the outcome of
facts, law is the application of principlesto facts. A man
may be right in equity but wrong in law, without any
blame to the judge. Between his conscience and the
facts there is a whole gulf of determining reasons
unknown to thejudge, but which condemn or legitimise
theact. A judgeisnot God ; his duty is to adapt facts
to principles, to judge cass of infinite variety while
measuring them by a fixed standard.

France employs about six thousand judges, no
generation has six thousand great men at her command,
much less can she find them in the legal profession.
Popinot, in the midst of the civilisation of Paris, was
just a very clever cadi, who, by the character of his
mind, and by dint of rubbing the letter of thelaw into
the essnce of facts, had learned to s the error of spon-
taneous and violent decisons. By the help of his
judicial second sight he could pierce the double casing of
lies in which advocates hide the heart of a trial. He
was a judge, as the great Desplein was a surgeon; he
probed men's consciences as the anatomist probed their
bodies. His life and habits had led him to an exact
appreciation of their most secret thoughts by a thorough
study of facts.

He sifted a cae as Cuvier dfted the earth's crust.
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Like that great thinker, he procesded from deduction to
deduction before drawing his conclusons, and recon-
dructed the pag career of a consience as Cuvier
recongructed an Anoplotherium. When conddering a
brief he would often wake in the night, startled by a
gleam of truth suddenly sparkling in his brain. Struck
by the degp injustice, which is the end of these contests,
in which everything is againg the honet man, every-
thing to the advantage of the rogue, he often summed
up in favour of equity againg law in such cases as bore
on quetions of what may be termed divination. Hence
he was regarded by his colleagues as a man not of a
practical mind ; his arguments on two lines of deduction
made their ddiberations lengthy. When Popinot
obsrved their didike to listening to him he gave his
opinion briefly; it was sad that he was not a good
judge in thisdass of casss ; but as his gift of discrimina-
tion was remarkable, his opinion lucid, and his penetra-
tion profound, he was conddered to have a goeca
aptitude for the laborious duties of an examining judge.
So an examining judge he remained during the greater
part of his legal career.

Although his qualifications made him eminently fitted
for its difficult functions, and he had the reputation of
being solearned in criminal law that hisduty wasa pleasure
to him, the kindness of his heart congtantly kept him in
torture, and he was nipped as in a vice between his
conscience and his pity. The srvices of an examining
judge are better paid than those of a judgein civil actions,
but they do not therefore prove a temptation ; they are
too onerous.  Popinot, a man of modest and virtuous
learning, without ambition, an indefatigable worker,
never complained of his fate; he sacrificed his tages and
his compassonate soul to the public good, and allowed
himsdlf to be transported to the noisome poals of criminal
examinations, where he showed himsdf alike svere
and beneficent. His clerk sometimes would give the
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accused some money to buy tobacco, or a warm winter
garment, as he led him back from the judge's office to
the Souridere the mousetrap—the House of Detention
where the accused are kept under the orders of the
Examining Judge. He knew how to be an inflexible
judgeand a charitable man. And no one extracted a
confesson 0 eadly as he without having recourse to
judicial trickery. He had, too, all the acumen of an
obsrver.  This man, apparently so foolishly good-
natured, smple, and absent-minded, could guess all the
cunning of a prison wag, unmask the asutest sreet
hussy, and subdue a scoundrd.  Unusual drcumgtances
had sharpened his perspicacity; but to relate thee we
mug intrude on his domegic higtory, for in him the
judge was the sodia dde of the man; another man,
greater and less known, existed within.

Twelve years before the beginning of this sory, in
1816, during the terrible scarcity which coincided dis
adroudy with the gay in France of the so-called Allies,
Popinot was appointed President of the Commission
Extraordinary formed to digribute food to the poor of
his neighbourhood, just when he had planned to move
from the Rue du Fouarre, which he aslittle liked to live
in as hiswife did. The great lawyer, the clear-sighted
criminal judge, whose superiority seamed to his colleagues
aform of aberration, had for five years been watching
legal results without seeing their causss As he
srambled up into lofts, as he saw the poverty, as he
gudied the desperate necessties which gradually bring the
poor to criminal acts, as he etimated their long sruggles,
compasson filled his soul. The judge then became
the Saint Vincent de Paul of these grown-up children,
thee auffering toilers.  The trandormation was not
immediately complete.  Beneficence has its temptations
asvice has Charity consumes a saint's pursg as roulette
conumes the posesdons of a gambler, quite gradually.
Popinot went from misery to misery, from charity to
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charity j then, by the timehehad lifted all theragswhich
cover public pauperism, like a bandage under which an
inflamed wound lies festering, at the end of a year he had
become the Providence incarnate of that quarter of the
town. He was a member of the Benevolent Committee
and of the Charity Organisation. Wherever any gratui-
tous sarvices were neded he was ready, and did every-
thing without fuss like the man with the short doek, who
gends his life in carrying soup round the markets and
other places where there are starving folks.

Popinot was fortunate in acting on a larger circle and
in a higher phee5 he had an eye on everything, he
prevented crime, he gave work to the unemployed, he
found a refuge for the hdpless he digributed aid with
discernment wherever danger threatened, he made himsdlf
the counsdlor of the widow, the protector of homdess
children, the deeping partner of small trader's No one
at the Courts, no one in Paris, knew of this secret life of
Popinat's There are virtues 0 plendid that they
necesstate obscurity ; men make hase to hide them
under abushd. As to those whom the lawyer succoured,
they, hard at work all day and tired at night, werelittle
able to sing his praiss; thers was the gracdesness of
children, who can never pay because they owe too much.
There is such compulsory ingratitude ; but what heart
that has sown good to resp gratitude can think itsdf
great ?

By the end of the ssoond year of his apogtolic work,
Popinot had turned the soreroom at the bottom of his
houseintoa parlour, lighted by the threeiron-barred win-
dows The walls and ceiling of this gpadous room were
whiteewashed, and the furniture condsed of wooden
benches like those ssn in schodls a dumsy cupboard, a
walnut-wood writing-table, and an armchair. In the
cupboard were his regisers of donations, his tickets for
orders for bread, and hisdiary. He kept his ledger likea
tradesman, that he might not be ruined by kindness.
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All the sorrows of the neighbourhood were entered and
numbered in a book, where each had its little account, as
merchants' customers have theirs.  When there was any
question as to a man or a family needing help, the
lawyer could always command information from the
police.

Lavienne, a man made for his master, was his aide-de-
camp. He redeemed or renewed pawn-tickets, and
visited the districts most threatened with famine, while
his master was in court.

From four till seven in the morning in summer, from
six till nine in winter, this room was full of women, chil-
dren, and paupers, while Popinot gave audience. There
was no need for a stove in winter; the crowd was so
dense that the air was warmed; only Lavienne strewed
straw on the wet floor. By long use the benches were
as polished as varnished mahogany; at the height of a
man's shoulders the wall had a coat of dark, indescribable
colour, given to it by the rags and tattered clothes of
these poor creatures. The poor wretches loved Popinot
so well that when they assembled before his door was
opened, before daybresk on a winter's morning, the
women warming themselves with their foot-brasiers, the
men swinging their armsfor circulation, never asound had
disturbed his deep. Rag-pickers and other toilers of the
night knew the house, and often saw a light burning in
the lawyer's private room at unholy hours. Even thieves,
as they pesd by, said, 'That is his house," and respected
it. The morning he gave to the poor, the mid-day
hours to criminals, the evening to law work.

Thus the gift of observation that characterised Popinot
was necessarily bifrons, he could guess the virtues of
a pauper—good feelings nipped, fine actions in embryo,
unrecognised self-sacrifice, just as he could read at the
bottom of a man's conscience the faintest outlines of a
crime, the denderest threads of wrongdoing, and infer
all the rest.
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Popinat's inherited fortune was a thousand crowns a
year. His wife, e to M. Bianchon senior, a doctor
at Sancerre, had brought him about twice as much. She,
dying five years snce, had left her fortune to her husband.
Asthe salary of a supernumerary judge is not large, and
Popinot had been a fully slaried judge only for four
years, we may guess his reasons for paramony in all that
concerned his person and mode of life, when we consder
how small his means were and how great his beneficence.
Beddes, is not such indifference to dres as gamped
Popinot an absent-minded man, a digtinguishing mark of
sdientific attainment, of art pasdonatdy pursued, of a
perpetualy active mind ? To complete this portrait, it
will be enough to add that Popinot was one of the few
judges of the Court of the Sane on whom the ribbon of
the Legion of Honour had not been conferred.

Such was the man who had been insructed by the
President of the Second Chamber of the Court—to which
Popinat had belonged dnce his reinstatement among the
judges in civil law—to examine the Marquis d'Espard
at the request of his wife, who sued for a Commisson in
Lunacy.

TheRuedu Fouarre, where so many unhappy wretches
swarmed in the early mor ning, would be deserted by nine
o'cdock, and as gloomy and sgualid as ever. Bianchon
put his horse to atrot in order to find his unclein the
midgt of his busness It was not without a smile that
he thought of the curious contragt the judge's appearance
would make in Madame d'Espard's room; but he pro-
mised himsdf that he would pesuade him todres in a
way that should not be too ridiculous.

If only my uncle happens to have a new coat!' sad
Bianchon to himsdf, as he turned into the Rue du
Fouarre, where a pale light shone from the parlour
windows. ' | shall do well, | believe, to talk that over
with Lavienne.'

At the sound of wheds half a score of dartled paupers
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came out from under the gateway, and took off their
hats on recognisng Bianchon; for the doctor, who
treated gratuitoudy the dck recommended to him by
the lawyer, was not less well known than he to the poor
creatures asambled there,

Bianchon found his uncle in the middle of the parlour,
where the benches were occupied by patients present-
ing such grotesque singularities of cosume as would
have made the leas artistic passe-by turn round to
gaze at them. A draughtsman—a Rembrandt, if there
were one in our day—might have concaved of one of his
finest compostions from seeing these children of misery,
in artless attitudes, and all silent.

Here was the rugged countenance of an old man with
a white beard and an apogolic head—a Saint Peter ready
to hand; his chest, partly uncovered, showed salient
musdles, the evidence of an iron constitution which had
saved him asa fulcrum to ress a whole poem of sorrows.
There a young woman was suckling her youngest-born
to keep it from crying, while another of about five sood
between her kness. Her white bosom, gleaming amid
rags, the baby with its transparent flesh-tints, and the
brother, whose attitude promised a dreet arab in the
future, touched the fancy with pathos by its amogt
graceful contrag with the long row of faces crimson
with cold, in the midst of which sat this family group.
Further away, an old woman, pae and rigid, had the
repulsive look of rebelious pauperiam, eager to avenge
all its pag woesin one day of violence.

There, again, was the young workman, weakly and
indolent, whose brightly intelligent eye revealed fine
faculties crushed by necessty sruggled with in vain,
saving nothing of his sufferings, and nearly dead for lack
or an opportunity to sgqueeze between the barsof the vast
gews where the wretched swim round and round and
devour each other.

The majority were women; their husbands, gone to
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their work, left it to them, no doubt, to plead the cause
of the family with the ingenuity which characterises the
woman of the people, who is aimost always queen in her
hovel. You would have seen a torn bandana on every
head, on every form a skirt degp in mud, ragged kerchiefs,
worn and dirty jackets, but eyes that burnt like live coas
It was a horrible assmblage, raisng at firs sight a
feding of disgust, but giving a certain snse of terror the
instant you perceved that the resignation of thee souls
all engaged in the struggle for every necessary of life, was
purely fortuitous, a speculation on benevolence. The
two tallow candles which lighted the parlour flickered
in a ort of fog caused by the fetid atmosphere of the ill-
ventilated room.

The magigrate himsdf was not the least picturesque
figure in the midgt of this assambly. He had on his
head a rusty cotton night-cap ; as he had no cravat, his
neck was visble, red with cold and wrinkled, in contrast
with the threadbare collar of his old dressng-gown. His
worn face had the half-stupid look that comes of absorbed
attention. His lips, like those of all men who work,
were puckered up likea bagwith the srings drawn tight.
His knitted brows ssemed to bear the burden of all the
sorrows confided to him: he felt, analysed, and judged
them all. As watchful as a Jew money-lender, he never
raised his eyes from his books and regisers but to look
into the very heart of the persons he was examining,
with the flashing glance by which a miser expresses his
alarm.

Lavienne, ganding behind his mager, ready to carry
out his orders srved no doubt as a sort of police, and
welcomed new-comers by encouraging them to get over
their shyness When the doctor appeared there was a
gir on the benches Lavienne turned his head, and was
strangely surprised to sse Bianchon.

Ah! Itisyou, od boy ! "' exdaimed Popinot, stretch-
ing himsdf. ' What brings you so early ?
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‘I was afraid let you should make an official visit
about which | wish to peek to you before | could s
you.'

"Well,'said the lawyer, addressing a stout little woman
who was still ganding dose to him, ' if you do not tell
me what it is you want, | cannot guess it, child.'

'Make haste'said Lavienne. 'Do not waste other
peoples time.'

"Monsieur,' ssid thewoman at lagt, turning red, and
speaking 0 low as only to be heard by Popinot and
Lavienne,' | have a green-grocery truck, and | have my
last baby out at nurse and | owe for hiskeep. Well, |
had hidden my little bit of money—

Y es; and your man took it ? said Popinot, guessing
the sequel.

_Yes, sr

~What isyour name ?'

. La Pomponne.

. And your husband's ?

. Toupinet.'

Rue du Petit-Banquier ?* said Popinot, turning over
his register. 'Heisin prison,” he added, reading a note
at the margin of the section in which this family was
described.

'For debt, my kind Monsieur.'

Popinot shook his head.

But | have nothing to buy any stock for my truck ;
thelandlord came yesterday and made me pay up; other-
wise | should have been turned out.'

Lavienne bent over his mager, and whispered in his
€ar.

"Well, how much do you want to buy fruit in the
market ?

Why, my good Monsieur, to carry on my busnes |
should want—Yes, | should certainly want ten francs'

Popinot dgned to Lavienne, who took ten francs out
of a large bag, and handed them to the woman, while
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the lawyer made a note of the loan in hisledger. As he
saw the thrill of ddight that made the poor hawker
tremble, Bianchon undersood the apprehensons that
must have agitated her on her way to the lawyer's house

"You next,'said Lavienne to the old man with the
white beard.

Bianchon drew the servant asde, and asked him how
long this audience would last.

Monsieur has had two hundred persons this morning,
and there are eighty to be turned off, sad Lavienne.
"Y ou will have time to pay your early visit, sr.'

Here, my boy,’ said the lawyer,turning round and
taking Horace by the arm’ here are two addreses near
this—one in the Rue de Sane, and the other in the Rue
de I'Arbalete. Go there at once Rue de Sdane a
young girl has just asphyxiated hersdf;, and Rue de
I'Arbalete, you will find a man to remove to your
hospital. | will wait breakfas for you.'

Bianchon returned an hour later. The Rue du
Fouarre was deserted; day was beginning to dawn there;
his uncle had gone up to his rooms; the lag poor wretch
whose misery thejudge had relieved was departing, and
Laviennés money bag was empty.

" Well, how are they going on ?' aked the old lawyer,
as the doctor camein.

'"The man is dead,'replied Bianchon; 'the girl will
get over it.'

Since the eye and hand of a woman had been lacking,
the flat in which Popinot lived had assumed an agect in
harmony with its mader's The indifference of a man
who is absorbed in one dominant idea had st its gamp
of eccentricity on everything. Everywhere lay uncon-
querable dud, every object was adapted to a wrong
purpoe with a pertinacity suggedive of a bachdor's
home. There were papeasin the flower vasss empty ink-
bottles on the tables plates that had been forgotten,
matches usad as tapers for a minute when something had
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to be found, drawers or boxes half turned out and left
unfinished; in short, all the confuson and vacancies
resulting from plans for order never carried out. The
lawyer's private room, especially disordered by this
incessant rummage, bore witness to his unresting pace, the
hurry of a man overwhemed with busness hunted by
contradictory necessties The bookcase looked as if it
had been sacked ; there were books scattered over every-
thing, some piled up open, one on ancther, athers on the
floor face downwards; regigers of proceedings laid on
the floor in rows, lengthwise, in front of the shdves ; and
that floor had not been polished for two years.

The tables and shdves were covered with ex woos the
offerings of the grateful poor. On a pair of blue glass
jars which ornamented the chimney-shef there were
two dlass balls of which the core was made up of
many coloured fragments, giving them the appearance
of some singular natural product. Against thewall hung
frames of artificial flowers, and decorations in which
Popinot's initials were surrounded by hearts and everlast-
ing flowers. Here were boxes of daborate and usdes
cabinet work; there letter-weights carved in the syle
of work done by convicts in penal servitude. These
maderpieces of patience, enigmas of gratitude, and
withered bouquets gave the lawyer's room the appearance
of atoyshop. Thegood man usd these works of art as
hiding-places which he filled with bills, worn-out pens
and sraps of paper. All these pathetic withesses to his
divine charity were thick with dug, dingy, and faded.

Some birds, beautifully guffed, but eaten by moth,
perched in this wilderness of trumpery, presded over by
an Angora cat, Madame Popinot's pet, retored to her
no doubt with all the graces of life by some impecunious
naturalist, who thus repaid a gift of charity with a
perennial treasure. Some local artist whose heart had
misguided his brush had painted portraits of M. and
Madame Popinot. Even in the bedroom there were
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embroidered pin-cushions, landscapes in crossitch, and
aosss in folded paper, 0 daboratdy cockled as to show
the sness labour they had cost.

The window-curtains were black with smoke, and
the hangings absolutdy colourless. Between the fire-
place and the large square table at which the magistrate
worked, the cook had s two cups of coffee on a small
table, and two arm-chairs, in mahogany and horsehair,
awaited the uncle and nephew. As daylight, darkened
by the windows, could not penetrate to this corner, the
cook had left two dips burning, whose unsnuffed wicks
showed a sort of mushroom growth, giving the red light
which promises length of life to the candle from dow-
ness of combustion—a discovery due to some miser.

My dear uncle, you ought to wrap yoursdf more
war mly when you go down to that parlour.’

| cannot bear to keep them waiting, poor souls !'—
Well, and what do you want of me ?'

| have come to ak you to dine to-morrow with the
Marquise d'Espard.

A rélation of ours ?' asked Popinot, with such genuine
absnce of mind that Bianchon laughed.

"No, uncle; the Marquise d'Espard is a high and
puissant lady, who has laid before the Courts a petition
desring that a Commisson in Lunacy should st on her
husband, and you are appointed—

And you want me to dine with her! Areyou mad ?'
sid the lawyer, taking up the code of proceedings.
' Here, only read thisarticle, prohibiting any magigrate's
eating or drinking in the house of either of two parties
whom he is called upon to decide between. Let her
come and s me, your Marquise, if she has anything to
sy tome. | was in fact to go to examine her husband
to-morrow, after working-the case up to-night.'

He rosg took up a packet of papersthat lay under a
weight where he could seit, and after reading the title,
he said—
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' Here is the affidavit. Since you take an interest in
this high and puissant lady, let us se what she wants!'

Popinot wrapped his dressng-gown across his body,
from which it was congantly dipping and leaving his
ches bare; he spped his bread in the half-cold coffeg
and opened the petition, which he read, allowing himsdlf
to throw in a parenthess now and then, and some dis
cusdons in which his nephew took part:—

" To Monseur the Presdent of the Civil Tribunal
of the Lower Court of the Department of the Sene,
sitting at the Palais de Justice.

