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THE

Temptation of Saint Antony

CHAPTER 1.

A HOLY SAINT.

¢ T IS in the Thebafd, on the heights
of a mountain, where a platform,
shaped like a crescent, is sur-
rounded by huge stones.
The Hermit's cdl occupies the
I background. It is built of mud and
reeds, flat-roofed and doorless. Indde are seen a
:pitcher and a loa' of black bread; in the centre, on
a wooden support, a large book; on the ground,
here and there, bits of lush-work, a mat or two, a
basket and a knife.

Some ten paces or 0 from the cdl a tall cross
is planted in the ground; and, at the other end
o the platform, a gnarled old palm-tree leans over
the abyss, for the side of the mountain is scarped;
and at the bottom of the diff the Nile swells, as it
were, into a lake.

(M)
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To right and left, the view is bounded by the en-
closing rocks; but, on the side of the desert, immense
undulations of a yellowish ash-colour rise, one above
and one beyond the other, like the lines of a sea-
coast; while, far off, beyond the sands, the mountains
of the Libyan range form a wall of chak-like white-
ness faintly shaded with violet haze. In front, the
sun is going down. Towards the north, the sky has
a pearl-grey tint; while, at the zenith, purple clouds,
like the tufts of a gigantic mane, stretch over the
blue vault. These purple streaks grow browner; the
patches of blue assume the paeness of mother-of-
pearl. The bushes, the pebbles, the earth, now wear
the hard colour of bronze, and through space floats
a golden dust so fine that it is scarcely distinguish-
able from the vibrations of light.

Saint Antony, who has a long beard, unshorn
locks, and a tunic of goatskin, is seated, cross-legged,
engaged in making mats. No sooner has the sun dis-
appeared than he heaves a deep sigh, and gazing to-
wards the horizon:

"Another day! Another day gone! | was not so
miserable in former times as 1 am now! Before the
night was over, | used to begin my prayers; than
1 would go down to the river to fetch water, and
would reascend the rough mountain pathway, sing-
ing a hymn, with the water-bottle on my shoul-
der. After that, | used to amuse mysdf by arranging
everything in my cel. | used to take up my tools,
and examine the mats, to see whether they were
evenly cut, and the baskets, to see whether they
were light; for it seemed to me then that even my
most trifling acts were duties which | performed with
ease. At regulated hours | Ileft off my work and
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prayed, with my two arms extended. | fdt as if a
fountain of mercy were flowing from Heaven above
into my heart. But now it is dried up. Why is
this?

He proceeds slowly into the rocky enclosure.

"When | left home, everyone found fault with
me. My mother sank into a dying state; my dger,
from a digance, made signs to me to come back; and
the other one wept, Ammonana, that child whom I
used to meet every evening, besde the cigern, as she
was leading away her cattle. She ran after me. The
rings on he feet glittered in the dust, and he tunic,
open at the hips, fluttered in the wind. The old
ascetic who hurried me from the spot addressed her,
as we fled, in loud and menacing tones. Then our
two cames kept galloping continuoudy, till at length
every familiar object had vanished from my sight.

"At fird, | sdected for my abode the tomb of
one of the Pharachs. But some enchantment sur-
rounds those subterranean palaces, amid whose gloom
the air is difled with the decayed odour of aromatics.
From the depths of the sarcophagi | heard a mournful
voice arise, that called me by name—or rather, as
it seemed to me, al the fearful pictures on the walls
darted into hideous life. Then | fled to the borders
of the Red Sea into a citadd in ruins. There | had
for companions the scorpions that crawled amongst
the stones, and, overhead, the eagles who were con-
tinually whirling across the azure sky. At night, |
was torn by talons bitten by beaks, or brushed with
light wings; and horrible demons, yelling in my ears,
hurled me to the earth. At ladt, the drivers of a
caravan, which was journeying towards Alexandria,
rescued me, and carried me along with them.
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"After this, | became a pupil of the venerable
Didymus. Though he was blind, no one equalled him
in knowledge of the Scriptures. When our lesson was
ended, he used to take my arm, and, with my aid, as-
cend the Panium, from whose summit could be seen
the Pharos and the open sea. Then we would return
home, passing along the quays, where we brushed
against men of every nation, including the Cimmerians,
clad in bearskin, and the Gymnosophists of the Ganges,
who smear their bodies with cow-dung. There were
continual conflicts in the streets, some of which were
caused by the Jews' refusd to pay taxes, and others
by the attempts of the seditious to drive out the Ro-
mans. Besides, the city is filled with heretics, the
followers of Manes, of Vaentinus, of Bashdes, and of
Alius, dl of them eagerly striving to discuss with you
points of doctrine and to convert you to their views.

" Their discourses sometimes come back to my
memory; and, though | try not to dwell upon them,
they haunt my thoughts.

"I next took refuge in Colzin, and, when | had
undergone a severe penance, 1 no longer feared the
wrath of God. Many persons gathered around me,
offering to become anchorites. | imposed on them a
rule of life in antagonism to the vagaries of Gnosticism
and the sophistries of the philosophers. Communi-
cations now reached me from every quarter, and peo-
ple came a great distance to see me.

"Meanwhile, the populace continued to torture the
confessors; and 1 was led back to Alexandria by an
ardent thirst for martyrdom. | found on my arriva
that the persecution had ceased three days before.
Just as | was returning, my path was blocked by a
great crowd in front of the Temple of Serapis. | was
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told that the Governor was about to make one find
example. In the centre of the portico, in the broad
light of day, a naked woman was fastened to a pillar,
while two soldiers were scourging her. At each
stroke her entire frame writhed. Suddenly, she cast
a wild look around, her trembling lips parted; and,
above the heads of the multitude, her figure wrapped,
as it were, in her flowing hair, methought | recog-
nissd Ammonana. . . . Yet this one was taller—
and beautiful, exceedingly!"

He draws his hand across his brow.

“No! no! | must not think upon it!

"On another occasion, Athanasius asked me to
assist him against the Anans. At that time, they had
confined themselves to attacking him with invectives
and ridicule. Since then, however, he has been ca
lumniated, deprived of his see, and banished. Where
is he now? | know not! People concern themselves
so little about bringing me any news! AH my dis
ciples have abandoned me, Hilanon like the rest.

"He was, perhaps, fifteen years of age when he
came to me, and his mind was so much filled with
curiosity that every moment he was asking me ques-
tions. Then he would listen with a pensive air; and,
without a murmur, he would run to fetch whatever |
wanted— more nimble than a kid, and gay enough,
moreover, to make even a patriarch laugh. He was
a son to me!"

The sky is red; the earth completely dark. Agi-
tated by the wind, clouds of sand rise, like winding-
sheets, and then fdl again. All a once in a clear
space in the heavens, a flock of birds flits by, form-
ing a kind of triangular battalion, resembling a piece
of metal with its edges alone vibrating.



6 GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Antony glances at them.

"Ah! how | should like to follow them! How
often, too, have | not wigtfully gazed at the long boats
with their sals resembling wings, especidly when
they bore away those who had been my guests!
What happy times | used to have with them! What
outpourings! None of them interested me more than
Ammon. He described to me his journey to Rome,
the Catacombs, the Coliseum, the piety of illustrious
women, and a thousand other things. And yet 1 was
unwilling to go away with him! How came 1 to be
so obstinate in clinging to this solitary life? It might
have been better for me had | stayed with the monks
of Nitria when they besought me to do so. They
occupy separate cells, and yet communicate with one
another. On Sunday the trumpet cdls them to the
church, where you may see three whips hung up,
which are reserved for the punishment of thieves and
intruders, for they maintain very severe discipline.

"Nevertheless, they do not stand in need of gifts,
for the fathful bring them eggs, fruit, and even in-
struments for removing thorns from their feet. There
are vineyards around Pisperi, and those of Pabenum
have a raft, in which they go forth to seek provisions.

"But | should have served my brethren more &f-
fectualy by being a simple priest. | might succour
the poor, administer the sacraments, and guard the
purity of domestic life. Besides, dl the laity are not
lost, and there was nothing to prevent me from be-
ing, for example, a grammarian or a philosopher. |
should have had in my room a sphere made of reeds,
tablets always in my hand, young people around me,
and a crown of laurel suspended as an emblem over
my door.
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"But there is too much pride in such triumphsl!
Better be a soldier. | was strong and courageous
enough to manage engines of war, to traverse gloomy
forests, or, with hemet on head, to enter smoking
cities. More than this, there would be nothing to
hinder me from purchasing with my earnings the of-
fice of toll-keeper of some bridge, and travellers would
relate to me their histories, pointing out to me heaps
of curious objects which they had stowed away in
their baggage.

"On fedtival days the merchants of Alexandria sall
aong the Canopic branch of the Nile and drink wine
from cups of lotus, to the sound of tambourines,
which make dl the taverns near the river shake. Be
yond, trees, cut conefashion, protect the peaceful
farmsteads against the south wind. The roof of each
house rests on slender columns running close to one
another, like the framework of a lattice, and, through
these spaces, the owner, stretched on a long seat,
can gaze out upon his grounds and watch his serv-
ants thrashing corn or gathering in the vintage,
and the cattle trampling on the straw. His children
play along the grass; his wife bends forward to kiss
him."