" Madame Jeanne Clementine Ather.ai's de Blamont-
Chauvry, wife of M. Charles Maurice Marie Andoche,
Comte de Negrepdise, Marquis d'Espard " —a very good
family—" landowner, the ssid Mme. d'Espard living
in the Rue du Faubourg Saint-Honore, No. 104, and
the said M. d'Espard in the Rue de la Montagne-Sainte-
Genevieve, No. 22."—to be sure, the Presdent told
me he lived in this part of the town—" having for her
solicitor Maitre Desroches"—Desroches ! a pettifogging
jobber, a man looked down upon by his brother lawyers,
and who does his clients no good—

Poor flow !" said Bianchon, ' unluckily he has no
money, and he rushes round like the devil in holy water
—Thatisall.'

Has the honour to submit to you, Monsieur the
President, that for a year past the moral and intellectual
powers of her husband, M. d'Espard, have undergone
0 srious a change, that at the presnt day they have
reached the date of dementia and idiotcy provided for
by Article 448 of the Civil Code, and require the applica-
tion of the remedies ¢ forth by that article, for the
security of his fortune and his person, and to guard the
interest of his children whom he kegps to live with
him.

""That, in point of fact, the mental condition of M.
d'Espard, which for some years has given grounds for
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alarm bassd on the sysem he has pursued in the
management of his affairs, has reached, during the lagt
twelvemonth, a deplorable depth of depresson ; that his
infirm will was the firg thing to show the reaults of
themalady; and that its effete sate leaves M. the Marquis
d'Espard exposed to all the perils of his incompetency, as
is proved by the following facts.—
Fora long time all the income accruing from
M. dEgard's edates are paid, without any reason-
able cause, or even temporary advantage, into the hands
of an old woman, whose repulsve ugliness is generally
remarked on, named Madame Jeanrenaud, living some
timesin Paris, Rue de la Vrilliere, No. 8, sometimes at
Villeparisis, near Claye, in the Department of Sene et
Marne, and for the benefit of her son, aged thirty-six,
an officer in the ex-Imperial Guards, whom the Marquis
d'Egard has placed by his influence in the King's
Guards, as Major in the First Regiment of Cuirassers.
These two pesons who in 1814 were in extreme
poverty, have snce then purchassd house-property of
condderable value; among other items, quite recently,
a large house in the Grande Rue Verte, where the sad
Jeanrenaud is laying out condderable sums in order to
sttle there with the woman Jeanrenaud, intending to
marry; these sums amount already to more than a
hundred thousand francs. The marriage has been
arranged by the intervention of M. d'Espard with his
banker, one Mongenod, whose niece he has aked in
marriage for the said Jeanrenaud, promising to use his
influence to procure him the title and dignity of Baron*
This has in fact been scured by his Majesty's letters
patent, dated December 29th of lag year, at the request
of the Marquis d'Espard, as can be proved by his
Excellency the Keeper of the Sedls if the Court should
think proper to require his testimony.
' "That no reason, not even such as morality and the
law would concur in disapproving, can justify the influence
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which the sad Mme. Jeanrenaud exerts over M.
d'Espard, who, indeed, s her very seldom ; nor account
for his strange affection for the said Baron Jeanrenaud,
Major, with whom he has but little intercourse. And
yet their power is so considerable, that whenever they
need money, if only to gratify a mere whim, this lady
or her son—-"Heh, heh! no reason even such as morality
and the law concur in disapproving! What does the
clerk or the attorney mean to insinuate 7 said Popinot.

Bianchon laughed.

" Thislady, or her son, obtain whatever they ask of
the Marquis dEspard without demur; and if he has not
ready money, M. d'Espard draws bills to be paid by the
said Mongenod, who has offered to give evidence to that
effect for the petitioner.

""That, moreover, in further proof of these facts,
lately, on the occasion of the renewal of the lesses on
the Espard estate, the farmers having paid a considerable
premium for the renewal of their lesses on the old terms,
M. Jeanrenaud at once secured the payment of it into
his own hands.

"" That the Marquis dEspard parts with these sums
of money so little of his own free-will, that when he was
spoken to on the subject he seemed to remember nothing
of the matter ; that whenever anybody of any weight
has questioned him as to his devotion to these two
persons, his replies have shown so complete an asence of
idess and of sense of his own interests, that there obviously
must be some occult .cause at work to which the
petitioner begs to direct the eye of justice, inasmuch as
it is impossible but that this cause should be criminal,
malignant, and wrongful, or dse of a nature to come
under medical jurisdiction; unless this influence is of
the kind which constitutes an ause of moral power—
such as can only be described by the word possession——"
The devil!" exclaimed Popinot. ' What do you say to
that, doctor ? These are strange statements.’

0
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'They might certainly,’ ssid Bianchon, 'be an effect
of magnetic force'

' Then do you bdieve in Mesmer's nongnsg and his
tub, and seeing through walls ?

Yes, uncle' sid the doctor gravely. 'As | heard
you read that petition | thought of that. | asure you
that | have verified, in another sphere of action, svera
analogous facts proving the unlimited influence one man
may acquire over ancother. In contradiction to the
opinion of my brethren, | am perfectly convinced of the
power of the will regarded asa motor force. All collu-
son and charlatanism apart, | have ssn the reaults of such
a posesson.  Actions promised during dep by a mag-
netised patient to the magnetisr have been scrupuloudy
performed on waking. The will of one had become the
will of the other.'

" Every kind of action ?'

'Yes.'

"Evenacriminal act ?'

'Even acrime.

Ifit were not from you, | would not listen to such a
thing.'

"I will make you witnessit,' said Bianchon.

"Hm, hm," muttered the lawyer. 'But supposng
that this so-called possesson fell under this dass of facts,
it would be difficult to prove it as legal evidence!

"I f this woman Jeanrenaud is so hideoudy old and
ugly, I do not sse what other means of fascination she
can have used, observed Bianchon.

'‘But,’ observed the lawyer, 'in 1814, the time at
which this fascination is supposed to have taken place,
this woman was fourteen years younger ; if she had been
connected with M. d'Espard ten years before that, these
calculations take us back four-and-twenty years to a
time when the lady may have been young and pretty,
and have won for hersdf and her son a power over M.
d'Espard which some men do not know how to evade
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Though the source of this power is reprehensble in the
sght of judtice it is judtifiable in the eye of nature
Madame Jeanrenaud may have been aggrieved by the
marriage, contracted probably at about that time, between
the Marquis dEspard and Mademoisdle de Blamont-
Chauvry, and at the bottom of all this there may be
nothing more than the rivalry of two women, since the
Marquis has for a long time lived apart from Mme.
d'Espard*

_ But her repulsive ugliness, uncle.’

Power of fascination is in direct proportion to ugli-
nes' sad the lawyer; ' that isan old story. And then
think of the smallpox, doctor. But to proceed.

""That s0 long ago as in 1815, in order to supply the
ams of money required by thee two persons the
Marquis d'Espard went with his two children to live in
the Rue de la Montagne-Sainte-Genevieve, in rooms
quite unworthy of his name and rank" —well, we may
live as we please—" that he kegps his two children there,
the Comte Clement d'Espard and Vicomte Camille
I'Espard, in a style of living quite unsuited to their
future progpects their name and fortune; that he often
wants money, to such a point, that not long since the
landlord, one Mariast, put in an execution on the furni-
ture in the rooms; that when this execution was carried
out in his presence the Marquis dEspard hdped the
bailiff, whom he treated like a man of rank, paying him
all the marks of attention and respect which he would
have shown to a peson of superior birth and dignity to
himsdf."'

The unce and nephew glanced at each other and
laughed.

" That, moreover, every act of his life, beddes the facts
with reference to the widow Jeanrenaud and the Baron
Jeanrenaud, her son, are those of a madman; that for
nearly ten years he has given his thoughts excusvey to
China, its cusoms, manners, and higtory ; that he refers
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everything to a Chinese origin; that when he is ques
tioned on the subject, he confusss the events of the day
and the budness of yesterday with factsrelating to China;
that he cenaures the acts of the Government and the con-
duct of the King, though he is personally much attached
to him, by comparing them with the palitics of China;

""That this monomania has driven the Marquis
d'Espard to conduct devoid of all ssnse againg the
cugoms of men of rank, and, in oppostion to his own
profesad ideas as to the duties of the nobility, he has
joined a commercial undertaking, for which he constantly
draws bills which, as they fall due threaten both his
honour and his fortune, since they samp him as a trader,
and in default of payment may lead to his being dedared
insolvent; that these debts, which are owing to dationers,
printers, lithographers, and print-colourists, who have
supplied the materials for his publication, called A Pictur-
esque History of China, now coming out in parts, are so
heavy that these tradesmen have requested the petitioner
to apply for a Commission in Lunacy with regard to the
Marquis d'Espard in order to save their own credit.""

'The man is mad !I" exclaimed Bianchon.

"You think s, do you? sad his uncle. ' If you
ligen to only one bell, you hear only one sound.

' But it ssemsto me—' said Bianchon.

But it ssams to me' said Popinot,' that if any rda-
tion of mine wanted to get hold of the management of
my affairs and if, indead of being a humble lawyer,
whos colleagues can, any day, verify what his condition
is, | were a duke of the realm, an attorney with a little
cunning, like Desroches, might bring just such a petition
againg me.'

"" That his children's education has been neglected for
this monomania ; and that he has taught them, againg
all the rules of education, the fadts of Chinese history,
which contradict the tenets of the Catholic Church. He
a9 has them taught the Chinese dialects"'
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" Here Desroches srikes me as funny,' said Bianchon.

' The petition isdrawn up by his head clerk Godeschal,
who, as you know, is not strong in Chinese' said the
lawyer.

" That he often leaves his children degtitute of the
mog necessary things; that the petitioner, notwithstand-
ing her entreaties, can never se them; that the sad
Marquis d'Espard brings them to her only once a year;
that, knowing the privations to which they are exposed,
she makes vain efforts to give them the things mogt
necessary for their exisence, and which they require—"
Oh! Madame la Marquise, this is prepoderous By
proving too much you prove nothing.—My dear boy,
sid the od man, laying the document on his knee,
" where is the mother who ever lacked heart and wit and
yearning to such a degree as to fall beow the ingira-
tions suggested by her animal inginct ? A mother is as
cunning to get at her children as a girl can be in the
conduct of a love intrigue. If your Marquise really
wanted to give her children food and clothes, the Devil
himsdf would not have hindered her, hen ? That is
rather too big a fable for an old lawyer to swallow !—To
proceed.'

"" That at the age the said children have now attained
it is necessary that geps should be taken to preserve
them from the evil efects of such an education; that
they should be provided for as besams ther rank, and
that they should cease to have before their eyes the sad
example of their father's conduct;

" That there are proofs in support of these allegations
which the Court can eadly order to be produced. Many
times has M. d'Espard spoken of the judge of the Twelfth
Arrondissement as a mandarin of the third dass he
often geaks of the professors of the College Henri 1V. as
" men of letters" —and that offends them ! " In speaking
of the smples things, he says ' They were not done so
in China'; in the course of the mog ordinary conversa-
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tion he will sometimes allude to Madame Jeanrenaud,
or sometimes to events which happened in the time of
Louis xiv., and then €t plunged in the darket mean-
chaly ; sometimes he fandes he isin China. Severa of
his neighbours, among others one Ed me Becker, medical
student, and Jean Baptiste Fremiot, a profesor, living
under the same roof, are of opinion, after frequent inter-
course with the Marquis d'Espard, that his monomania
with regard to everything Chinee is the rexult of a
scheame laid by the said Baron Jeanrenaud and the widow
his mother to bring about the deadening of all the
Marquis d'Espard's mental faculties, snce the only
service which Mme. Jeanrenaud appears to render M.
d'Espard is to procure him everything that reates to the
Chinese Empire;

" Finally, that the petitioner is prepared to show to
the Court that the moneys absorbed by the said Baron
and Mme. Jeanrenaud between 1814 and 1828 amount
to not less than one million francs.

" In confirmation of the fads herein st forth, the
petitioner can bring the evidence of peasons who are in
the habit of seeing the Marquis d'Espard, whose names
and professons are subjoined, many of whom have urged
her to demand a commisson in lunacy to dedare M.
d'Espard incapable of managing his own affairs, as being
the only way to preserve his fortune from the effects of
his maladministration and his children from his fatal
influence.

" Taking all this into congderation, M. le President,
and the affidavits subjoined, the petitioner dedres that it
may pleese you, inasnuch as the foregoing facts auffi-
ciently prove the insanity and incompetency of the
Marquis d'Espard herein described with his titles and
resdence to order that, to the end that he may be
dedared incompetent by law, this petition and the docu-
ments in evidence may be laid before the king's public
prosecutor; and that you will charge one of the judges
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of this Court to make his report to you on any day you
may be pleased to name, and thereupon to pronounce
judgment,” etc.

And here,' said Popinot, 'is the President's order in-
structing me ! —Well, what does the Marquise d'Espard
want with me? | know everything. But | shal go
to-morrow with my registrar to ssee M. le Marquis, for
this does not seem at all clear to me.'

Listen, my dear uncle, | have never asked the least
little favour of you that had to do with your legal func-
tions; well, I now beg you to show Madame d'Espard
the kindness which her situation deserves.  If she came
here, you would listen to her ?

'Yes.'

Well, then, go and listen to her in her own house.
Madame d'Espard is a sickly, nervous, delicate woman,
who would faint in your rat's hole of a place. Go in the
evening, instead of accepting her dinner, since the law
forbids your eating or drinking at your client's expense.’

And does not the law forbid you from taking any
legacy from your deed 7 sad Popinot, fancying that he
saw a touch of irony on his nephew's lips.

'Come, uncle, if it were only to enable you to get at
the truth of this busness, grant my request. Y ou will
come as the examining judge, since matters do not seem
to you very clear. Deucetake it! It is as necessay to
cross-question the Marquise as it is to examine the
Marquis.'

You are right," said the lawyer. 't is quite possible
that it is she who is mad. | will go.’

"1 will cal for you. Write down in your engage-
ment book: " To-morrow evening at nine, Madame
d'Espard."—Good !" sad Bianchon, seeing his uncle
make a note of the engagement.

Next evening at nine Bianchon mounted his uncle's
dusty staircase, and found him at work on the statement
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of some complicated judgment. The coat Lavienne
had ordered of the tailor had not been sent, so Popinot
put on his old gained coat, and was the Popinot un-
adorned whose appearance made those laugh who did not
know the screts of his private life.  Bianchon, however,
obtained permisson to pull his cravat straight, and to
button his coat, and he hid the gains by crossng the
breag of it with the right Sde over the left, and so dis
playing the new front of the cloth. But in a minute
thejudge rucked the coat up over his chest by the way
in which he suffed his hands into his pockets, obeying
an irresgible habit. Thus the coat, desply wrinkled
both in front and behind, made a sort of hump in the
middle of the back, leaving a gap between the waistcoat
and trousers through which his shirt showed. Bianchon,
to his sorrow, only discovered this crowning absurdity
at the moment when his uncle entered the Marquise's
room.

A brief ketch of the person and the career of the lady
in whose presence the doctor and the judge now found
themsdves is necessry for an  understanding of her
interview with Popinot.

Madame d'Espard had, for the last ssven years, been
very much the fashion in Paris, where Fashion can raise
and drop by turns various personages who, now great
and now small, that is to say, in view or forgotten, are
at lag quite intolerable—as discarded ministers are, and
every kind of decayed sovereignty. These flatterers of
the pad, odious with their gale pretensons, know every-
thing, speak ill of everything, and, like ruined profligates,
arefriendswith all the world. Since her husband had
separated from her in 1815, Madame d'Espard mugt
have married in the beginning of 1812. Her children,
therefore, were aged respectively fifteen and thirteen.
By what luck was the mother of a family, about thrce-
and-thirty years of age, still the fashion ?

Though Fashion is capricious, and no one can forese
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who shall be her favourites, though she often exalts a
banker's wife, or some woman of very doubtful eegance
and beauty, it certainly ssams supernatural when Fashion
puts on congitutional airs and gives promotion for age
But in this cae Fashion had done as the world did,
and accepted Madame d'Espard as still young.

The Marquise, who was thirty-three by her regiser of
birth, wastwenty-two in a drawing-room in the evening.
But by what care, what artifice! Elaborate curls shaded
her temples.  She condemned hersdf to live in twilight,
affecting illness s as to dt under the protecting tones of
light filtered through mudin. Like Diane de Poitiers,
she usd cold water in her bath, and, like her again, the
Marquise dept on a horschair mattress, with morocco-
covered pillows to preserve her hair ; she ate very little,
only drank water, and observed monagic regularity in
the gnallest actions of her life.

This svere sydem has it is said, been carried so far
as to the use of ice ingead of water, and nothing but
cold food, by a famous Polish lady of our day who ends
a life, now verging on a century old, after the fashion of
atown belle. Fated to live as long as Marion Delorme,
whom history has credited with surviving to be a
hundred and thirty, the old vice-queen of Poland, at the
ageof nearly a hundred, has the heart and brain of youth,
a charming face, an degant shape; and in her conver-
sation, sparkling with brilliancy like faggots in the fire,
she can compare the men and books of our literature
with the men and books of the eighteenth century.
Living in Warsaw, she orders her caps of Herbault in
Paris. She isa great lady with the amiability of a mere
girl; she swims e runs like a schoolboy, and can
snk on to a sfa with the grace of a young coquette;
she mocks at death, and laughs at life. After having
adonished the Emperor Alexander, she can still amaze
the Emperor Nicholas by the splendour of her enter-
tainments. She can still bring tears to the eyes of a
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youthful lover, for her age is whatever she pleases, and
she hes the exquisite self-devotion of a grisette. In
short, she is hersdlf a fairy tale, unless, indeed, she isa
fairy.

Had Madame d'Espard known Madame Zayonseck ?
Did she mean to imitate her career ? Be that as it may,
the Marquise proved the merits of the treatment; her
complexion was clear, her brow unwrinkled, her figure,
like that of Henri ii.'s lady-love, preserved the little-
ness, the freshness the covered charms which bring a
woman love and keep it alive. The simple precautions
of this course, suggested by art and nature, and per-
haps by experience, had met in her with a generd
system which confirmed the results. The Marquise
was absolutely indifferent to everything that was not
herself: men amused her, but no man had ever causd
her those deep agitations which stir both natures to their
depths, and wreck one on the other. She knew neither
hatred nor love. When she was offended, she avenged
herself coldly, quietly, at her leisure, waiting for the
opportunity to gratify the ill-will she cherished against
anybody who dwelt in her unfavourable remembrance.
She made no fuss, she did not excite herself; she talked,
because dhe knew that by two words a woman may
cause the death of three men.

She had parted from M. d'Espard with the greatest
satisfaction. Had he not taken with him two children
who at present were troublesome, and in the future would
stand in the way of her pretensions? Her most intimate
friends, as much as her least persistent admirers, seeing
about her none of Cornelia's jewels, who come and go,
and unconsciously betray their mother's age, took her
for quite a young woman. The two boys, about whom
she seemed so anxious in her petition, were, like their
father, as unknown in the world as the north-west
pesssge is unknown to navigators. M. dEspard
was supposed to be an eccentric personage who had
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deserted his wife without having the smallet cause for
complaint againg her.

Migress of hersdf at two-and-twenty, and migress of
her fortune of twenty-six thousand francs a year, the
Marquise hestated long before deciding on a course of
action and ordering her life. Though she bendfited
by the expensss her hushand had incurred in his house,
though she had all the furniture, the carriages, the
horses in short, all the details of a handsome egablish-
ment, she lived a retired life duringthe years 1816, 17,
and 18, a time when families were recovering from the
dissgers resulting from political tempests.  She beonged
to one of the mogt important and illustrious families of the
Faubourg Saint-Germain, and her parents advised her to
live with them as much as posdble after the separation
forced upon her by her hushand's inexplicable caprice.