Through the deepening shadows of the night
pointed snouts reved themselves here and there with
ears erect and glittering eyes. Antony advances to-
wards them. Scattering the wind in their wild rush,
the animals take flight. It was a troop of jackals.

One of them remains behind, and, resting on two
paws, with his body bent and his head on one side,
he places himsdf in an attitude of defiance.

"How pretty he looks! 1 should like to pass my
hand softly over his back."
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Antony whistles to make him come near. The
jackal disappears.

"Ah! he is gone to join his fellows. Oh! this
solitude! this weariness!"

Laughing bitterly:

"This is such a ddightful life—to twist pam
branches in the fire to make shepherds crooks, to
turn out baskets and fasten mats together, and then
to exchange dl this handiwork with the Nomads for
bread that breaks your teeth! Ah! wretched me! will
there never be an end of this? But, indeed, death
would be better! 1 can bear it no longer! Enough!
Enough!"

He stamps his foot, and makes his way through
the rocks with rapid step, then stops, out of breath,
bursts into sobs, and flings himself upon the ground.

The night is cam; millions of stars are trembling
in the sky. No sound is heard save the chattering of
the tarantula.

The two arms of the cross cast a shadow on the
sand. Antony, who is weeping, perceives it.

"Am 1 soweak, my God? Courage! Let usarise! "

He enters his cell, finds there the embers of afire,
lights a torch, and places it on the wooden stand, so
as to illumine the big book.

"Suppose | take — the 'Acts of the Apostles —
yes, no matter where!

"'‘He saw the sky opened with a great linen sheet
whnich was let down by its four corners, wherein were
all kinds of terrestrial animals and wild beasts, rep-
tiles and birds. And a voice said to him: Arise,
Peter! Kill and eatr

"So, then, the Lord wished that His apostle should
eat every kind of food? . . . whilst 1 . . "
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Antony lets his chin sink on his breast. The rus
tling of the pages, which the wind scatters, causes
him to lift his head, and he reads:

"' The Jews dew all their enemies with swords,
and made a great carnage of them, so that they dis-
posed at will of those whom they hated. '

"There follows the enumeration of the people
dain by them—seventy-five thousand. They had en-
dured so much! Besdes, their enemies were the
enemies of the true God. And how they must have
enjoyed their vengeance, completely slaughtering the
idolaters! No doubt the city was gorged with the dead!
They must have been a the garden gates, on the
staircases, and packed so closdly together in the various
rooms that the doors could not be closed! But here
am 1 plunging into thoughts of murder and blood-
shed!"

He opens the book at another passage.

"' Nebuchadnezzar prostrated himself with his
face on the ground and adored Danidl.'

"Ah! that is good! The Mogt High exalts His
prophets above kings. This monarch spent his life in
feasting, always intoxicated with sensuality and pride.
But God, to punish him, changed him into a beast,
and he walked on four paws!"

Antony begins to laugh; and, while stretching out
his arms, disarranges the leaves of the book with the
tips of his fingers. Then his eyes fdl on these words:

"' Egechia* felt great joy in coming to them. He
showed them his perfumes, his gold and silver, all
his aromatics, his sweet-smelling oils, all his precious
vases, and the things that were in his treasures/

"I can imagine how they beheld, heaped up to
the very ceiling, gems, diamonds, dancs. A man
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who possesses such an accumulation of these things
is not the same as others. While handling them, he
assumes that he holds the result of innumerable exer-
tions, and that he has absorbed, and can again diffuse,
the very life of the people. This is a ussful precau-
tion for kings. The wisest of them dl was not
wanting in it. His fleets brought him ivory —and
apes. Where is this? It is—"

He rapidly turns over the leaves.

"Ah! this is the place:

" The Queen of Sheba, being aware of the glory
of Solomon, came to tempt him, propounding enigmas. '

"How did she hope to tempt him? The Devil
was very desirous to tempt Jesus. But Jesus triumphed
because He was God, and Solomon owing, perhaps,
to his magical science. It is sublime, this science;
for—as a philosopher has explained to me — the
world forms a whole, dl whose parts have an influ-
ence on one another, like the different organs of a
single body. It is interesting to understand the &ffini-
ties and antipathies implanted in everything by Na
ture, and then to put them into play. In this way
one might be able to modify laws that appear to be
unchangeable."