In 1820 the Marquise roussd hersdf from her
lethargy; she went to Court, appeared at parties, and
entertained in her own housa  From 1821 to 1827 she
lived in great style, and made hersdf remarked for her
tage and her dress she had a day, an hour, for receiv-
ing vidts, and ere long she had seated hersdf on the
throne, occupied before her by Madame la Vicomtesse
de Beaussant, the Duchese de Langeais, and Madame
Firmiani—who on her marriage with M. de Camps had
resgned the septre in favour of the Duchese
de Maufrigneuse, from whom Madame d'Espard
snatched it. Theworld knew nothing beyond this of
the private life of the Marquise d'Espard. She ssemed
likely to shine for long on the Parisian horizon, like the
un near its setting, but which will never .

The Marquise was on terms of great intimacy with a
duchess as famous for her beauty as for her attachment
to a prince just now in banishment, but accusomed to
play a leading part in every prospective government,
Madame d'Espard was a0 the friend of a foreign lady,
with whom a famous and very wily Russan diplomate
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was in the habit of discussing public affairs.  And then
an antiquated countess, who was accustomed to shuffle
the cards for the great game of politics, had adopted her
in a maternal fashion. Thus, to any man of high
ambitions, Madame d'Espard was preparing a covert but
very rea influence to follow the public and frivolous
ascendency she now owed to fashion. Her drawing-
room was acquiring political individuality : ' What do
they sy at Madame dEspard's? ' Are they against the
measure in Madame dEspard's drawing-room ? were
questions repeated by a sufficient number of simpletons
to give the flock of the faithful who surrounded her the
importance of a coterie. A few damaged politicians
whose wounds she had bound up, and whom she flattered,
pronounced her as capable in diplomacy as the wife of
the Russian ambessdor to London. The Marquise
had indeed severa times suggested to deputies or to
pears words and idess that had rung through Europe.
She had often judged correctly of certain events on which
her circle of friends dared not express an opinion. The
principal persons about the Court came in the evening to
play whist in her rooms.

Then she d had the qualities of her defects; she
was thought to be—and she was—discreet.  Her friend-
ship seemed to be staunch ; she worked for her proteges
with a persistency which showed that she cared less for
patronage than for increased influence. This conduct
was based on her dominant passon : Vanity. Conquests
and pleasure, which so many women love, to her seemed
only means to an end ; she aimed at living on every
point of the largest circle that life can describe.

Among the men still young, and to whom the future
belonged, who crowded her drawing-room on great
occasions, were to be ssen M M . de Marsay and de Ron-

uerolles, de Montriveau, delaRoche-Hugon, de Serizy,
Ferraud, Maxime de Trailles, de Listomere, the two
Vandenesses, du Chatelet, and others. She would
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frequently receive a man whose wife she would not
admit, and her power was great enough to induce certain
ambitious men to submit to these hard conditions, such
as two famous royalist bankers, M. de Nucingen and
Ferdinand du Tillet. She had so thoroughly sudied the
strength and the weakness of Paris life, that her conduct
had never given any man the amalles advantage over her.
An enormous price might have been st on a note or
letter by which she might have compromised hersdf,
without one being produced.

If an arid soul enabled her to play her part to the life,
her person was no less available for it. She had a youth-
ful figure. Her voice was at will, soft and fresh, or
cdear and hard. She posssssd in the highest degree the
scret of that aristocratic pose by which a woman wipes
out the pag. The Marquise knew well the art of setting
an immense gpace between her salf and the sort of man who
fandes he may be familiar after some chance advances
Her imposing gaze could deny everything. In her con-
versation fine and beautiful sentiments and noble
resolutions flowed naturally, as it ssemed, from a pure
heart and soul; but in reality she was all &f, and quite
capable of blasting a man who was clumsy in his nego-
tiations, at the very time when she was shamdesly
making a compromise for the benefit of her own interest.

Ragtignac, in trying to fagen on to thiswoman, had
discerned her to be the cleverest of tools, but he had
not yet usd it ; far from handling it, he was already
finding himsdf crushed by it. This young Condot-
tiere of the brain, condemned, like Napoleon, to give
battle congtantly, while knowing that a single defeat
would prove the grave of his fortunes, had met a
dangerous adversary in his protectress.  For the firg
timein histurbulent life, he was playing a game with a
partner worthy of him. He saw aplace as Minister in
the conquest of Madame d'Espard, so he was her tool
till hecould make her his—a perilous beginning.
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The Hotel d'Esard needed alarge household, and the
Marquise had a great number of servants The grand
receptions were held in the ground-floor rooms, but she
lived on the firgt floor of the house The perfect order
of a fine daircase splendidly decorated, and rooms fitted
in the dignified style which formerly prevailed at Ver-
slles, gpoke of an immense fortune.  When the judge
saw the carriage gates thrown open to admit his nephew's
cab, he took in with a rapid glance the lodge the
porter, the courtyard, the gables the arrangement of the
house, the flowers that decorated the dairs the perfect
cdeanliness of the banigers walls, and carpets, and
counted the footmen in livery who, as the bell rang,
appeared on the landing.  His eyes, which only yeserday
in his parlour had sounded the dignity of misery under
the muddy clothing of the poor, now sudied with the
same penetrating vison the furniture and splendour of
therooms he pased through, to pierce to the misery of
grandeur.

" M. Popinot.—M. Bianchon.'

The two names were pronounced at the door of the
boudoir where the Marquise was sitting, a pretty room
recently refurnished, and looking out on the garden
behind the house At the moment Madame d'Espard
was seated in one of the old rococo armchairs of which
Madame had st the fashion. Ragtignac was at her |eft
hand on a low chair, in which he looked sttled like an
Italian lady's' cousn. A third peson was standing by
the corner of the chimney-piece.  As the shrewd doctor
had suspected, the Marquise was a woman of a parched
and wiry constitution. But for her regimen her com-
plexion mug have taken the ruddy tone that is produced
by congant heat; but she added to the effect of her
acquired pallor by the srong colours of the suffs she
hung her roomswith, or in which shedresssd.  Reddish-
brown, marone, bistre with a golden light in it, suited
he to perfection. Her boudoir, copied from that of a
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famous lady then at the height of fashion in London,
was in tan-coloured velvet; but she had added various
details of ornament which moderated the pompous
splendour of this royal hue. Her hair was dresad like a
girl's in bands ending in curls, which emphassed the
-ather long oval of her face; but an oval face is as
majegtic as a round one is ignoble. The mirrors, cut
with faces to lengthen or flatten the face at will, amply
prove the rule as applied to the physognomy.

On seding Popinaot, who good in the doorway craning
his neck like a gartled animal, with his left hand in his
pocket, and the right hand holding a hat with a greasy
lining, the Marquise gave Rasgtignac a look where lay
a gam of mockery. The good man's rather foolish
appearance was 0 completdy in harmony with his
grotexque figure and scared looks, that Rastignac, catch-
ing sight of Bianchon's dgected expresson of humilia-
tion through his uncle, could not hep laughing, and
turned away. The Marquise bowed a greeting, and
made a great effort to rise from her seat, falling back
again, not without grace, with an air of apologisng for
her incivility by affected weakness.

At this ingtant the person who was standing between
he fireplace and the door bowed dlightly, and pushed
forward two chairs, which he offered by a gesture to the
doctor and thejudge; then, when they had seated them-
sves, he leaned againg the wall again, crossing his arms.

A word as to this man. There isliving now, in our
day, a painter—Decamps—who posess in the very
highest degree the art of commanding your interest in
everything he sts before your eyes, whether it be a sone
or aman. In thisregect his pencil is more skilful than
his brush. He will sketch an empty room and leave a
broom againg the wall. |If he chooses you shall shudder;
you shall believe that this broom has just been the
ingrument of crime, and is dripping with blood ; it
shall be the broom which the widow Bancal usd to
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clean out the room where Fualdes was murdered. Yes,
the painter will touzle that broom like aman in arage;
he will make each hair of it stand on end as though it
were on your own bristling scap ; he will make it the
interpreter between the secret poem of his imagination
and the poem that shall have its birth in yours. After
terrifying you by the aspect of that broom, to-morrow he
will draw another, and lying by it a cat, adesp, but
myserious in its deep, shall tell you that this broom is
that on which the wife of a German cobbler rides off to
the Sabbath on the Brocken. Or it will be a quite
harmless broom, on which he will hang the coat of a
clerk in the Treasury. Decamps had in his brush what
Paganini had in his bow—a magnetically communicative
power.

Well, | should have to trander to my syle that
striking genius, that marvelous knack of the pencil, to
depict the upright, tall, lean man dresed in black, with
black hair, who good there without speaking a word.
Thisgentleman had a face like a knife-blade, cold and
harsh, with a colour like Seine water when it is muddy
and strewn with fragments of charcoal from a sunken
barge. He looked at the floor, listening and passng
judgment. His attitude was terrifying. He sood there
like the dreadful broom to which Decamps has given the
power of revealing a crime. Now and then, in the
course of conversation, the Marquise tried to get some
tacit advice ; but however eager her questioning, he was
as grave and asrigid as the satue of the Commendatore.

The worthy Popinat, sitting on the edge of his chair
in front of the fire, his hat between his knees, dared at
the gilt chanddiers, the clock, and the curiogties with
which the chimney-shelf was covered, the velvet and
trimmings of the curtains, and all the costly and eegant
nothings that a woman of fashion collects about her.
He was roused from his homely meditations by Madame
d'Espard, who addressed him in a piping tone—
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"Monsieur, | oweyou a million thanks———'

'A million thanks,' thought he to himself, 'that is
too many ; it does not mean one.'

' For the trouble you condescend—

' Condescend !'" thought he; ' she is laughing at me.

" To take in coming to see an unhappy client, who is
too ill to go out—'

Here the lawyer cut the Marquise short by giving her
an inquisitorial look, examining the sanitary condition of
the unhappy client.

' As sound as a bell," said he to himself.

"Madame,' said he, assuming a respectful mien, ' you
owe me nothing. Although my visit to you is not in
strict accordance with the practice of the Court, we
ought to spare no pains to discover the truth in casss of
this kind. Our judgment is then guided less by the
letter of the law than by the promptings of our con-
science.  Whether | seek the truth here or in my own
consulting-room, so long as | find it, all will be well.'

While Popinot was speaking, Rastignac was shaking
hands with Bianchon; the Marquise welcomed the
doctor with a little bow full of gracious significance.

"Who is that ? ' asked Bianchon in a whisper of
Rastignac, indicating the dark man.

" The Chevalier d'Espard, the Marquis's brother.'

" Your nephew told me," said the Marquise to Popinot,
" how much you are occupied, and | know too that you
are so good as to wish to conceal your kind actions, so
as to release those whom you oblige from the burden
of gratitude. The work in Court is most fatiguing,
it would seem. Why have they not twice as many
judges ?'

' Ah, Madame, that would not be difficult; we should
be none the worse if they had. But when that happens,
fowls will cut their teeth!

As he heard this speech, so entirely in character with
the lawyer's appearance, the Chevalier measured him

p
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clean out the room where Fualdes was murdered. Yes,
the painter will touzle that broom like a man in arage;
he will make each hair of it stand on end & though it
were on your own bristling scap ; hewill makeit the
interpreter between the secret poem of his imagination
and the poem that shall have its birth in yours. After
terrifying you by the aspect of that broom, to-morrow he
will draw another, and lying by it a cat, adesp, but
mysterious in its deep, shall tell you that this broom is
that on which the wife of a German cobbler rides off to
the Sabbath on the Brocken. Or it will be a quite
harmless broom, on which he will hang the coat of a
clerk in the Treasury. Decamps had in his brush what
Paganini had in his bow—a magnetically communicative
power.

Well, | should have to transfer to my style that
striking genius, that marvellous knack of the pencil, to
depict the upright, tall, lean man dressed in black, with
black hair, who stood there without speaking a word.
This gentleman had a face like a knife-blade, cold and
harsh, with a colour like Seine water when it is muddy
and strewn with fragments of charcoa from a sunken
barge. He looked at the floor, listening and passing
judgment. His attitude was terrifying. He stood there
like the dreadful broom to which Decamps has given the
power of revealing a crime. Now and then, in the
course of conversation, the Marquise tried to get some
tacit advice; but however eager her questioning, he was
as grave and as rigid as the statue of the Commendatore.

The worthy Popinot, sitting on the edge of his chair
in front of the fire, his hat between his knees, stared at
the gilt chandeliers, the clock, and the curiosities with
which the chimney-shelf was covered, the velvet and
trimmings of the curtains, and all the costly and elegant
nothings that a woman of fashion collects about her.
He was roused from his homely meditations by Madame
d'Espard, who addressed him in a piping tone—
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' Monsieur, | owe you a million thanks—

'A million thanks,' thought he to himself, 'that is
too many ; it does not mean one.

' For the trouble you condescend—

' Condescend !I" thought he ; ' she is laughing at me.’

' To take in coming to see an unhappy client, who is
too ill to go out——-'

Here the lawyer cut the Marquise short by giving her
an inquisitorial look, examining the sanitary condition of
the unhappy client.

' As sound as a bell,' said he to himself.

'"Madame," said he, assuming a respectful mien, 'you
owe me nothing. Although my visit to you is not in
strict accordance with the practice of the Court, we
ought to spare no pains to discover the truth in cases of
this kind. Our judgment is then guided les by the
letter of the law than by the promptings of our con-
science.  Whether | seek the truth here or in my own
consulting-room, so long as | find it, all will be well.'

While Popinot was speaking, Rastignac was shaking
hands with Bianchon; the Marquise welcomed the
doctor with a little bow full of gracious significance.

"Who is that ? asked Bianchon in a whisper of
Rastignac, indicating the dark man.

' The Chevalier d'Espard, the Marquis's brother.'

" Your nephew told me,' said the Marquise to Popinot,
" how much you are occupied, and | know too that you
are so good as to wish to conceal your kind actions, so
as to release those whom you oblige from the burden
of gratitude. The work in Court is most fatiguing,
it would seem. Why have they not twice as many
judges ?'

"Ah, Madame, that would not be difficult ; we should
be none the worse if they had. But when that happens,
fowls will cut their teeth!'

As he heard this speech, so entirely in character with
the lawyer's appearance, the Chevalier measured him

p
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from head to foot, out of one eye, as much as to say,
' We shall easly manage him !'

The Marquise looked at Rastighac, who bent over
her. ' That isthe sort of man," murmured the dandy in
her ear,’ who is trusted to pass judgments on the life
and interests of private individuals.'

Like mog men who have grown old in a busnes
Popinot readily Jet himsdf follow the habits he had
acquired, more particularly habits of mind. His con-
versation was all of 'the shop.! He was fond of ques
tioning those he talked to, forcing them to unexpected
concdusions, making them tell more than they wished to
reveal. Pozzo di Borgo, it is said, usd to amuse himsdlf
by discovering other folks secrets and entangling them
in his diplomatic snares, and thus, by invincible habit,
showed how his mind was soaked in wiliness, As soon
as Popinot had surveyed the ground, so to speak, on
which he ¢ood, he saw that it would be necessary to
have recourse to the deverest subtleties, the mog dabo-
rately wrapped up and disguised, which were in use in the
Courts, to detect the truth.

Bianchon sat cold and stern, asa man who has made
up his mind to endure torture without revealing his
sufferings, but in his heart he wished that his uncle
could only trample on this woman as we trample on a
viper—a comparison suggested to him by the Marquise's
long dress, by the curve of her attitude, her long neck,
small head, and undulating movements.

'Well, Monsieur,” ssid Madame d'Espard, 'however
great my didike to be or seem dfish, | have been suffer-
ing too long not to wish that you may settle matters at
once. Shall | soon get a favourable decison ?

Madame, | will do my beg to bring matters to a
conclusion,” said Popinot, with an air of frank good-
nature ' Are you ignorant of the reason which made
the separation necessary which now subsds between you
and the Marquis d'Espard ?'
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"Yes, Monsieur," she replied, evidently prepared with
a story to tell. ' At the beginning of 1816 M. d'Espard,
whose temper had completely changed within three
months or so, proposed that we should go to live on one
of his estates near Briancon, without any regard for my
health, which that climate would have destroyed, or for
my habits of life; | refused to go. My refusal gave rise
to such unjustifiable reproaches on his part, that from
that hour | had my suspicions as to the soundness of his
mind. On the following day he left me, leaving me his
house and the free use of my own income, and he went
to live in the Rue de la Montagne-Saint-Genevieve,
taking with him my two children—'

" One moment, Madame,' said thelawyer, interrupting

her. ' What was that income ?'
' Twenty-six thousand francs a year,' she replied paren-
thetically. ' | at once consulted old M. Bordin as to

what | ought to do,” she went on; ' but it seems that
there are so many difficulties in the way of depriving a
father of the care of his children, that | was forced to
resign myselfto remaining alone at the age of twenty-
two—an age at which many young women do very
foolish things. You have read my petition, no doubt,
Monsieur ; you know the principal facts on which |
rely to procure a Commission in Lunacy with regard to
M. d'Espard?

" Have you ever applied to him, Madame, to obtain the
care of your children ?'

Yes, Monsieur ; butin vain. It is very hard on a
mother to be deprived of the affection of her children,
particularly when they can give her such happiness as
every woman clings to.’

~The elder must be sixteen," said Popinot.

Fifteen,' said the Marquise eagerly.

Here Bianchon and Rastignac looked at each other.
Madame d'Espard bit her lips.

'What can the age of my children matter to you ?'
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Well, Madame,' sad the lawyer, without seeming to
attach any importance to his words, ' a lad of fifteen and
his brother, of thirteen, | suppose, have legs and their
wits about them ; they might come to s you on the
sly. If they do not, it is because they obey their father,
and to obey him in that matter they must love him very
dearly.’

1 do not understand,’ said the Marquise.

Y ou do not know, perhaps, replied Popinot,' that in
your petition your attorney represents your children as
being very unhappy with their father ?*

Madame d'Espard replied with charming innocence—

"l do not know what my attorney may have put into
my mouth.'

" Forgive my inferences,’ sad Popinot, ' but Justice
weighs everything. What | ak you, Madame, is sug-
gested by my wish thoroughly to understand the matter.
By your account M. d'Espard deserted you on the most
frivolous pretext. Instead of going to Briancon, where
he wished to takeyou, heremained in Paris. This point
is not clear. Did he know this Madame Jeanrenaud
before his marriage ?

'No, Monsieur,' replied the Marquise, with some
asperity, visible only to Rastignac and the Chevalier
d'Espard.

She was offended a being cross-questioned by this
lawyer when she had intended to beguile his judgment;
but as Popinot still looked stupid from sheer absence of
mind, she ended by attributing his interrogatory to the
Questioning Spirit of Voltaire's bailiff.

"My parents,’ she went on, ' married me at the age of
sixteen to M. d'Espard, whose name, fortune, and mode
of lifewere such as my family looked for in the man who
was to be my husband. M. d'Espard wes then six-and-
twenty; he was a gentleman in the English sense of the
word; his manners plessed me, he ssemed to have plenty
of ambition, and | like ambitious people, she added,
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looking at Rastignac. 'If M. dEspard had never met
that Madame Jeanrenaud, his character, his learning, his
acquirements would have raised him—as his friends then
believed—to high office in the Government. King
Charles x., at that time Monsieur, had the greatest
esteem for him, and a peer's seet, an appointment at
Court, some important post certainly would have been
his. That woman turned his head, and has ruined all
the prospects of my family.'

What were M. d'Espard's religious opinions at that
time ?

He was, and is still, avery pious man.'

"You do not suppose that Madame Jeanrenaud may
have influenced him by mysticism ?

~No, Monsieur.'