At this point the two shadows traced behind him
by the arms of the cross project themselves in front
of him. They form, as it were, two great horns.
Antony exclaims:

"Help, my God!"

The shadows resume their former position.

"Ah! it was an illuson—nothing more. It is
useless for me to torment my soul. | have no need
to do so— absolutely no need!"

He sits down and crosses his arms.



TEMPTATION OF ST. ANTONY n

"And yet methought | felt the approach .
But why should he come? Besides, do | not know
his artifices? 1 have repelled the monstrous ancho-
rite who, with a laugh, offered me little hot loaves;
the centaur who tried to take me on his back; and
that vision of a beautifui dusky maid amid the sands,
which revealed itself to me as the spirit of voluptu-
ousness/'

Antony walks up and down rapidly.

"It is by my direction that al these holy retreats
have been built, full of monks wearing hair-cloths
beneath their goatskins, and numerous enough to
furnish forth an army. 1 have healed diseases at a
distance, 1 have banished demons. 1 have waded
through the river in the midst of crocodiles. The
Emperor Constantine has written me three letters;
and Balacius, who treated with contempt the letter |
sent him, has been torn by his own horses. The
people of Alexandria, whenever | reappeared amongst
them, fought to get a glimpse of me; and Athanasius
was my guide when 1 took my departure. But what
toils, too, 1 have had to undergo! Here, for more
than thirty years, have 1 been constantly groaning in
the desert! 1 have carried on my loins eighty pounds
of bronze, like Eusebius; | have exposed my body to
the stings of insects, like Macanus; | have remained
fifty-three nights without closing an eye, like Pacho-
mius; and those who are decapitated, torn with
pincers, or burnt, possess less virtue, perhaps, inas-
much as my life is a continual martyrdom 1"

Antony slackens his pace.

"Certainly there is no one who undergoes so
much mortification. Charitable hearts are growing
fewer, and people never give' me anything now. Mv

7-2
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cdoak is worn out, and | have no sandals, nor even
a porringer; for | gave all my goods and chattels to
the poor and my own family, without keeping a sin-
gle obolus for mysdf. Should | not need a little
money to get the tools that are indispensable for my
work? Oh! not much—a Httle sum! . . . |
would husbhand it.

"The Fathes of Nicaea were ranged in purple
robes on thrones along the wall, like the Magi; and
they were entertained at a banquet, while honours
were heaped upon them, especially on Paphnutius,
merely because he has lost an eye and is lame since
Dioclesan's persecution! Many a time the Emperor
has kissed his injured eye. What folly! Moreover,
the Council had such worthless membersl  Theophilus,
a bishop of Scythia; John, ancther, in Perda; Spi-
ridion, a cattle-drover. Alexander was too old, Atha-
nasus ought to have made himsdf more agreeable to
the Arians in order to get concessions from them!

"How is it they dealt with me? They would not
even give me a hearingd He who spoke againg me
—a tal young man with a curling beard— coolly
launched out captious objections, and while | was
trying to find words to reply to him, they kept look-
ing at me with malignant glances, barking at me like
hyenas. Ah! if | could only get them al sent into
exile by the Empeor, or rathe smite them, crush
them, behold them suffering. 1 have much to suffer
myself!"

He sinks swooning againg the wall of his cdll.

"This is what it is to have faged overmuch! My
gsrength is going. If | had eaten, only once, a mor-
sd of meat!"

He half-closes his eyes languidly.
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"Ah! for some red flesh . . . a bunch of
grapes to nibble, some curds that would quiver on a
plate!

"But what als me now? What ails me now?
| fed my heart dilating like the sea when it swells
before the storm. An overwhelming weakness bows
me down, and the warm atmosphere seems to waft
towards me the odour of hair. $tll, there is no trace
of a woman here."

He turns towards the little pathway amid the
rocks.

"This is the way they come, poised in their lit-
ters on the black arms of eunuchs. They descend,
and, joining together their hands, laden with rings,
they kneel down. They tell me their troubles. The
need of a superhuman voluptuousness tortures them.
They would like to die; in their dreams they have
seen gods who cdled them by name; and the edges
of their robes fdl round my feet. | repel them. 'Oh!
no/ they say to me, 'not yet! What must | do?
Any penance will appear easy to them. They ask
me for the most severe: to share in my own, to live
with me.

"It is a long time now since | have seen any of
them! Perhaps, though, this is what is about to hap-
pen? And why not? If suddenly | were to hear the
mule-bells ringing in the mountains. It seems to
me . . "

Antony climbs upon a rock, at the entrance of the
path, and bends forward, darting his eyes into the
darkness.