You have a very fine house, Madame,' said Popinot
suddenly, taking his hands out of his pockets, and rising
to pick up his coat-tails and warm himself. 'This
boudoir is very nice, those chairs are magnificent, the
whole apartment is sumptuous. Y ou must indeed be
most unhappy when, seeing yourself here, you know
that your children are ill lodged, ill clothed, and ill fed.
| can imagine nothing more terrible for a mother.'

"Yes, indeed. | should be so glad to give the poor
little fellows some amusement, while their father keeps
them at work from morning till night a that wretched
history of China.'

"You give handsome balls ; they would enjoy them,
but they might acquire a teste for dissipation. However,
their father might send them to you once or twice in the
course of the winter.'

He brings them here on my birthday and on New
Year'sDay. On those days M. d'Espard does me the
favour of dining here with them.'

"It is very singular behaviour," said the judge, with an
air of conviction. 'Have you ever sen this Dame
Jeanrenaud?
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My Dbrother-in-law one day, out of interest in his
brother—' 7

Ah! Monsieur is M. dEspard's bother ? said the
lawyer, interrupting her.

The Chevalier bowed, but did not spesk.

M. d'Espard, who hes watched this affair, took meto
the Oratoire, where this woman goes to sermon, for she
is a Protestant. | saw her; she is not in the leest attrac-
tive; she looks like a butcher's wife, extremely fat,
horribly marked with the smallpox ; she has feet and
hands like a man's, she squints, in short, she is mon-
strous !

"It is inconceivable,' sad the judge, looking like the
most imbecile judge in the whole kingdom. ' And this
creature lives near here, Rue Verte, in a fine house ?
There are no plain folks left, it would seem ?

_Inamansion on which her son has spent absurd sums.’

'Madame,' said Popinot, 'l live in the Faubourg
Saint-Marceau; | know nothing of such expenses.
What do you call absurd sums ?

"Well,' sad the Marquise, ' a stable with five horses
and three carriages, a phaeton, a brougham, and a
cabriolet.’

That costs a large sum, then ? ' asked Popinot in
surprise.

"Enormous sums!' said Rastignac, intervening.
"Such an establishment would cogt, for the stables, the
keeping the carriages in order, and the liveries for the
men, between fifteen and sixteen thousand francs a year.'

'Should you think so, Madame?' sad the judge,
looking much astonished.

Yes, at least,' replied the Marquise.

'And the furnlture too, must have cost a lot of
money ?

'More than a hundred thousand francs' replied
Madame d'Espard, who could not help smiling at the
lawyer's vulgarity.
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" Judges, Madame, are apt to be incredulous, it is
what they are paid for, and | am incredulous. The
Baron Jeanrenaud and his mother must have fleeced M.
d'Espard mogt preposteroudy, if what you say is correct.
There is a gable establishment which, by your account,
cogs sxteen thousand francs a year.  Housekeeping,
srvants wages, and the gross expensss of the house
itself mugt run to twice as much ; that makes a total of
from fifty to sixty thousand francsa year. Do you sup-
poe that these people formerly so extremely poor, can
have so large a fortune? A million yidds scarcely forty
thousand a year.'

' Monsieur, the mother and son invested the money
given them by M. d'Espard in the fundswhen they were
at 60 to 80. | should think their income must be more
than sixty thousand francs And then the son has fine
appointments.

" If they gpend sixty thousand francs a year,' said the
judge, ' how much do you spend ?

'Well," said Madame d'Espard, 'about the same'
The Chevalier garted a little, the Marquise coloured;
Bianchon looked at Rastignac; but Popinot preserved
an expresson of smplicity which quite deceived Madame
d'Espard. The Chevalier took no part in the conversa-
tion ; he saw that all was logt.

' These people, Madame, might be indicted before the
superior Court,' said Popinot.

' That was my opinion," exclaimed the Marquise, en-
chanted. ' If threatened with the police, they would have
come to terms!’

' Madame,' said Popinot, 'when M. d'Espard left you,
did he not give you a power of attorney enabling you to
manage and control your own affairs?

'l do not undergand the object of all thee ques
tions' sid the Marquise with petulance. 'It seams
to me that if you would only consder the date in
which | am placed by my husband's insanity, you
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ought to be troubling yourself about him, and not about
me.'

We ae coming to that, Madame," sad the judge,
'‘Before placing in your hands, or in any others, the
control of M. dEspard's property, supposing he were
pronounced incapable, the Court must inquire as to how
you have managed your own. If M. d'Espard gave you
power, he would have shown confidence in you, and the
Court would recognise the fact. Had you any power
from him? Y ou might have bought or sold house pro-
perty or invested money in business ?

No, Monsieur, the Blamont-Chauvrys are not in the
habit of trading," sad she, extremely nettled in her pride
as an aristocrat, and forgetting the business in hand.
" My property is intact, and M. dEspad gave me no
power to act.'

The Chevalier put his hand over his eyes not to
betray the vexation he felt at his sister-in-law's short-
sightedness, for she was ruining herself by her answers.
Popinot had gone straight to the mark in spite of his
apparent doublings.

Madame," said the lawyer, indicating the Chevalier,
' this gentleman, of course, is your near connection ?
May we spesk openly before these other gentlemen ?

Spesk on,' sad the Marquise, surprised at this
caution.

'Well, Madame, granting that you spend only sixty
thousand francs a year, to any one who sees your stables,
your house, your train of servants, and a style of house-
keeping which strikes me as far more luxurious than
that of the Jeanrenauds, that sum would seem well laid
out.'

The Marquise bowed an agreement.

'But," continued the judge, 'if you have no more
than twenty-six thousand francs a year, you may have a
hundred thousand francs of debts. The Court would
therefore have a right to imagine that the motives which
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prompt you to ak that your husband may be deprived of
the control of his property are complicated by self-interest
and the need for paying your debts—if—you—have—
any. The requedts addressed to me have interested
me in your position; consider fully and make your
confession.  If my suppositions have hit the truth, there
is yet time to avoid the blame which the Court would
have a perfect right to express in the saving dauses of
the verdict if you could not show your attitude to be
absolutely honourable and clear.

"It is our duty to examine the motives of the appli-
cant as well asto listen to the plea of the witness under
examination, to ascertain whether the petitioner may
not have been prompted by passion, by a desre for
money, which is unfortunately too common—-'

The Marquise was on Saint Laurence's gridiron.

" And | must have explanations on this point. Madame,
| have no wish to call you to account; | only want to
know how you have managed to live at the rate of sixty
housand francs a year, and that for some years pas.
There are plenty of women who achieve this in their
housekeeping, but you are not one of those. Tell me,
you may have the most legitimate resources, a royal
pension, or some claim onthe indemnities lately granted;
but even then you must have had your husband's autho-
rity to receive them.'

The Marquise did not spesk.

'"You must remember,” Popinot went on, 'that M.
d'Espard may wish to enter a protest, and his counsel
will have a right to find out whether you have any
creditors.  This boudoir is newly furnished, your rooms
are not now furnished with the things left to you by M.
dEspard in 1816. |If, as you did me the honour of
informing me, furniture is costly for the Jeanrenauds,
it must be yet more so for you, who are a great lady.
Though | am a judge, | am but a man; | may be
wrong—tell me so. Remember the duties imposed on
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me by the law, and the rigorous inquiries it demands,
when the cae before it is the suspenson from all his
functions of the father of a family in the prime of life.
So you will pardon me, Madame la Marquise, for laying
all these difficulties before you ; it will be essy for you to
give me an explanation.

When a man is pronounced incapable of the control
of his own affairs, a trustee has to be appointed. Who
will be the trustee ?

" His brother," sad the Marquise.

The Chevalier bowed. There was a short silence,
very uncomfortable for the five persons who were present.
The judge, in sport as it were, had laid open the
woman's sore place.  Popinot's countenance of common,
clumsy good-nature, at which the Marquise, the Cheva
lier, and Rastignac had been inclined to laugh, had
gained importance in their eyes.  As they stole alook at
him, they discerned the various expressons of that
eloguent mouth. The ridiculous mortal was a judge of
acumen. His studious notice of the boudoir was
accounted for: he had started from the gilt elephant
supporting the chimney-clock, examining all thisluxury,
and had ended by reading this woman's soul.

" If the Marquis d'Espard is mad about China, | s
that you are not less fond of its products,’ said Popinot,
looking at the porcelain on the chimney-piece. 'But
perhaps it was from M. le Marquis that you had these
charming Oriental pieces,' and he pointed to some precious
trifles.

Thisirony, invery good taste,madeBianchori smile, ana
petrified Rastignac, while the Marquise bit her thin lips.

" Instead of being the protector of a woman placed in
a cruel dilema—an alternative between losing her
fortune and her children, and being regarded as her
husband's enemy,' she said, 'you accuse me, Monsieur !
You suspect my motives! You must own that your
conduct Is strange !
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" Madame,' said the judge eagerly, ' the caution exer-
cised by the Court in such casss as these might have given
you, in any cother judge, a perhaps less indulgent critic
than | am.—And do you suppoe that M. d'Espard's
lawyer will show you any great consderation ? Will he
not be suspidous of motives which may be perfectly pure
and disnterested ? Your life will beat his mercy; he
will inquire into it without qualifying his ssarch by the
respectful deference | have for you.'

" | am much obliged to you, Monsieur,' said the Mar -
quise satirically. ' Admitting for the moment that |
owe thirty thousand, or fifty thousand francs, in the first
place, it would be a mere trifle to the dEards and the
de Blamont-Chauvrys. But if my husband is not in
the posesson of his mental faculties, would that prevent
his being pronounced incapable ?

. No, Madame,' said Popinot.

Although you have questioned me with a sort of
cunning which | should not have expected in a judge,
and under circumgances where graightforwardness would
have answvered your purpose’ she went on,' | will tell
you without subterfuge that my podtion in the world,
and the efforts | have to make to kegp up my connection,
are not in the leat to my tage | began my life by a
long peiod of solitude; but my children's interest
appealed to me; | fdt that | mug fill their father's
place. By receiving my friends, by keeping up all this
connection, by contracting these debts | have secured
their future welfare; | have prepared for them a brilliant
career where they will find help and favour; and to
have what has thus bemn acquired, many a man of
busness lawyer or banker, would gladly pay all it has
cost me!'

‘| appreciate your devoted conduct, Madame,' replied
Popinot. 'lIt does you honour, and | blame you for
nothing. A judge beongs to all: he mugt know and
weigh every fact.
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Madame d'Egard's tact and practice in estimating
men made her undergand that M. Popinot was not to
be influenced by any consderation. She had counted on
an ambitious lawyer, she had found a man of conscience.
She at once thought of finding other means for securing
theuccess of her side.

The servants brought in tea.

'Have you any further explanations to give me,
Madame ? said Popinot, seding these preparations.

Monsieur," she replied haughtily, ' do your busness
your own way ; question M. d'Espard, and you will pity
me, | am sure'’ She raissd her head, looking Popinot
in the face with pride, mingled with impertinence; the
worthy man bowed himself out respectfully.

A nice man is your uncle' sd Ragignac to
Bianchon. ' Ishe really so dense? Does not he know
what the Marquise d'Espard is, what her influence means,
her unavowed power over people? The Keeper of the
Seels will be with her to-morrow—'

My dear fellow, how can | hep it ? said Bianchon.
' Did not | warn you ? Heisnot aman you can get over.'

No," said Rastignac ; ' heisaman you must run over.'

The doctor was obliged to make his bow to the
Marquise and her mute Chevalier to catch up Popinat,
who, not being the man to endure an embarrassing
position, was pacing through the rooms.

That woman owes a hundred thousand crowns, said
the judge, as he sepped into his nephew's cab.

And what do you think of the case ?

"I, "' sid thejudge. 'l never have an opinion till |
have gone into everything. To-morrow early | will
snd to Madame Jeanrenaud to call on mein my private
office at four o'cdock, to make her explain the facts which
concern her, for she is compromised.'

"1 should very much like to know what the end
will be'

' Why, bless me, do not you s that the Marquise it
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the tool of that tall lean man who never uttered a word ?
There is a strain of Cain in him, but of the Cain who
goes to the Law Courts for his bludgeon, and there,
unluckily for him, we keep more than one Damocles
sword.'

Oh, Rastignac ! what brought you into that boat, |
wonder ? exclaimed Bianchon.

"Ah, we are used to seeing these little family con-
spirecies,’ said Popinot. ' Not a year peses without a
number of verdicts of "insufficient evidence" against
applications of this kind. In our state of society such
an attempt brings no dishonour, while we send a poor
devil to the galleys if he breaks a pane of glass dividing
him from a bow! full of gold. Our Code is not faultless.

' But these are the facts ?

' My boy, do you not know all the judicial romances
with which clients impose on their attorneys? If the
attorneys condemned themselves to state nothing but
the truth, they would not earn enough to keep their
office open.'

Next day, at four in the afternoon, a very stout
dame, looking a good ded like a cask dressed up in
a gown and belt, mounted Judge Popinot's stairs, per-
spiring and panting. She had, with great difficulty, got
out of a green landau, which suited her to a miracle ;
you could not think of the woman without the landau,
or the landau without the woman.

Itis |, my dear sir,’ sad she, appearing in the door-
way of the judge's room. ' Madame Jeanrenaud, whom
you summoned exactly as if | were a thief, neither more
nor less!

The common words were spoken in a common voice,
broken by the wheezing of asthma, and ending in acough.

When | go through a damp place, | can't tell you
what | suffer, sir. | shall never make old bones, saving
your presence However, here | am.'
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The lawyer was quite amazed at the appearance of
this supposed Marechale d'Ancre. Madame Jeanre-
naud's face was pitted with an infinite number of little
holes, was very red, with a pug nose and a low forehead,
and was as round as a ball; for everything about the
good woman was round. She had the bright eyes of a
country woman, an honest gaze, a cheerful tone, and,
chestnut hair held in place by a bonnet cgp under a green
bonnet decked with a shabby bunch of auriculas. Her
stupendous bust was a thing to laugh at, for it made one
fear some grotesque explosion every time she coughed.
Her enormous legs were of the shape which make the
Paris street boy describe such a woman as being built on
piles. The widow wore a green gown trimmed with
chinchilla, which looked on her as a splash of dirty oil
would look on a bridesveil. In short, everything about
her harmonised with her last words: ' Here | am.’

Madame,' said Popinot, ' you are suspected of having
used some seductive arts to induce M. d'Espard to hand
over to you very considerable sums of money.'

Of what! of what!" cried she. ' Of seductive arts ?
But, my dear sir, you are a man to be respected, and,
moreover, as a lawyer you ought to have some good
sene. Lookatme! Tell me if | amlikely to seduce
any one. | cannot tie my own shoes, nor even stoop.
For these twenty years padt, the Lord be praised, | have
not dared to put on a pair of stays under pain of sudden
death. | was as thin as an asparagus stalk when | was
seventeen, and pretty too—I may say so now. So |
married Jeanrenaud, a good fellow, and head-man on the
sat-barges. | had my boy, who is a fine young man ;
he ismy pride, and it is not holding myself cheap to sy
heis my best piece of work. My little Jeanrenaud was
asoldier who did Napoleon credit, and who served in the
Imperial Guard. But, alas! at the death of my old man,
who was drowned, times changed for the worse. | had
the smallpox, | waskept two years in my room with-
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out stirring, and | came out of it the sze you s me,
hideous for ever, and as wretched as could be These
are my seductive arts!

But what, then, can the reasons be that have induced
M. d'Espard to give you sums—?

' Hugious ums, Monsieur, sy the word; | do not
mind. But as to his reasons | am not at liberty to
explain them.'

'"You arewrong. At this moment, his family, very
naturally alarmed, are about to bring an action—'

' Heavens above us!' said the good woman, starting
up. ' Is it posdble that he should be worried on my
account ? That king of men, a man that has not his
match! Rather than he should have the smallest trouble,
or a hair less on his head | could amost say, we would
return every sou, Monsieur. Write that down on your
papers Heaven above us! | will go at once and
tell Jeanrenaud what is going on! A pretty thing
indeed!"

And the little old woman went out, rolled hersdf
downgtairs, and disappesred.

'"That one tdls no lies’ sid Popinot to himsdf.
'Well, tomorrow | shall know the whole sory, for |
shall go to s the Marquis d'Espard.’

People who have outlived the age when a man wagtes
his vitality at random, know how great an influence may
be exercised on more important events by apparently
trivial incidents, and will not be surprised at the weight
here given to the following minor fact. Next day
Popinot had an attack of coryza, a complaint which is
not dangerous, and generally known by the absurd and
inadequate name of a cold in the head.

The judge, who could not suppoe that the dday
could be srious feding himsdf a little feverish, kept
his room, and did not go to s the Marquis d'Espard.
This day logt was, to this affair, what on the Day of
Dupes the cup of soup had been, taken by Marie de
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M edici, which, by delaying her meeting with L ouis xiii.,
enabled Richelieu to arriveat Saint-Germain before her,
and recapture hisroyal dave

Before accompanying the lawyer and his registering
clerk to the Marquis d'Esard's house, it may be as well
to glance at the home and the private affairs of this
father of sons whom his wife's petition represented to be
a madman.

Here and there in the old parts of Parisa few build-
ings may still be sen in which the archaedlogig can
discern an intention of decorating the city, and that love
of property which leads the owner to give a durable
character to the structure. The house in which M.
d'Egpard was then living, in the Rue de la Montagne-
Sainte-Genevieve, was one of thexe old mandons built
in gone, and not devoid of a certain richness of gyle ;
but time had blackened the sone, and revolutions in
the town had damaged it both outsde and indde. The
dignitaries who formerly dwelt in the neighbourhood of
the University having disappeared with the great
ecclesadical foundations, this house had become the
home of indugries and of inhabitants whom it was never
degtined to sheter. During the lagt century a printing
edablishment had worn down the polished floors, soiled
the carved wood, blackened the walls, and altered the
principal internal arrangements. Formerly the resdence
of a Cardinal, this fine house was now divided among
plebeian tenants. The character of the architecture
showed that it had been built under the reigns of
Henryin., Henryiv., and LouisxI11., at the time when
the hotds Mignon and Serpentc were erected in the
same neighbourhood, with the paace of the Princess
Palatine, and the Sorbonne An old man could
remember having heard it called, in the last century,
the hotd Duperron, so it ssamed probable that the
illugtrious Cardinal of that name had built, or perhaps
merely lived in it.
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There still exists, indeed, in the corner of the court-
yard, a perron or flight of several outer steps by which
the house is entered ; and the way into the garden on the
garden front is down a similar flight of steps. In spite
of dilapidations, the luxury lavished by the architect
on the balustrade and entrance porch crowning these
two perrons suggests the simple-minded purpose of com-
memorating the owner's name, a sort of sculptured pun
which our ancestors often allowed themselves. Finally,
in support of this evidence, archaeologists can still
discern in the medallions which show on the principal
front some traces of the cords of the Roman hat.

M. le Marquis d'Espard lived on the ground floor,
in order, no doubt, to enjoy the garden, which might hi
called spacious for that neighbourhood, and which lay
open to the south, two advantages imperatively necessary
for his children's health. The situation of the house, in
a street on a steep hill, as its name indicates, secured
these ground-floor rooms against ever being damp, M.
d'Espard had taken them, no doubt, for a very moderate
price, rents being low at the time when he settled in
that quarter, in order to be among the schools and to
superintend his boys' education. Moreover, the state in
which he found the place, with everything to repair, had
no doubt induced the owner to be accommodating.
Thus M. d'Espard had been able to go to some expense
to settle himself suitably without being accused of extra-
vagance. The loftiness of the rooms, the panelling, of
which nothing survived but the frames, the decoration
of the ceilings, all displayed the dignity which the
prelacy stamped on whatever it attempted or created,
and which artists discern to this day in the smallest relic
that remains, though it be but a book, a dress, the panel
of a bookcase, or an armchair.

The Marquis had the rooms painted in therich
brown tones beloved of the Dutch and of the citizens
of Old Paris, hues which lend such good effects to the

Q
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painter of genre. The pands were hung with plain
paper in harmony with the paint. The window curtains
were of inexpensive materials, but chosen so as to pro-
duce a generally happy result; the furniture was not
too crowded and judiciously placed. Any one on going
into this home could not resist a sne of sweet pesce
fulness, produced by the perfect calm, the stillness which
prevailed, by the unpretentious unity of colour, the
keeping of the picture, in the words a painter might use.
A certain nobleness in the details, the exquisite cleanli-
ness of the furniture, and a perfect concord of men and
things, all brought the word ' suavity ' to the lips.

Few persons were admitted to the rooms used by the
Marquis and his two sons, whose life might perhaps
seem mysterious to their neighbours. In a wing towards
the street, on the third floor, there are three large rooms
which had been left in the state of dilapidation and
grotesque bareness to which they had been reduced by
the printing works. These three rooms, devoted to
the evolution of the Picturesque History of China, were
contrived to serve as awriting-room, a depository, and a
private room, where M. d'Espard sat during part of the
day ; for after breskfast till four in the afternoon the
Marquis remained in this room on the third floor to
work at the publication he had undertaken. Visitors
wanting to s him commonly found him there, and
often the two boys on their return from school resorted
thither. Thus the ground-floor rooms were a sort of
sanctuary where the father and sons spent their time from
the hour of dinner till the next day, and his domestic
life was carefully closed against the public eye.

His only sarvants were a cook—an old woman who
had long been attached to his family, and a man-servant
forty years old, who was with him when he married
Mademoiselle de Blamont. His children's nurse had dso
remained with them, and the minute care to which the
apartment bore witness revealed the sense of order and
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the maternal affection expended by this woman in her
made's interest, in the management of his house, and
the charge of his children. These three good souls
grave and uncommunicative folks, ssemed to have entered
into the idea which ruled the Marquiss domegic life.
And the contragt between their habits and those of most
srvants was a peculiarity which cag an air of mydery
over the housg, and fomented the calumny to which M.
d'Espard himsdf lent occason.  Very laudable motives
had made him determine never to be on visiting terms
with any of the other tenantsin the house In under-
taking to educate his boys he wished to kegp them from
all contact with drangers. Perhaps too, he wished to
avaid the intrusion of neighbours.

In a man of his rank, at a time when the Quartier
Latin was didracted by Liberalism, such conduct was
sure to rouse in oppostion a host of petty passons of
fedings whose folly is only to be measured by ther
meanness, the outcome of porters gossp and malevolent
tattle from door to door, all unknown to M. d'Espard
and his retainers.  His man-servant was sigmatised as a
Jesuit, his cook as a dy fox ; the nurse was in colluson
with Madame Jeanrenaud to rob the madman. The
madman was the Marquis. By degress the other tenants
came to regard as proofs of madness a number of things
they had noticed in M. d'Espard, and pessd through the
seve of ther judgment without discerning any reasonable
mative for them.

Having no belief in the sucosss of the History of China,
they had managed to convince the landlord of the house
that M. dEspard had no money just at a time when,
with the forgetfulness which often befalls busy men, he
had allowed the tax-collector to send him a summons for
non-payment of arrears. The landlord had forthwith
claimed his quarter's rent from January 1 by sending
in a receipt, which the porter's wife had amusad her df
by detaining. On the 15th a summons to pay was
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sarved on M. d'Espard, the portress had delivered it at
her leisure, and he supposed it to be some misunder-
standing, not conceiving of any incivility from a man
in whose house he had been living for twelve years.
The Marquis was acjtudly seized by a bailiff at the time
when his man-servant had gone to carry the money for
the rent to the landlord.

This arrest, insidiously reported to the persons with
whom he was in treaty for his undertaking, had alarmed
some of them who were adready doubtful of M. dEspard's
solvency in consequence of the enormous sums which
Baron Jeanrenaud and his mother were said to be receiv-
ing from him. And, indeed, these suspicions on the
part of the tenants, the creditors, and the landlord had
some excuse in the Marquiss extreme economy in
housekeeping. He conducted it as a ruined man might.
His servants always paid in ready money for the most
trifling necessaries of life, and acted as not choosing
to take credit; if now they had asked for anything on
credit, it would probably have been refused, calum-
nious gossip had been so widely believed in the neigh-
bourhood. There are tradesmen who like those of their
customers who pay badly when they se them often,
while they hate others, and very good ones, who hold
themselves on too high a level to alow of any familiarity
as churns, avulgar but expressve word. Men are made
2 ; in amost every dass they will allow to a gossip, or a
vulgar soul that flatters them, facilities and favours they
refuse to the superiority they resent, in whatever form it
may show itself. The shopkeeper who rails at the Court
hes his courtiers.

In short, the manners of the Marquis and his children
were certain to arouse ill-feeling in their neighbours, and
to work them up by degrees to the pitch of malevolence
when men do not hesitate at an act of meanness if only it
may damage the adversary they have themselves created.

M, d'Espard was a gentleman, as his wife was a lady,
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by birth and breeding ; noble types, dready so rare in
France that the observer can easily count the persons
who perfectly redlise them. These two characters are
basad on primitive idess, on beliefs that may be caled
innate, on habits formed in infancy, and which have
ceased toexist. To believe in pure, blood, in a privileged
race, to stand in thought above other men, must we not
from birch have measured the distance which divides
patricians from the mob? To command, must we not
have never met our equal ? And finally, must not edu-
cation inculcate the idess with which Nature inspires
those great men on whose brow she has placed a crown
before their mother has ever &t a kiss there? These
ideas, this education, are no longer possble in France,
where for forty years past chance has arrogated the right
of making noblemen by dipping them in the blood of
battles, by gilding them with glory, by crowning them
with the halo of genius; where the abolition of entail
and of eldest sonship, by frittering away edtates, compels
the nobleman to attend to his own busness instead of
attending to affairs of state, and where persona greatness
can only be such greatness as is acquired by long and
patient toil: quite a new era

Regarded as a relic of that great institution known
as feudalism, M. d'Espard deserved respectful admiration.
If he believed himself to be by blood the superior of
other men, he dso believed in all the obligations of
nobility ; he had the virtues and the strength it de-
mands. He had brought up his children in his own
principles, and taught them from the cradle thereligion
of their caste. A deep sense of their own dignity, pride
of name, the conviction that they were by birth great,
gave rise in them to a kingly pride, the courage of
knights, and the protecting kindness of a baronia lord ;
their manners, harmonising with their notions, would
have become princes, and offended all the world of the
Rue de la Montagne-Sainte-Genevieve—a world, above
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all others, of equality, where every one believed that M.
d'Espard was ruined, and where all, from the lowest to
the highest, refusad the privileges of nobility to a noble-
man without money, because they all were ready to
allow an enriched bourgeois to usurp them. Thus the
lack of communion between this family and other persons
was as much moral asit was physical.

In the father and the children alike, their personality
harmonisad with the spirit within. M. d'Espard, at this
time about fifty, might have sat as a modd to represent
the arigtocracy of birth in the nineteenth century. He
was dight and fair; therewas in the outline and general
expresson of his face a native distinction which spoke of
lofty sentiments, but it bore the impress of a ddiberate
cdldness which commanded respect a little too decidedly.
His aquiline nose bent at the tip from left to right, a
dight crookedness which was not devoid of grace; his
blue eyes, his high forehead, prominent enough at the
brows to form a thick ridge that checked the light and
shaded his eyes all indicated a spirit of rectitude, capable
of perseverance and perfect loyalty, while it gave a
singular look to his countenance. This pent-house
forehead might, in fact, hint at a touch of madness and
his thick-knitted eyebrows added to the apparent eccen-
tricity. He had the white well-kept hands of a gentle-
man ; his foot was high and narrow. His hestating
gpeech—not merely as to his pronunciation, which was
that of a sammerer, but as in the expression of his
ideas, his thought, and language—produced on the mind
of the heare the impression of a man who, in familiar
phraseology, comes and goes, feds hisway, tries every-
thing, breaks off his gesures and finishes nothing. This
defect was purey superficial, and in contrag with the
dedsveness of a firmly-set mouth, and the strongly-
marked character of his physiognomy. His rather jerky
gait matched his mode of gpesch. These peculiarities
helped to affirm his supposed insanity. In spite of his
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eegant appearance he was sysematically parsmonious
in his personal expenses, and wore the same black frock-
coat for three or four years brushed with extreme care
by his old man-servant.

As to the children, they both were handsome, and
endowed with a grace which did not excdude an expres
son of arigocratic disdain. They had the bright colour-
ing, the dear eye, the trangparent flesh which reved
habits of purity, regularity of life, and a due proportion
of work and play. They both had black hair and blue
gyes, and a twist in their nose like their father ; but
their mother, perhaps had transmitted to them the
dignity of gpeech, of look and mien, which are hereditary
in the Blamont-Chauvrys. Their voices as dear as
crysal, had an emotional quality, the softness which
proves 0 seductive; they had, in short, the voice a
woman would willingly lisgen to after feding the flame
of their looks. But, above all, they had the modesty of
pride, a chage resrve, a touch-me-not which at a maturer
age might have seamed intentional coyness so much
did their demeanour inspire a wish to know them. The
elder, Comte Clement de Negrepdisse, was dose upon
his sixteenth year. For the lag two years he had
ceesad to wear the pretty English round jacket which his
brother, Vicomte Camille d'Espard, still wore. The
Count, who for the las 9x months went no more to the
College Henri iv., was dresssd in the gyle of a young
man enjoying the firs pleasures of fashion. His father
had not wished to condemn him to a year's usddess sudy
of philosophy; he was trying to give his knowledge
ome condgency by the sudy of transcendental mathe-
matics. At the same time, the Marquis was having him
taught Eastern languages, the international law of Europe,
heraldry, and history from the original sources—charters,
early documents, and collections of edicts. Camille had
lately begun to sudy rhetoric.

The day when Popinot arranged to go to question M.
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d'Espard was a Thursday, a holiday. At about nine in
the morning, before their rather was awake, the brothers
were playing in the garden. Clement was finding it
hard to refuse his brother, who was anxious to go to the
shooting gallery for the first time, and who begged him
to second his request to the Marquis. The Viscount
aways father took advantage of his weaskness, and was
very fond of wrestling with his brother. So the couple
were quarrelling and fighting in play like schoolboys
As they ran in the garden, chasng each other, they made
%0 much noise as to wake their father, who came to the
window without their perceving him in the heat of the
fray. The Marquis anusd himsdf with watching his
two children twisted together like sakes their faces
flushed by the exertion of their strength ; their com-
plexion was roe and white, their eyes flashed garks
their limbs writhed like cords in the fire ; they fell,
sprang up again, and caught each other like athletes in
acrcus, affording their father one of those moments of
happiness which would make amends for the keenest
anxieties of a busy life. Two other persons one on the
seoond and one on the firg floor, were aso looking into
the garden, and saying that the old madman was amusing
himsdf by making his children fight. Immediately a
number of heads appeared at the windows; the Mar-
quis, noticing them, called a word to his sons who at
once climbed up to the window and jumped into his
room, and Clement obtained the permisson aked by
Camille.

All through the house every one was talking of the
Marquiss new form of insanity. When Popinot arrived
at about twelve o'dock, accompanied by his clerk, the
portress, when he aked for M. d'Espard, conducted
him to the third floor, telling him 'as how M. d'Espard,
no longer ago than that very morning, had s¢ on his
two children to fight, and laughed like the monger he
was on seing the younger biting the dder till he bled,
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and a how no doubt he longed to se them kill each
other.—Don't ak me the reason why,' she added; ' he
doesn't know himself!"

Just as the woman spoke these decisive words, she had
brought the judge to the landing on the third floor, face
to face with a door covered with notices announcing the
successve numbers of the Picturesque History of China.
The muddy floor, the dirty banisters, the door where
the printers had left their marks, the dilapidated window,
and the ceiling on which the apprentices had amused
themsedlves with drawing monstrosities with the smoky
flare of their tallow dips, the piles of paper and litter
hegped up in the corners, intentionally or from sheer
neglect—in short, every detail of the picture lying before
his eyes, agreed so well with the facts dleged by the
Marquise that the judge, in spite of his impartiality,
could not help believing them.

'There you are, gentlemen,’ sad the porter's wife;
' there is the manifactor, where the Chinese swallow up
enough to feed the whole neighbourhood.'

The clerk looked at the judge with a smile, and
Popinot found it hard to keep his countenance. They
went together into the outer room, where sa an old man,
who, no doubt, performed the functions of office clerk,
shopman, and cashier. This old man was the Maitre
Jacques of China.  Along the walls ran long shelves, on
which the published numbers lay in piles. A partition
in wood, with a grating lined with green curtains, cut
off the end of the room, forming a private office. A till
with a slit to admit or disgorge crown pieces indicated
the cash-desk.

M. dEspard ? sad Popinot, addressing the man, who
wore a grey blouse.

The shopman opened the door into the next room,
where the lawyer and his companion sav a venerable
old man, white-headed and simply dressed, wearing the
Cross of Saint-Louis, seated at a desk. He ceased com-
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paring some sheds of coloured prints to look up at the
two vistors. This room was an unpretentious office,
full of books and proof-shests There was a black wood
table at which some one, at the moment absent, no doubt
was accustomed to work.

' TheMarquisd'Espard ?' said Popinot.

' No, Monsieur,' said the old man, rising; ' what do
you want with him ? ' he added, coming forward, and
showing by his demeanour the dignified manners and
habits due to a gentlemanly education.

Wc wish to gpeak to him on busness exclusvey
personal to himsdf,' replied Popinot.

D'Espard, here are some gentlemen who want to s
you,' then said the old man, goinginto the furthest room,
where the Marquis was sitting by the fire reading the
newspaper.

This innermost room had a shabby car pet, the windows
werehung with grey halland curtains; the furniture con-
sged of a few mahogany chairs, two armchairs, a dek
with a revolving front, an ordinary office table, and, on
the chimney-shdf, a dingy clock and two old candle-
gicks. The old man led the way for Popinot and his
registrar, and pulled forward two chairs, as though he
were mage of the place; M. dEspard left it to him.
After the preiminary civilities, during which the judge
watched the supposd lunatic, the Marquis naturally
asked what was the object of thisvisit. On this Popinot
glanced sgnificantly at the od gentleman and the
Marquis.

"1 beieve, Monsieur le Marquis,' said he, ' that the
character of my functions, and the inquiry that has
brought me here, make it dedrable that we should be
alone, though it is undersood by law that in such cases
the inquiries have a sort of family publicity. | am
judge ontheInferior Court of Appeal for the Department
of the Sene, and charged by the Presdent with the
duty of examining you as to certain facts st forth in a
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petition for a Commission in Lunacy on the part of the
Marquised'Espard.’

Theod man withdrew. When the lawyer and the
Marquis were alone, the clerk shut the door, and seeted
himsdf unceremonioudy at the office table, where he
laid out his papers and prepared to take down his notes.
Popinot had still kept his eye on M. d'Espard; he was
watching the effect on him of this crude statement, o
painful for a man in full posesson of his reason. The
Marquis d'Espard, whose face was usually pale as are
those of fair men, suddenly turned scarlet with anger; he
trembled for an ingtant, st down, laid his paper on the
chimney-piece, and looked down. In a moment he had
recovered his gentlemanly dignity, and looked steadily at
the judge, asif to read in his countenance the indications
of his character.

How isit, Monsieur,' he asked,' that | have had no
notice of such a petition ?

Monsieur le Marquis, persons on whom such a com-
misson is held, not being supposad to have the use of
their reason, any notice of the petition is unnecessary.
The duty of the Court chiefly condds in verifying the
allegations of the petitioner .

Nothing can be fairer,' replied the Marquis. ' Well,
then, Monsieur, be so good as to tell me what | ought
to do—

'You have only to ansver my questions omitting
nothing. However ddicate the reasons may be which
may have led you to act in such a manner as to give
Madame d'Espard a pretext for her petition, pesk with-
out fear. It is unnecessary to assure you that lawyers
know their duties, and that in such cass the profoundest
Secrecy——

Monsieur,” sad the Marquis, whoe face expressd
the dnceres pain,’ if my explanations should lead to any
blame being attached to Madame d'Espard's conduct,
what will be the result ?*



252 The Commisson in Lunacy

The Court may add its censure to its reasons for its
decision.'

" I's such censure optional ? If | were to stipulate with
you, before replying, that nothing should be sad that
could annoy Madame d'Espard in the event of your
report being in my favour, would the Court take my
request into consideration ?

Thejudge looked at the Marquis, and the two men
exchanged sentiments of equal magnanlmlty

Noel," sad Popinot to his registrar, ' go into the other
room. Ifyou can be of use, | will cal you in.—If, as |
am inclined to think," he went on, speaking to the
Marquis when the clerk had gone out, ' | find that there
is some misunderstanding in this casg, | can promise
you, Monsieur, that on your application the Court will
act with due courtesy.

There is a leading fact put forward by Madame
d'Espard, the most serious of all, of which 1 must beg
for an explanation,’ sad the judge after a pause ' It
refers to the dissipation of your fortune to the advantage
of a certain Madame Jeanrenaud, the widow of a barge-
master—or rather, to that of her son, Colonel Jeanrenaud,
for whom you are said to have procured an appointment,
to have exhausted your influence with the King, and at
last to have extended such protection as secures him a
good marriage. The petition suggests that such a friend-
ship is more devoted than any feelings, even those which
morality must disapprove—'

A sudden flush crimsoned the Marquis's face and fore-
head, tears even started to his eyes, for his eydashes were
wet, then wholesome pride crushed the emations, which
in a man are accounted a weskness,

To tell you the truth, Monsieur,' said the Marquis,
in a broken voice,'you place me in a strange dilemma.
The motives of my conduct were to have died with me.
To reved them | must disclose to you some secret
wounds, must place the honour of my family in your
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keeping, and must speek of myself, a delicate matter, as
you will fully understand. | hope, Monsieur, that it
will al remain a secret between us. Y ouwill, no doubt,
be able to find in the formulas of the law one which will
allow of judgment being pronounced without any be-
trayal of my confidences.’

So far as that goes, it is perfectly possible, Monsieur
le Marquis.'

' Some time after my marriage,’ saidd M. d'Espard,’ my
wife having run into considerable expenses, | was obliged
to have recourse to borrowing. You know what was
the position of noble families during the Revolution; |
had not been able to keep a steward or a man of business,
Nowadays gentlemen are for the most part obliged to
manage their affairs themselves. Most of my title-deeds
had been brought to Paris, from Languedoc, Provence,
or le Com tat, by my father, who dreaded, and not with-
out reason, the inquisition which family title-deeds, and
what were then styled the "parchments" of the privileged
cless, brought down on the owners.

Our nameis Negrepelisse ; dEspard isatitle acquired
in the time of Henry iv. by a marriage which brought
us the estates and titles of the house of d'Espard, on con-
dition of our bearing an escutcheon of pretence on our
coat-of-arms, those of the house of d'Espard, an old
family of Beam, connected in the femae line with that
of Albret: quarterly, paly of or and sable; and azure two
griffins' claws armed, gules in saltire, with the famous
motto Despartem leonis. At the time of this alliance
we lost Negrepelisse, a little town which was as famous
during the religious struggles as was my ancestor who
then bore the name. Captain de Negrepelisse was ruined
by the burning of all his property, for the Protestants,
did not spare afriend of Montluc's.

'"The Crown was unjust to M. de Negrepelisse; he
received neither a marshal’s baton, nor a post as governor,
nor any indemnity; King Charles ix., who was fond of
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him, died without being able to reward him; Henri iv,
arranged his marriage with Mademoisdle d'Espard, and
seaured him the estates of that house, but all those of the
Negrepdisses had already passad into the hands of his
creditors,

My great-grandfather, the Marquis d'Espard, was,
like me, placed early in life at the head of his family by
the death of his father, who, after disspating his wife's
fortune, left his son nothing but the entailed egtates of
the d'Espards, burdened with a jointure. The young
Marquiswas all the more draitened for money because
he held a pos at Court. Being in great favour with
Louis xiv., the King's goodwill brought him a fortune.
But here, Monsieur, a blot stained our escutcheon, an
unconfessed and horrible sain of blood and disgrace
which | am making it my busness to wipe out. | dis
covered the secret among the dedds relating to the etate
of Negrepelise and the packets of letters.

At this solemn moment the Marquis spoke without
hestation or any of the repetition habitual with him;
but it is a matter of common observation that persons
who, in ordinary life, are afflicted with these two defects,
are freed from them as soon as any passonate emotion
underlies their gpeech.

" The Revocation of the Edict of Nantes was decreed,
hewent on. ' You are no doubt aware, Monsieur, that
this was an opportunity for many favourites to make
their fortunes. Louis xiv. betowed on the magnates
about his Court the confiscated lands of those Protestant
familieswho did not take the prescribed gepsfor the sale
of their property. Some pesons in high favour went
" Protestant-hunting," as the phrase was. | have asoer-
tained beyond a doubt that the fortune enjoyed to this
day by two ducal families is derived from lands seized
from hapless merchants.

"I will not attempt to explain to you, a man of law,
all the manoeuvres employed to entrap the refugess who
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had large fortunesto carry away. It is enough to sy
that the lands of Negrepdlisse, comprising twenty-two
churches and rights over the town, and those of
Gravenges which had formerly beonged to us were at
that time in the hands of a Protesant family. My
grandfather recovered them by gift from Louis Xxiv.
This gift was effected by documents hall-marked by
atrocious iniquity. The owner of these two edates
thinking he would be able to return, had gone through
the form of a sale, and was going to Switzerland to join
his family, whom he had snt in advance. He wished,
no doubt, to take advantage of every delay granted by
thelaw, so asto settle the concerns of his business

This man was arrested by order of the governor, the
trustee confessed the truth, the poor merchant was hanged,
and my ancetor had the two edates | would gladly
have been able to ignore the share he took in the plot;
but the governor was his uncle on the mother's dde,
and | have unfortunately read the letter in which he
begged him to apply to Deodatus, the name agreed upon
by the Court to desgnate theKing. In this Tetter there
is a tone of jocodity with reference to the victim, which
filled me with horror. In the end, the sums of money
sent by the refugee family to ransom the poor man's life
were kept by the governor, who dispatched the merchant
all thesame'

The Marquis paused, as though the memory of it
were still too heavy for him to bear.

" This unfortunate family were named Jeanrenaud,' he
went on. ' That name is enough to account for my
conduct. | could never think without keen pain of the
secret disgrace that weighed on my family.  That fortune
enabled my grandfather to marry a demoisdle de Na-
varreins-Lansac, heress to the younger branch of that
house who were at that time much richer than the
eder branch of the Navarreins. My father thus became
one of the largest landowners in the kingdom.  He was
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able to marry my mother, a Grandlieu of the younger
branch. Though ill-gotten, this property has been
sngularly profitable.

For my part, being determined to remedy the mis
chief, | wrote to Switzerland, and knew no peace till | was
on the traces of the Protestant victim's heirs. At lag |
discovered that the Jeanrenauds, reduced to abject want,
had |eft Fribourg and returned tolivein France. Finally,
| found in M. Jeanrenaud, lieutenant in a cavary
regiment under Napoleon, the sole heir of this unhappy
family. In my eyes Monsieur, the rights of the Jean-
renauds were clear. To edablish a prescriptive right is
it not necessary that there should have been some poss-
bility of proceeding againg those who are in the enjoy-
ment of it? To whom could thee refugess have
appeded ?  Their Court of Jugice was on high, or
rather, Monsieur, it was here; and the Marquis sruck
his hand on his heart. ' | did not choose that my chil-
dren should be able to think of me as | have thought of
my father and of my ancestors. | aim at leaving them
an unblemished inheritance and escutcheon. | did not
choose that nobility should be a lie in my person.  And,
after all, palitically speaking, ought thoseemigres who are
now appealing againg revolutionary confiscations, to
keep the property derived from antecedent confiscations
by posgtive crimes ?

" | found in M. Jeanrenaud and his mother the most
perverse honesty; to hear them you would suppose that
they were robbing me. In spite of all | could say, they
will accept no more than the value of the lands at the
timewhen the King bestowed them on my family. The
price was settled between us at the sum of deven hun-
dred thousand francs, which | was to pay at my con-
venience and without interest. To achieve this | had
to forgo my income for a long time. And then,
Monsieur, began the dedtruction of some illusons | had
alowed mysdf as to Madame d'Egard's character.
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When | proposad to her that we should leave Paris and
go into the country, where we could live respected on
half of her income, and so more rapidly complete a
restitution of which | gpoke to her without going into
the more srious details, Madame d'Espard treated me as
a madman. | then undergood my wife's real character.
She would have approved of my grandfather's conduct
without a scruple and have laughed at the Huguenots.
Terrified by her coldness and her little affection for her
children, whom she abandoned to me without a regret,
| determined to leave her the command of her fortune,
after paying our common debts It was no busnes
of hers, as she told me, to pay for my follies. As| then
had not enough tolive on and pay for my sons educa-
tion, | determined to educate them mysdf, to make
them gentlemen and men of feding. By investing my
money in the funds | have been enabled to pay off my
obligation sooner than | had dared to hope, for | took
advantage of the opportunities afforded by the improve-
ment in prices. If | had kept four thousand francs a year
for my boys and mysdf, | could only have paid off twenty
thousand crowns a year, and it would have taken almost
eighteen years to achieve my freedom. Asit is, | have
lately repaid the whole of the deven hundred thousand
francs that were due. Thus | enjoy the happines of
having made this restitution without doing my children
the smallest wrong.

These, Monsieur, are the reasons for the payments
made to Madame Jeanrenaud and her son.’

So Madame d'Espard knew the motives of your
retirement ?° said the judge, controlling the emation he
felt at thisnarrative.

' Yes, Monsieur.'
Popinot gave an expressve shrug ; he rose and opened
the door into the next room.
' Noel, you can go," said heto his clerk’
Monsieur,' he went on,' though what you have told
a
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me is enough to enlighten me thoroughly, | should like
to hear what you have to sy to the other facts put
forward in the petition. For instance, you ae here
carrying on a busness such as is not habitually under-
taken by a man of rank.'

We cannot discuss that matter here, sad the
Marquis, signing to the judge to quit the room.
" Nouvion,' sad he to the old man, ' | am going down to
my rooms; the children will soon be in; dine with
us.'

'Then, Monsieur le Marquis,’ sad Popinot on the
dairs, that is not your apartment ?

No, Monsieur; | took those rooms for the office of
this undertaking. You see' and he pointed to an
advertisement sheet, ' the History is being brought out
by one of the most respectable firms in Paris, and not by
me.'

The Marquis showed the lawyer into the ground-
floor rooms, saying, 'Thisis my apartment.'

Popinot was quite touched by the poetry, not aimed at
but pervading this dwelling. The weather was lovely,
the windows were open, the air from the garden brought
in a wholesome earthy smell, the sunshine brightened
and gilded the woodwork, of a rather gloomy brown.
At the sight Popinot made up his mind that a madman
would hardly be capable of inventing the tender harmony
of which he was at that moment conscious.

‘I should like just such an apartment,’ thought he.
"You think of leaving this part of the town ?' he in-
quired.

" | hope so,' replied the Marquis. 'But | shall remain
till my younger son has finished his studies, and till the
children's character is thoroughly formed, before intro-
ducing them to the world and to their mother's circle.
Indeed, after giving them the solid information they
possss, | intend to complete it by taking them to travel
to )he capitals of Europe, that they may s men and
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things, and become accusomed to gpesk the languages
they have learned. And Monsieur,' he went on, giving the
judge a chair in the drawing-room, ' | could not discuss
the book on China with you, in the presence of an old
friend of my family, the Comte deNouvion, who, having
emigrated, has returned to France without any fortune
whatever, and who is my partner in this concern, les
for my profit than his. Without telling him what my
moatives were, | explained to him that | was as poor as he,
but that | had enough money to sart a speculation in
which he might be usgfully employed. My tutor was
the Abbe Grozier, whom Charles x. on my recommenda-
tion appointed K eeper of the Books at the Arsenal, which
werereturned tothat Prince when hewas still Monsieur.
The Abbe Grozier was degply learned with regard to
China, its manners and customs, he made me heir tothis
knowledge at an age when it is difficult not to become a
fanatic for the thingswe learn. At five-and-twenty |
knew Chinese, and | oonfess | have never been able
to check mysdf in an excdudve admiration for that
nation, who conquered their conquerors, whose annals
extend back indisputably to a period more remote than
mythological or Biblical times, who by their immutable
ingtitutions have presrved the integrity of their empire,
whose monuments are gigantic, whose administration is
perfect, among whom revolutions are impossble, who
have regarded ideal beauty as a barren eement in art,
who have carried luxury and industry to such a pitch
that we cannot outdo them in anvthing, while they are
our equals in things where we bdieve oursdves superior,

' Still, Monsieur, though | often make a jest of com-
paring China with the present condition of European
dates, | am not a Chinaman, | am a French gentleman.
If you entertain any doubts as to the financial sde of
this undertaking, | can proveto you that at this moment
we have two thousand five hundred subscribers to this
work, which is literary, iconographical, statistical, and
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religious; itsimportance has been generally appreciated;
our subsribers belong to every nation in Europe, we
have but twelve hundred in France. Our book will
cogt about three hundred francs and the Comte de
Nouvion will derive from it from sx to seven thousand
francsa year, for his comfort was the real mative of the
undertaking. For my part, | aimed only at the poss-
bility of affording my children some pleasures The
hundred thousand francs | have made, quitein spite of
mysdf, will pay for their fencing lessons horses dress
and theatres, pay the magers who teach them accom-
plishments, procure them canvasss to spoil, the books
they may wish to buy, in short, all thelittle fancies which
afather findsso much pleasure in gratifying. 1f | had
been compédled to refuse these indulgences to my poor
boys who are so good and work so hard, the sacrifice |
made to the honour of my name would have been
doubly painful.

‘In point of fact, the twelve years | have spent in
retirement from theworld to educate my children have
led to my being completely forgotten at Court. | have
given up the carexr of palitics;, | have log my histori-
cal fortune, and all the digtinctions which | might have
acquired and bequeathed to my children ; but our house
will have logt nothing; my boyswill be men of mark.
Though | have missad the senatorship, they will win
it nobly by devoting themsdves to the affairs of the
country, and doing such service asis not soon forgotten.
While purifying the pag record of my family, 1 have
insured it a glorious future; and is not that to have
achieved a noble task, though in secret and without
glory?—And now, Monsieur, have you any other
explanations to ak of me ?

At this ingant the tramp of horses was heard in the
courtyard.

' Herethey are! ' said the Marquis. In amoment the
two lads, fashionably but plainly dressed, came into the
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room, booted, spurred, and gloved, and flourishing their
riding-whips. Their beaming faces brought in the
freshness of the outer air; they were brilliant with
health. They both grasped their father's hand, giving
him alook, asfriends do, a glance of unspoken affection,
and then they bowed coldly to the lawyer, Popinot felt
that it was quite unnecessary to question the Marquis as
to his relations towards his sons.

~Have you enjoyed yourselves 7 asked the Marquis.

Yes, father; | knocked down six dolls in twelve
shotsat the first trial!"' cried Camille.

And where did you ride?
"In the Bois; we saw my mother.'
"Did dhe stop ?
We were riding so fad just then that | daressy she
did not s us,' replied the young Count.
. But, then, why did you not go to spesk to her ?
| fancy | have noticed, father, that she does not care
that we should spesk to her in public,' sad Clement, in
an undertone. ' We are alittle too big.'

The judge's hearing was keen enough to catch these
words, which brought a cloud to the Marquis's brow.
Popinot took pleasure in contemplating the picture of the
father and his boys. His eyes went back with a ssnse
of pathos to M. d Espard's face; his features, his expres-
sion, and his manner all expressed honesty in its noblest
aspect, intellectual and chivalrous honesty, nobility in all
its beauty.

'You—you see, Monsieur,' sad the Marquis, and his
hesitation had returned,’ you see that Justice may look
in—in here at any time—yes, at any time—here. If
there is anybody crazy, it can only be the children—the
children—who are alittle crazy about their father, and
the father who is very crazv about his children—but that
sort of madness rings true.'

At this juncture Madame Jeanrenaud's voice was
heard in the anteroom, and the good woman came
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busling in, in site of the man-servant's remon-
strances.

‘I take no roundabout ways, | can tell you!' e
exclaimed, ' Yes, Monsieur le Marquis, | want to geak
to you, this very minute,' she went on, with a compre-
hensve bow to the company. ' By George, and | am too
late as it is, snce Monsieur the criminal Judge is before
me.'

"Criminal!" cried the two boys

'Good reason why | did not find you at your own
house, snceyou are here. Well, well! the Law isaways
to the fore when there is mischief brewing.—I came,
Monsieur le Marquis, to tell you that my son and | are
of one mind to give you everything back, snce our
honour is threatened. My sn and |, we had rather give
you back everything than cause you the smalles trouble.
My word, they mug be as stupid as pans without handles
to call you a lunatic—'

A lunatic! My father? exclaimed the boys clinging
to the Marquis. ' What is this?'

'Silence, Madame," said Popinot.

Children, leave us' said the Marquis.

The two boys went into the garden without a word,
but very much alarmed.

Madame,' sad the judge,' the moneys paid to you
by Monsieur le Marquis were legally due, though given
to you in virtue of a very far-reaching theory of honesy.
If all the people posssssad of confiscated goods, by what-
ever cause even if acquired by treachery, were com-
pelled to make restitution every hundred and fifty years,
there would be few legitimate ownersin France. The
posesons of Jacques Coaur enriched twenty noble
families; the confiscations pronounced by the English
to the advantage of their adherents at the timewhen they
hed a part of France made the fortune of several
princely houses

" Our law alows M. d'Espard to dipose of his income
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without accounting for it, or suffering him to be accusad
of its misapplication. A Commisson in Lunacy can
only be granted when a man's actions are devoid of
reason; but in this case the remittances made to you
have a reeson bassd on the most saoed and mogt
honourable motives. Hence you may keep it all with-
out remorse, and leave the world to misinterpret a noble
action. In Paris the highest virtue is the object of the
foulet calumny. It is unfortunately, the presnt con-
dition of society that makes the Marquis's actions sublime.
For the honour of my country, | would that such deads
wereregarded asa matter of course; but, as things are,
| am forced by comparison to look upon M. d'Espard
as a man to whom a crown should be awarded, rather
than that he should be threatened with a Commission in
Lunacy.

"I'n the course of a long professional career, | have
sen and heard nothing which has touched me more
deeply than that | have just ssn and heard. But it is
not extraordinary that virtue should wear its noblest
agpedt when it is practissd by men of the highest dass

Having heard me express mysdlf in thisway, | hope,
Monsieur le Marquis, that you fed certain of my slence,
and that you will not for a moment be uneasy as to the
decison pronounced in the case—if it comes before the
Court.'

"There,now! Well said,' cried Madame Jeanrenaud.
'That issomething like"ajudge! Look here, my dear
sr, 1 would hug you if I were not so ugly ; you sesk
like a book.'

The Marquis hdd out his hand to Popinct, who gently
pressd it with a look full of sympathetic comprehension
at this great man in private life, and the Marquis
reponded with a pleasant smile. These two natures,
both s0 large and full—one commonplace but diviney
kind, the other lofty and sublime—had fallen into unison
gently, without a jar, without a flash of pasion, as
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though two pure lights had been merged intoone. The
father of a whole digtrict felt himself worthy to gragp the
hand of this man who was doubly noble, and the Marquis
fdt in the depths of his soul an ingtinct that told him
that the judge€'s hand was one of those from which the
treasures of inexhaugtible beneficence perennially flow.

' Monsieur le Marquis," added Popinot, with a bow, ' |
am happy to be able to tell you that, from the first words
of thisinquiry, | regarded my clerk as quite unnecessary.

He went doe to M. d'Espard, led him into the
window-bay, and said: ' It is time that you should
return home, Monseur. | beieve that Madame la
Marquise has acted in this matter under an influence
which you ought at once to counteract.'

Popinot withdrew; he looked back several times as he
aosad the courtyard, touched by the recollection of
the scene. It was one of those which take root in the
memory to blossom again in certain hours when the
soul saeks consolation.

Those rooms would just suit me' sad he to himsef
as he reached home. ' If M. d'Espard leaves them, | will
take up his lease'

The next day, at about ten in the morning, Popinot,
who had written out his report the previous evening,
made his way to the Palais de Justice, intending to have
prompt and righteous justice done. As he went into the
robtng-room to put on his gown and bands the usher
told him that the Presdent of his Court begged him to
attend in his private room, where hewas waiting for him.
Popinot forthwith obeyed.

'Good-morning, my dear Popinot, said the President,
" | have been waiting for you.'

' Why, Monsieur le Presdent, is anything wrong ?"

A mereslly trifle, sad the Presdent. 'The Keeper
of the Sedls with whom | had the honour of dining
yesterday, led me apart into a corner. He had heard
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that you had been to tea with Madame d'Espard, in
whose cae you were employed to make inquiries. He
gave me to undergand that it would be as well that you
should not st on this case—

But, Monsieur le Presdent, | can prove that | left
Madame d'Espard's house at the moment when tea was
brought in. And my conscience—

Yes, yes, the whole Bench, the two Courts, all the
professon know you. | nead not repeat what | sid
about you to his Eminence; but, you know, " Caesr's
wife mug not be sugpected.”  So we shall not make this
foolish trifle a matter of discipling, but only of the pro-
prigties. Between oursdves it is not on your account,
but on that of the Bench.'

'But, Monseur, if you only knew the kind of
woman—' said the judge, trying to pull his report out
of his pocket.

| am perfectly certain that you have procesded in
this matter with the drictest independence of judgment,
I mysdf, in the provinces, have often taken more than a
cup of tea with the people | had to try ; but the fact
that the Keeper of the Saals should have mentioned it and
that you might be talked about, is enough to make the
Court avoid any discusson of the matter.  Any conflict
with public opinion mus always be dangerous for a con-
stitutional body, even when the right is on its sde
againg the public, because their weapons are not equal.
Journalism may say or suppoe anything, and our dignity
forbids us even to reply. In fact, | have spoken of the
matter to your President, and M. Camusot has bemn
appointed in your place on your retirement, which you
will sgnify. It is a family matter, so to speek. And |
now beg you to signify your retirement from the cae as
a persona favour. To make up, you will get the Cross
of the Legion of Honour, which has so long been due to
you. | make that my budnes'

When he ssw M. Camusot, a judge recently called to
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Paris from a provincial Court of the same dass as he
went forward bowing to the Judge and the President,
Popinot could not suppress an ironical smile.  This pale,
fair young man, full of covert ambition, looked ready to
hang and unhang, at the pleasure of any earthly king, the
innocent and the guilty alike, and to follow the example
of a Laubardemont rather than that of a Mole.

Popinot withdrew with a bow; he sorned to deny
the lying accusation that had been brought againg him.'

PARIS, February 1836.



PIERRE GRASSOU

To Lieutenant-Colonel Periollas[of theArtillery) asa prooj
of theauthor'saffection and esteem.

De Balzac,

ON every occason when you have gone srioudy to study
the Exhibition of works in sculpture and painting, such
as it has bemn snce the Revolution of 1830, have you not
been seized by a feding of discomfort, boredom, and
melancholy at the sight of the long, over-filled galleries ?
Since 1830 the Salon has ceasad to exist. Once more
the Louvre has been taken by storm by the mob of
artists, and they have kept posesson. Formerly, when
the Salon gave us a choice callection of works of art, it
soured the greatest honours for the examples exhibited
there.  Among the two hundred sdected pictures the
public choe again ; a crown was awarded to the maser-
pieces by unknown hands Impassoned discussons
aox as to the merits of a painting. The abuse
heaped on Delacroix and on Ingres were not of les
srvice to them than the praises and fanaticism of their
adherents.

In our day nether the crowd nor the critic can be
vehement over the objects in this bazaar. Being com-
peled to make the sdection which was formerly under-
taken by the examining jury, their attention isexhausted
by the effort; and by the timeit is finished the Exhibi-

tion doses
287
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Until 1817 the pictures accepted never extended
beyond the two first columns of the long gallery con-
taining the works of the old magers and this year they
filled the whole of this gpace, to the great surprise of the
public. Higtorical painting, genre, easdl pictures, land-
xape, flowers, animals, and water-colour painting,—
each of these eight dasses could never yield more than
twenty pictures worthy of the eye of the public, who
cannot give attention to a larger collection of pictures.

The more the number of artists increases, the more
exacting should the jury of sdection become  All was
los as soon as the Salon encroached further on the
gallery. The Salon should have bemn kept within fixed
and restricted limits, inflexibly defined, where each dass
might exhibit its bex works. The experience of ten
years has proved the excdlence of the old rules.  Instead
of a tourney, you now have ariot; indead of a glorious
exhibition, you have a medley bazaar ; insead of a sdec-
tion, you have everything at once.  What is the reult ?
A great artist is svamped. The Turkish Cafe, the
Children at theWell, the Torture by Hooks, and the Joseph
by Decamps would have done more for his glory if exhi-
bited, all four, in the great room with the hundred other
good pictures of the year, than his twenty canvasss
buried among three thousand paintings, and digpersd
among Sx galleries.

With drange perversity, snce the doors have been
thrown open to all, there has been much talk of unap-
preciated genius. When, tweve years before the
Courtesan, by Ingres, and Sgalon's pictures, Gericault's
Raft of the Medusa, Déacroix's Massacre of Scio, and
Eugene Deveria's Baptism of Henri |V.—accepted, as
they were, by yet more famous men, who were taxed with
jealousy—revealed to the world, notwithstanding the
carping of critics, the exisgence of youthful and ardent
painters, not a complaint was ever heard. But now,
when the veriest daube of canvas can display his works,
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we hear of nothing but misunderstood talent Where
there is no longer any judgment, nothing is judged.
Our artigts, do what they may, will come back to the
ordeal of sdection which recommends their work to the
admiration of the public for whom they toil. Without
the choice exercised by the Academy, there will be no
Salon; and without the Salon, art may perish.

Since the catalogue has grown to be a fat volume,
many names are found there which remain obscure not-
withstanding the list of ten or twelve pictures that
follows them. Among these names, the least known of
all perhaps is that of an artist named Pierre Grasou, a
native of Fougeres, and called, for shortness, Fougeres in
the artist world—a name which nowadays fills so much
gace on the page, and which has suggesed the bitter
reflections introducing this sketch of his life, and applic-
able to some other members of the artist tribe.

In 1832 Fougeres was living in the Rue de Navarin,
on the fourth floor of one of those tall, narrow houss
that are like the obdisk of Luxor, which have a passage
and a dark, narrow daircase with dangerous turnings,
which are not wide enough for more than three windows
on each floor, and have a courtyard, or, to be exact, a
guare well at the back. Above the three or four rooms
inhabited by Fougeres was his sudio, looking out over
Montmartre. The sudio, painted brick red ; the floor,
carefully stained brown and polished ; each chair provided
with a square, bordered mat; the sofa, plain enough, but
as clean as that in a tradesvoman's bedroom, everything
betrayed the petty exisgence of a narrow mind and the
carefulness of a poor man. There was a dost for keep-
ing the studio propertiesin, a breakfas table, a Sdeboard,
a dexk, and the various objects necessary for painting, all
cdean and in order. The dove, too, had the benefit of
this Dutch neatness, which was all the more conspicuous
because the pure and deady northern sy flooded the
back room with cear, cold light. Fougeres a mere
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painter of genre, had no nead for the huge machinery
which ruins historical painters; he had never discerned
in himsdf faculties competent to venture on the higher
walks of art, and was still content with small easds

In the beginning of the month of December of that
year, the sason when Paris Philigtines are periodically
attacked by the burlesque idea of perpetuating their faoss
—in themsdves a aufficient burden—Pierre Grassou,
having risen early, was setting his palette, lighting his
stove, eating a roll soaked in milk, and waiting to work
till his window panes should have thawed enough to let
daylight in. The weather was dry and fine. At this
instant, the painter, eating with the patient, resgned
look that tells so much, recognised the footfall of a man
who had had the influence over his life which people of
his dass have in the career of mog artisss—Elias Magus,
a picture dealer, an usurer in canvas. And, in fact, Elias
Magus came in, at the moment when the painter was
about to begin work in his daboratdly clean studio.

" How is yoursdf, old rascal ? said the painter.

Fougeres had won the Cross; Elias bought his pictures
for two or three hundred francs and gave himsdf the
most artistic airs.

Busness is bad, replied Elias. ' You all are such
lords; you talk of two hundred francsas soon asyou have
sx sus worth of paint on the canvas—But you are a
very good fellow, you are.  You are a man of method,
ana | have come to bring you a good job.'

' Ttmeo Danaos et dona ferentes, said Fougeres. ' Do
you know L atin ?'

'No.'

" Well, that means that the Greeks did not offer a bit
of good budness to the Trojans without making some
thing out of it. In those days they usd to say, " Take
my horse" Nowadays we say, " Take my trash I"—
Well, what do you want, Ulysses-Lagingeole-Elias-

Magus?'
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This gexch shows the degree of swvedtness and wit
which Fougeres could put into what painters call sudio-
chaff.

"I don't sy that you will not have to paint me two
pictures for nothing.'

"Oh! oh!"

"l leave it to you; | do not ak for them. You are an
honegt artist.’

'Indeed?'

"Well. | am bringing you a father, a mother, and
an only daughter.'

" All unique specimens ?'

My word, yes indeed!—to have their portraits
painted. The worthy folks, crazy about art, have never
dared venture into a sudio. The daughter will have
a hundred thousand francson her marriage. You may
do well to paint such people.  Family portraits for your-
«f, who knows?

The old German image, who passes muger as a man,
and is called Elias Magus, broke off to laugh a dry cackle
that horrified the painter. He felt as if he had heard
Mephistophédes talking of marriage.

"The portraits are to be five hundred francs apiece;
you may give me three pictures

" Right you are!" said Fougeres cheerfully.

"And if you marry the daughter, you will not forget
me—-'

"Marry?1 ! 'cried PierreGrassou; ' | ,whoamusd to
have a bed to mysdf, to get up early, whose life is all laid
out—-'

" A hundred thousand francs' said Magus,' and a swegt
girl, full of golden lightslikea Titian I'

* And what position do these people hold ? '

'Retired merchants: in love with the arts at the
present moment; they have a country house at Ville-
d'Avray, and ten or twelve thousand francs a year.'

' What was their busness ?'
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'Bottles.’

' Don't ek that word ; | fancy | hear corks being
cut, and it stsmy teeth on edge.’

. Well; am I to bring them ?'

Three portraits;, | will send them to the Salon ; |
might go in for portrait-painting.—All right, yes'

And old Elias went downgairs to fetch the Vervelle
family.

To undergand exactly what the outcome of such a
proposal would be on the painter, and the effect produced
on him by Monsieur and Madame Vervelle, graced by
the addition of their only daughter, it is necessary to
glance for a moment at the pad life of Pierre Grassou of
Fougeres. Asa pupil, he had learned to draw of Servin,
who was regarded in the academical world as a great
draughtsman. He afterwards worked under Schinner, to
discover the secrets of the powerful and splendid colour-
ing that characterises that maser. The mager and his
disiples had kept the secrets; Pierre had discovered
nothing. From thence Fougeres had gone to Sommer-
vicux's gudio to familiarise himsdf with that part of art
which is called compostion ; but compostion was shy, and
held aloof from him. Then he had tried to steal from
Granet and Drolling the mysery of their luminous
interiors; the two magers had not alowed him to rob
them. Finally, Fougeres had finished his training under
Duval-L ecamus.

Through all these gudies and various transformations,
Fougeres quiet, seady habits had furnished materials
for mockery in every studio where he had worked ;
but he everywhere disarmed his comrades by his diffi-
dence and his lamb-like patience and meskness The
magers had no sympathy with this worthy lad ; magers
like brilliant felows, eccentric spirits, farcical and fiery,
or gloomy and deeply meditative, promisng future
talent. Everything in Fougeres proclaimed his medi-
ocrity. His nickname of Fougeres—the name of the
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painter in the play by Fabred' Eglantine—was the pre-
text for endless affronts, but by force of circumstances
he was saddled with the name of the town ' where he
first saw the light.'

Grassou de Fougeres matched his name. Plump and
rather short, he had a dull complexion, brown eyes,
black hair, a thick prominent nose, a rather wide mouth,
and long ears. His placid, gentle, resigned expression
did little to improve these features of a face that was full
of health but not of movement. He could never suffer
from the flow of blood, the vehemence of thought, or
the spirit of comedy by which a great artist is to be
known. Thisyouth, born to be a virtuous citizen, had
come from his provincial home to serve as shop-clerk to a
colour-man, a native of Mayenne, distantly related to
the d'Orgemonts, and he had made himself a painter by
the sheer obstinacy which is the backbone of the Breton
character. What he had endured, and the way in which
he lived during his period of study, God alone knows.
He suffered as much as great men suffer when they are
haunted by want, and hunted down like wild beasts by
the pack of inferior souls, and the whole army of vanity
thirsting for revenge.

As soon as he thought himself strong enough for
flight on his own wings, he took a studio at the top of
the Rue des Martyrs, and there he began to work.
He first sent in a picture in 1819. The picture he
offered the jury for their exhibition at the Louvre
represented a Village Wedding, a laborious imitation of
Greuze's picture. It was refused. When Fougeres
heard the fatal sentence, he did not fly into those furies
or fits of epileptic vanity to which proud spirits are
liable, and which sometimes end in a challenge sent to
the President or the Secretary, or in threats of assassna-
tion. Fougeres calmly received his picture back, wrapped
it in a handkerchief, and brought it home to his studio,
swearing that he would yet become a great painter*

s
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He placed the canvas on the essd and went to call on
his old master, a man of immense talent—Schinner—a
gentle and patient artist, whose success had been brilliant
at the last Salon. He begged him to come and criticise
the rejected work. The great painter left everything
and went. When poor Fougeres had placed him in front
of the painting, Schinner at the first glance took Fougeres
by the hand—

" You arc a capital good fellow ; you have a heart of
gold, it will not be fair to deceive you. Listen; you
have kept all the promise you showed at the studio.
When a man has such stuff as that at the end of his
brush, my good fellow, he had better leave his paints in
Brullon's shop, and not deprive others of the canves.
Get home early, pull on your cotton night-cap, be in
bed by nine; and to-morrow morning at ten o'clock go
to some office and ask for work, and have done with
art.'

' My good friend,' said Fougeres, my picture is con-
demned dready. It is not a verdict that | want, but the
ressons for it.'

"Well, then, your tone is grey and cold ; you se
nature through a crape veil; your drawing is heavy and
clumsy; your composition is borrowed from Greuze,
who only redeemed his faults by qualities which you
have not.'

As he pointed out the faults of the picture, Schinner
saw in Fougeres face so deep an expression of grief
;}hat he took him away to dine, and tried to comfort

im.

Next day, by seven in the morning, Fougeres, before
his easd, was working over the condemned canvas ; he
warmed up the colour, made the corrections suggested
by Schinner, and touched up the figures. Then, sick
of such patching, he took it to Elias Magus. Elias
Magus, being a sort of Dutch-Belgian-Fleming, had
three reasons for being what he was—miserly and rich.
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He had lately come from Bordeaux, and was starting in
busness in Paris as a picture-dedler ; he lived on the
Boulevard Bonne-Nouvelle, Fougeres, who trusted to
his palette to take him to the baker's, bravely ate bread
and walnuts, or bread and milk, or bread and cherries,
or bread and cheese, according to the season.  Elias
Magus, to whom Pierre offered his first picture, eyed it
for along time, and then gave him fifteen francs.

' Taking fifteen francs a year and spending a thousand,
| shdl go fagt and far,’ said Fougeres, smiling.

Elias Magus gave a shrug and bit his thumb at the
thought that he might have had the picture for five
francs. Every morning, for some days, Fougeres went
down the Rue des Martyrs, lost himself in the crowd on
the Boulevard opposite Magus' shop, and fixed his eyes
on his picture—which did not attract the gaze of the
passrsby. Towards the end of the week the picture
dissppeared.  Fougeres wandered up the boulevard towards
the picture-dealers shop with an affectation of amusing
himself. The Jew was standing in the doorway.

Well, you have sold my picture ?

"There it is sid Magus. ' | am having it framed
to show to some man who fancies himself knowing in
paintings.'

Fougeres did not dare come aong the boulevard any
more. He began a new picture; for two months he
laboured at it, feeding like a mouse and working like a
galey-dave. One evening he waked out on the
boulevard ; his feet carried him involuntarily to Magus'
shop ; he could nowhere s his picture.

| have sold your picture, sad the deder to the
artist.

~For how much ?

| got my money back with a little interest Paint
me some Flemish interiors, an Anatomv lecture, a land-
scape ; | will take them of you,' sad Elias.

Fougeres could have hugged Magus in his arms; he
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looked upon him as a father. He went home with joy
in his heart. Then Schinner, the great Schinner, was
mistaken ! In that vast city of Paris there were some
hearts that beat in unison with that of Grassou; his
talent was discerned and appreciated !

The poor fellow, at seven-and-twenty, had the artless-
ness of a boy of sixteen. Any one ese one of your
distrustful, suspicious artists, would have noticed Elias
diabolical expression, have seen the quiver of his beard,
the ironical curl of his moustache, the action of his
shoulders, all betraying the satisfaction of Walter Scott's
Jew cheating a Christian. Fougeres paraded the boule-
vards with a joy that gave his face an expression of
pride. Helooked like a schoolboy protecting a woman.
He met Joseph Bridau, one of his fellow-students, one
of those eccentric men of genius who are predestined to
glory and disaster. Joseph Bridau, having a few sous
in his pocket, as he expressed it, took Fougeres to the
opera. Fougeres did not se the ballet, did not hear the
music ; he was imagining pictures, he was painting.

He left Joseph half-way through the evening, and ran
home to make sketches by lamp-light; he invented
thirty pictures, full of reminiscences, and believed him-
self a genius. Next day he bought some colours and
canvases of various szes; he soread out some bread and
some cheese on histable ; he got somewater in ajug, and
a store of wood for his stove ; then, to use the studio
phrase, he pegged away at his painting ; he employed a
few models, and Magus lent him draperies. After two
months of seclusion, the Breton had finished four
pictures. He again aked Schinner's advice, with the
addition of Joseph Bridau's. The two painters found
these works to be a servile imitation of Dutch land-
scapes, of Metzu's interiors, and the fourth was aversion
of Rembrandt's Anatomy lecture.

Always imitations!" sad Schinner. ' Ah, Fougeres
would find it hard to be original.'
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" You ought to turn your attention to something dse
than painting," said Bridau.

- To what ?" said Fougeres,

Goin for literature.'

Fougeres bent his head as shep do before rain.
Then he asked and got some practical advice, touched
up his paintings, and carried them to Elias. Elias gave
him twenty-five francs for each. At this price Fougeres
made nothing, but, thanks to his abstemiousness he logt
nothing. He took some walks to sse what became of
his pictures, and had a dngular hallucination. His
works, 0 firmly painted, S0 neat, as hard as tin-plate
iron, and as shining as painting on porcdain, Sssamed
to be covered with a fog; they looked quite like old
maser's.

Elias had just gone out 5 Fougeres could obtain no
information as to this phenomenon. He thought his eyes
decaived him.

The painter went home to his gudio to make new old
magers. After sven years of congant work, Fougeres
was able to compose and paint fairly good pictures. He
did as well as all the other artigs of the ssoond dass
Elias bought and sold all the poor Breton's pictures,
while he laborioudy earned a hundred louis a year, and
did not spend more than twelve hundred francs

At the Exhibition of 1829, Leon de Lora, Schinner
and Bridau, who all three filled a large gpace, and were
at the head of the new movement in art, took pity
on their old comrades persaverance and poverty; they
managed to get a picture by Fougeres acoepted and hung
in the great room. This work, of thrilling interest,
recalling Vigneron in its sentiment, and Dubuf€'s early
manner in its execution, represented a young man in
prison having the back of his head shaved. On one dde
dood a priest, on the other a young woman in tears.
A lawyer's clerk was reading an official document. On
a wretched table good a meal which no one had eaten.
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The light came in through the bars of a high window.
It was enough to make the good folks shudder, and they
shuddered.

Fougeres had borrowed directly from Gerard Dow's
masterpiece: he had turned the group of the Dropsical
Woman towards the window ingead of facing the
gpectator. He had put the condemned prisoner in the
place of the dying woman—the same pallor, the same
look, the same appeal to heaven. Instead of the Dutch
physcian, there was the rigid official figure of the clerk
dressed in black ; but he had added an old woman by
the sde of Gerard Dow'syoung girl. The cruely good-
humoured face of the executioner crowned the group.
This plagiarism, skilfully concegled, was not recognised.

The catalogue contained these words :—

510, GRASSOU DE FOUGERES (PIERRE), Rue de Navarin, 2.
The Chouan's Toilet; condemned to Death, 1809.

Though quite mediocre, the picture had a prodigious
auccess for it reminded the spectators of the affair of the
robbers—known as the Chauffeurs—of Mortagne. A
crowd collected every day in front of the picture, which
became the fashion, and Charles x. sopped to look at it.
Madame, having heard of the poor Breton's patient life,
grew enthusagtic about him. The Due d'Orleans aked
the price of the painting. The priets told Madame
the Dauphiness that the work was full of pious feeling;
it had no doubt a very satisactory suggestion of religion.
Monseigneur the Dauphin admired the dugt on the
window panes, a stupid, dull mistake, for what Fougeres
had intended was a greenish tone, which soke of
damp at the bottom of the walls. Madame bought the
picture for a thousand francs, and the Dauphin gave a
commisson for another. Charles x. betowed the Cross
on thisson of a peasant who had fought for the Royal
Causein 1799 ; Josph Bridau, a great painter, was not
decorated. The Minister of the Interior ordered two
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sacred pictures for the church at Fougeres. This Sdon
was to Pierre Grassou fortune, glory, a future, and life.

To invent in any kind is to die by inches5 to copy is
tolive. Having at last discovered a vein full of gold,
Grassou of Fougeres practised that part of this barbarous
maxim to which the world owes the atrocious medio-
crity whose duty it is to elect its superiors in every dass
of society, but which naturally elects itself, and wages
pitiless war againgt all rea talent. The principle of
election universally applied is a bad one; France will
get over it. At the same time, Fougeres was so gentle
and kind that his modesty, his simplicity, and his astonish-
ment silenced recriminations and envy. Then, again,
he had on his side all the successful Grassous, represent-
ing al the Grassous to come.  Some people, touched by
the energy of a man whom nothing had discouraged,
spoke of Domenichino, and said,’” Hard work in the arts
must be rewarded. Grassou has earned his success. He
hes been pegging at it for ten years, poor old fellow!"

This exclamation, ' poor old fellow!" counted for a
great ded in the support and congratulations the painter
received. Pity elevates as many second-rate talents as
envy runs down great artists. The newspapers had
not been sparing of criticism, but the Chevalier Fougeres
took it all as he took his friend's advice, with angdlic
patience. Rich now, with fifteen thousand francs very
hardly earned, he furnished his rooms and his studio in
the Rue de Navarin, he painted the picture ordered by
Monseigneur the Dauphin, and the two sacred works
commanded by the Minister, finishing them to the day,
with a punctuality perfectly distracting to the cashier of
the Ministry, accustomed to quite other ways. But
note the good luck of methodical people! If he had
delayed, Grassou, overtaken by the revolution of July,
would never have been paid.

By the time he was seven-and-thirty Fougeres had
manufactured for Elias Magus about two hundred pictures,
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all perfectly unknown, but by which he had gained
with practice that satifactory handling, that pitch of
dexterity at which an artist shrugs his shoulders, and
which is dear to the Philistine. Fougeres was loved by
his friends for his rectitude of mind and geadfasness of
feding, for his perfectly obliging temper and loyal spirit;
though they had no repect for his palette, they were
attached to the man who hed it.

"What a pity that Fougeres should indulge in the vice
of painting !" his friends would say.

Grassou, however, could give sound advice, like the
newgpaper writers, who are incapable of producing a
book, but who know full well where a book is faulty.
But there was a difference between Fougeres and thee
literary critics; he was keenly alive to every beauty, he
acknowledged it, and his advice was damped with a sne
of justice which made his grictures acceptable.

After the revolution of July Fougeres snt in ten or
more paintings to every exhibition, of which the jury
would accept four or five. He lived with the drictest
economy, and his whole household condged of a woman
to manage the housework. His amusements lay soldy
in vigts to his friends, and in going to see works of art;
he treated himsdf to some Tittle tours in France, and
dreamed of seeking inspiration in Switzerland. This
wretched artis was a good citizen ; he srved in the
Guard, turned out for ingpection, and paid his rent and
bills with the vulgarest punctuality. Having lived in
hard work and penury, he had never had time to be in
love. A bachdor and poor, up to the present day he had
had no wish to complicate his Smple exisence.

Having no idea of any way of increasing his wealth,
he took his savings and his earnings every quarter to his
notary, Cardot. When the notary had a thousand crowns
in hand, he inveted them in a first mortgage, with
subgtitution in favour of the wifeésrights if the borrower
should marry, or in favour of the ler if the borrower
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should wish to pay it off. The notary drew the interest
and added it to the sums deposted by Grassou de
Fougeres. The painter looked forward to the happy
day when his investments should reach the imposing
figure of two thousand francs a year, when he would
indulge in the otium cum dignltate of an artist and paint
pictures—oh ! but such pictures! Real pictures, finished
pictures — something like, clipping, stunning! His
fondest hope, his dreem of joy, the climax of all his
hopes—would you like to know it ? It was to be dected
to the Institute and wear the rosdte of the officers of
the Legion of Honour! To st by Schinner and Leon
de Lora! To get into the Academy before Bridau!
To have a rosdte in his button-hole—What a vison !
Only your commonplace mind can think of everything.

On hearing several footdeps on the dairs, Fougeres
pushed his fingers through his top-knot of hair, buttoned
his bottle-green waistcoat, and was not a little surprised
at the entrance of a face of the kind known in the sudio
asamelon. Thisfruit was perched on a pumpkin dressd
in blue cloth, and graced with a dangling bunch of jing-
ling ss|ls The meon snorted like a porpoisg the
pumpkin walked on turnips incorrectly called legs. A
real artist would at once have sketched such a caricature
of the bottle merchant and then have shown him out,
saying that he did not paint vegetables. Fougeres looked
at his cusomer without laughing, for M. Vervelle wore
in his shirt-front a diamond worth a thousand crowns.
Fougeres glanced at Magus, and said in the sudio dang
of the day, A fat job,” meaning that the worthy was
rich.

M. Vervelle heard it and frowned. He brought in
his train some other vegetable combinations in the
persons of his wife and daughter. The wife had in her
face a fine mahogany tone; she looked like a cocoa-nut
surmounted by a head and tightened in with a bdt ; she
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twirled round on her feet; her dres was yellow, with
black stripes.  She proudly displayed absurd mittens on a
pair of hands as swallen as a glover's sgn.  The feathers
of a first-class funeral waved over a coal-scuttle bonnet;
lace frills covered a figure as round behind as before
thus the spherical form of the cocoa-nut was perfect.
Her feet, which a painter would have termed hoofs, had
a garnish of half-an-inch of fat projecting beyond her
patent-leather shoes How had her fest been got into
theshoes? Whocan tell ?

Behind her came a young agparagus shoot, green and
yellow as to her dress with a small head covered with
hair in flat braids of a carroty yellow which a Roman
would have adored, thread-paper arms, a fairly white but
freckled skin, large innocent eyes, with colourless lashes
and faintly marked eyebrows, a Leghorn sraw hat,
trimmed with a couple of honest white satin bows, and
bound with white satin, virtuoudy red hands, and fet
like her mother's.

These three persons, as they looked round the sudio,
had a look of beatitude which showed a highly respect-
able enthusiasm for art.

And it is you, Sr, who are going to take our like-
neses ? said the father, assuming a little dashing air.

' Yes, dr,' replied Grassou.

Vervelle, he has the Cross' sid the wife to her
husband in a whisper while the painter's back was
turned.

" Should | have our portraits painted by an artist who
was not " decorated " ?' retorted the bottle-merchant.

Elias Magus bowed to the Vervelle family and went
away. Grassou followed him on to the landing.

"Who but you would have discovered such a st of
phizzes ?

A hundred thousand francs in settlement!’

" Yes, but what a family !"

" And three hundred thousand francs in expectations,
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a house in the Rue Boucherat, and a country place at
Ville d'Avray.'

" Boucherat, bottles, bumpkins, and bounce!" sad the
painter.

You will be out of want for the rest of your days,
sad Elias.

This idea flashed into Pierre Grassou's brain as the
morning light had broken on his attic. As he placed
the young lady's father in position, he thought him
really good-looking, and admired his face with its strong
purple tones. The mother and daughter hovered round
the painter, wondering at all his preparations; to them
he s;emed agod. This visible adoration was pleasing to
Fougeres. The golden calf cast its fantastic reflection
on this family.

Y ou must earn enormous sums; but you spend it as
fast as you get it ? said the mother.

No, Madame,' replied the painter, ' | do not spend.
| have not means to amuse myself. My notary invests
my money; he knows what | have, and when once the
money isin his hands | think no more about it.'

"And | have aways been told that painters were a
thriftless set!" said father Vervelle.

Who isyour notary, if it isnot too great a liberty ?
sad Madame Vervelle.

'A capital fellow all round—Cardot.’

Lord! lord! Isn't that funny now !" sad Vervelle.
" Why, Cardot is ours too.'

Do not move,' said the painter.

'Sit still, do, Antenor," sad his wife; 'you will put
the gentleman out ; if you could sse him working you
would understand.'

'‘Gracious me, why did you never have me taught
art 7 said Mademoiselle Vervelle to her parents.
"Virginie!" exclaimed her mother' there are certain
things a young lady cannot learn. When you are
married—well and good. Till then be content,’



284 Pierre Grassou

In the course of this first sitting the Vervelle family
became almod intimate with the worthy artist. They
were to come again two days after. As they left, the
father and mother desred Virginie to go first; but in
gite of the digance between them, she heard these
words, of which the meaning mugt have roussd her
curiosity:—

' Decor-e—thirty-seven—an artiss who ges commis
sons, and places his money in our notary's hands. We
will consult Cardot. Madame de Fougeres, heh ! not a
bad name! He does not look like a bad fellow ! A man
of busness you would say ? But s0 long as a merchant
has not retired from busness you can never tell what
your daughter may come to; while an artis who saves
—And then wearefond of art.—Well, wel [l ——'

While the Vervelles were discusing him, Pierre
Grassou was thinking of the Vervelles. He found it
impossble to remain quietly in his gudio ; he walked up
and down the boulevard, looking at every red-haired
woman who went by ! He argued with himsdf in the
drangest way : Gold was the most lendid of the metals,
yelow good for gold; the ancient Romans liked red-
haired women, and he became a Roman, and 0 forth.
After being married two years what does a man care for
his wife's complexion ? Beauty fades— but ugliness
remains! Money is half of happiness That evening,
when he went to bed, the painter had already persuaded
himsdlf that Virginie Vervelle was char ming.

When the trio walked in on the day fixed for the
soond  sitting, the artist receved them with an amiable
smile.  The rogue had shaved, had put on a dean white
shirt; he had chosn a becoming pair of trousers and
red dippers with Turkish toes The family reponded
with a amile as flattering as the artist's; Virginie turned
asred as her hair, dropped her eyes and turned away her
head, looking at the dudies Pierre Grassou thought
thee little affectations quite bewitching. Virginie was
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graceful ; happily, she was like neither father nor mother.
But whom was she like ?

Ah, | se' sad he to himself; 'the mother has had
an eye to business.'

During the sitting there was awar of wits between
the family and the painter, who was so audacious as to
sy that father Vervelle was witty. After this piece of
flattery the family took possesson of the painter's heart
in double quick time; he gave one of his drawings to
Virginie, and a sketch to her mother.

" For nothing ?' they asked.

Pierre Grassou could not help smiling.

Y ou must not give your works away like this; they
are money,' sad Vervelle.

At the third sitting old Vervelle spoke of afine collec-
tion of pictures he had in his country house at Ville
d'Avray—Rubens, Gerard Dow, Mieris, Terburg, Rem-
brandt, a Titian, Paul Potter, etc.

M. Vervelle has been frightfully extravagant,’ sad
Madame Vervelle pompously. 'He has a hundred
thousand francs worth of pictures.'

| am fond of the arts,’ sad the bottle-merchant.

When Madame Vervelle's portrait was begun, that of
her husband was nearly finished. The enthusiasm of
the family now knew no bounds. The notary had
praised the artist in the highest terms. Pierre Grassou
was in his opinion the best fellow on earth, one of the
steadiest of artists, who had indeed saved thirty-six
thousand francs; his days of poverty were past, he was
making ten thousand francs a year, he was reinvesting
his interest, and he was incapable of making a woman
unhappy. This last sentence was of great weight in
the scde. The friends of the family heard nothing
talked of but the celebrated Fougeres.

By the time Fougeres began the portrait of Virginie
he was dready the son-in-law elect of the Vervelle
couple. The trio expanded in this studio, which they



286 Pierre Grasou

had begun to regard as a home; there was an inexpli-
cable attraction to them in this cleaned, cared-for, neat,
artistic spot, Abyssis abyssum, liketo like.

Towards the end of the sitting the stairs were shaken,
the door was flung open, and in cameJoseph Bridau; he
rode the whirlwind, his hair was flying; in he came
with his broad, deeply-seamed face, shot lightning glances
all round the room, and came suddenly up to Grassou,
pulling his coat across the gastric region, and trying to
button it, but in vain, for the button mould had escaped
from its cloth cover.

Times are bad,’ he sad to Grassou.

' Hah ?'

The duns areat my heels.—Hallo ! are you painting
that sort of thing ?
Hold your tongue !

"To be sure——'

The Vervelle family, excessvely taken aback by this
apparition, turned from the usual red to the cherry scarlet
of a fierce fire.

"It pays,' sad Joseph. ' Have you any shot in your
locker ?

Do you want much ?'

" A five hundred franc note. . . . There is a party
after me of the bloodhound kind, who, when once they
have set their teeth, do not let go without having the
piece out. What a set! '

"I will give you a line to my notary—-'

What ! you have a notary ?"'

'Yes'

Then that accounts for your still painting cheeks
rose-pink, only fit for a hairdresser's doll !'

Grassou could not help reddening, for Virginie was
sitting to him.

" Paint nature as it is,' the great painter went on.
' Mademoiselle is red-haired. Well, isthat a deadly sin ?
Everything is fine in painting. Squeeze me out some
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cinnabar, warm up those cheeks, give me those little
brown freckles, butter your canvas boldly ! Do you
want to do better than Nature ? '

Here,' said Fougeres,' take my place while | write'*

Vervelle waddled to the writing-table and spoke in
Grassou's edr.

That interfering muddier will spoil it," sad the bottle-
merchant.

If he would paint your Virginie's portrait, it would be
worth a thousand of mine,' replied Fougeres indignantly.

On hearing this, the goodman quietly best a retreat to
join his wife, who sa bewildered at the invasion of this
wild beest, and not at all happy at seeing him co-operating
in her daughter's portrait.

' There, carry out those hints,' said Bridau, returning
the palette, and taking the note. ' | will not thank you.—
| can get back to D'Arthez' chateau; | am painting a
dining-room for him, and Leon de Lora is doing pands
over the doors—masterpieces.  Come and s us!’

He went off without bowing even, so sick was he of
lookingWhoisthat man ? asked MadameV ervelle.

" A great artist,’ replied Grassou.
There was a moment's silence.

Are you quite sure' sad Virginie, ' that he has
brought noill-luck to my portrait ? ... He frightened
me.'

He has only improved it," said Grassou.

If he is a great artist, | prefer a great artist like you,'
sad Madame de Vervelle.

' Oh, mamma, Monsieur Fougeres is a much greater
artist. Hewill take mefull length,' remarked Virginie.

The eccentricities of genius had scared these steady-
going Philistines.

The year had now reached that pleasant autumn
seon prettily caled Saint-Martin's summer. It was
with the shyness of a neophyte in the presence of a man
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of genius that Vervelle ventured to invite Grasou to
gend the following Sunday at his country-house. He
knew how little attraction a bourgeois family could offer
toan artist.

You artists' sad he, 'must have excitement, fine
senes and dever company. But | can give you some
good wine, and | rely on my pictures to make up for
the dulness an artist like you must fed among trades
folks!

This worship, which greatly soothed his vanity, de-
lighted poor Pierre Grassou, who was little usd to such
compliments. This worthy artist, this ignominious
mediocrity, this heart of gold, this loyal soul, this
blundering draughtsman, this best of good felows, dis
playing the Cross of the Royal Order of the Legion of
Honour, got himsdf up with care to go and enjoy the
lagt fine days of the year at Ville-d'Avray. The painter
arrived unpretentioudy by the public conveyance, and
could not help admiring the bottle-merchant's handsome
resdence placed in the midst of a park of about five
acres at the top of the hill, and the best point of view.
cho r|narry Virginie meant owning this fine house some

ay!

He was received by the Vervelles with an enthusiasm,
a delight, a genuine heartiness, a smple, commonplace
stupidity that overpowered him. It was a day of triumph.
The future son-in-law was taken to walk along the
nankeen-coloured paths which had been raked, as was
due, for a great man. The very trees looked as if they
had been brushed and combed, the lawns were mown.
The pure country air diluted kitchen odours of the mogt
comforting character. Everything in the house pro-
claimed, ' We have a great artist here ' Little father
Vervelle rolled about his paddock like an apple, the
daughter wriggled after him like an edl, and the mother
followed with great dignity. For seven hours thee
three beings never rdeasad Grassou.
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After a dinner, of which the length matched the
splendour, Monsieur and Madame Vervelle came to
their grand surprise—the opening of the picture gallery,
lighted up by lamps carefully arranged for effect. Three
neighbours, all retired busness men, an uncle from
whom they had expectations, invited in honour of the
great artist, an old Aunt Vervelle, and the other guests
followed Grassou into the gallery, all curious to hear his
opinion of little Daddy Vervelle's famous collection, for
he overpowered them by the fabulous value of his pictures.
The bottle-merchant seemed to wish to vie with King
Louis-Philippe and the galleries of Versailles.

T he pictures, splendidly framed, bore tickets, on which
might be read in black letters on a gold label:—

RUBENS
A Dance of Faunsand Nymphs

REMBRANDT
Interior of a Dissecting-room
Doctor Tromp giving aLesson to hisPupils

There were a hundred and fifty pictures, all varnished
and dusted ; a few had green curtains over them, not to
be raised in the presence of the young person.

The artist stood with limp arms and a gaping mouth,
without a word on his lips, as he recognised in this
gallery half his own works; he, He was Rubens, Paul
Potter, Mieris, Metzu, Gerard Dow! He alone was
twenty great masters!

"What is the matter ? you look pale’

"Daughter, a glass of water!" cried Madame
Vervelle.

The painter took the old man by the button of his
coat and led him into a corner, under pretence of
examining a Murillo.—Spanish pictures were then the
fashion.

T
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" You bought your pictures of Elias Magus ?' said he.
~Yes, All original works:!

Between oursdves what did he make you pay for
those | will point out to you ?

The couple went round the gallery. The guests were
amazed at the solemnity with which the artist, following
his host, examined all these master pieces.

Three thousand francs!' exclaimed Vervelle in an
undertone, as he came to the last. ' But | tell you
forty thousand francs !"

Forty thousand francs for a Titian!" sad the artist
aloud ; ' why, it isdirt-cheap !"

" When | told you | had a hundred thousand crowns
worth of pictures—' exclaimed Vervelle.

| painted every one of those pictures’ sad Pierre
Grasou in his ear; ' and | did not get more than ten
thousand francs for the whole lot.'

'Prove it," replied the bottle-merchant, 'and | will
double my daughter's settlements ; for in that case you
are Rubens, Rembrandt, Terburg, Titian !’

And Magus is something like a picture-dealer !
added the painter, who could account for the antique
look of the pictures, and the practical end of the subjects
ordered by the dedler.

Far from felling in his admirer's estimation, M. de
Fougeres—for so the family inssted on calling Pierre
Grassou—roe 0 high that he painted his family for
nothing, and of course presented the portraits to his
father-in-law, his mother-in-law, and his wife.

Pierre Grassou, who never mises a single exhibition,
is now regarded in the Philistine world as a very good
portrait-painter. He earns about twelve thousand francs
a year, and spoils about five hundred francs worth of
canvas. Hiswife had six thousand francs a year on her
marriage, and they live with her parents. TheVervelles
and the Grassous, who get on perfectly well together,
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keep a carriage, and are the happiest people on earth

Pierre Grassou moves in a commonplace circle, where
he is consdered one of the greatest artists of the period,
Not a family portrait isordered between the Barriere du
Troneand the Rue du Temple that is not the work of
this great painter, or that cods less than five hundred
francs The great reason why the townsfolk employ this
artig is this; 'Say what you like, he invests twenty
thousand francs a year through his notary.'

As Grassou behaved very well in the riots of the 12th
of May, he has been promoted to be an officer of the
Legion of Honour. Heismajor in the National Guard.
The Vesailles gallery was bound to order a battle-scene
of so worthy a citizen, who forthwith walked all about
Paristo meet his old comrades, and to say with an air
of indifference’ The King has ordered me to paint a
battle!"

Madame de Fougeres adores her husband, whom she
has presented with two children. The painter, however,
a good father and a good husband, cannot altogether get
rid of a haunting thought: other painters make fun of
him ; his nameis a term of contempt in every studio;
the newspapers never notice his works.  Still, he works
on, and is making his way to the Academy , he will be
admitted. And then—a revenge that swels his heart
with pride—he buys pictures by famous artigs when
they are in difficulties, and he is replacing the daubs
at the Ville d'Avray by real masterpieces—not of his
own painting.

Therearemediocrities mor e vexatious and more spiteful
than that of Pierre Grassou, who is in fact anonymoudy
benevalent and perfectly obliging.

PARIS, 'December 1839,
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