"Yes! down there, at the very end, there is a
moving mass, like people who are trying to pick
their way. Here it isl They are making a mistake/'
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Calling out:

"On this side! Come! Come!"

The echo repeats.

"Come! Come!"

He lets his arms fall down, quite dazed*

"What a shame! Ah! poor Antony!"

And immediately he hears a whisper:

"Poor Antony/'

"lIs that anyone? Answer!"

It is the wind passing through the spaces between
the rocks that causes these intonations, and in ther
confused sonorities he distinguishes voices, as if the
ar were speaking. They are low and insinuating, a
kind of dbilant utterance:

The firs—"Do you wish for women?"

The second—"Nay; rather great piles of money."

The third—"A shining sword/'

The others—" AH the people admire you."

"Go to deep.”

"You will cut their throats. Yes! you will cut
their throats."

At the same time, visble objects undergo a trans
formation. On the edge of the diff, the old palm-
tree, with its cluster of yellow leaves, becomes the
torso of a woman leaning over the abyss, and poised
by he mass of hair.

Antony re-enters his cdl, and the stool which sus-
tains the big book, with its pages filled with black
letters, seems to him a bush covered with swal-
lows.

"Without doubt, it is the torch that is making
this play of light. Le us put it out!"

He puts it out, and finds himsdf in profound dark-
ness.
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And, suddenly, through the midst of the air, passes
first, a pool of water, then a prostitute, the corner of
a temple, afigure of a soldier, and a chariot with two
white horses prancing.

These images make their appearance abruptly, in
successive shocks, standing out from the darkness
like pictures of scarlet above a background of ebony.

Their motion becomes more rapid; they pass in a
dizzy fashion. At other times they stop, and, grow-
ing pde by degrees, dissolve—or, rather, they fly
away, and instantly others arrive in their stead.

Antony droops his eyelids.

They multiply, surround, besiege him. An un-
speakable terror seizes hold of him, and he no longer
has any sensation but that of a burning contraction
in the epigastrium. In spite of the confuson of his
brain, he is conscious of a tremendous silence which
separates him from dl the world. He tries to speak;
impossible 1 It is as if the link that bound him to
existence was snapped; and, making no further resist-
ance, Antony fdls upon the mat.



CHAPTER II.

THE TEMPTATION OF LOVE AND POWER.

in festoons — traces itsalf upon the
ground

It is the Devil, resing againg the
roof of the cdl and carrying under his wings—like a
gigantic bat that is suckling its young—the Seven
Deadly Sins, whose grinning heads disclose themselves
confusedly.

Antony, his eyes gill closed, remains languidly
passive, and stretches his limbs upon the mat, which
seems to him to grow softer every moment, until it
swells out and becomes a bed; then the bed becomes
a shallop, with water rippling againg its sides.

To right and left rise up two necks of black soil
that tower above the cultivated plains, with a syca-
more here and there. A noise of bdls, drums, and
singers resounds at a distance. These are caused by
people who are going down from Canopus to deep
at the Temple of Serapis. Antony is aware of this,
and he glides, driven by the wind, between the two
banks of the canal. The leaves of the papyrus and
the red blossoms of the water-lilies, larger than a

(16)




TEMPTATION OF ST. ANTONY 17

man, bend over him. He lies extended at the bottom
of the vessel. An oar from behind drags through the
water. From time to time rises a hot breath of air
that shakes the thin reeds. The murmur of the tiny
waves grows fainter. A drowsiness takes possession
of him. He dreams that he is an Egyptian Solitary.

Then he garts up al of a sudden.

"Have 1 been dreaming? It was 0 pleasant that
| doubted its reality. My tongue is burning! | am
thirsty!"

He enters his cdl and searches about everywhere
at random.

"The ground iswet! Has it been raining? Stop!
Scraps of food! My pitcher broken! But the water-
bottle?"

He finds it.

"Empty, completdy empty! In order to get
down to the river, | should need three hours at least,
and the night is so dark | could not see well
enough to find my way there. My entrails are writh-
ing. Where is the bread?"

After searching for some time he picks up a crus
smaller than an egg.

"How is this? The jackals mugs have taken it,
curse them!"

And he flings the bread furioudy upon the ground.

This movement is scarcdy completed when a
table presents itsdf to view, covered with all kinds of
dainties. The tablecloth of byssus, driated like the
fillets of sphinxes, seems to unfold itsdf in luminous
undulations. Upon it there are enormous quarters of
flesh-meat, huge fishes, birds with ther feathers
guadrupeds with their har” fruits with an almost
natural colouring; and pieces of white ice and flagons
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of violet crygal shed glowing reflections. In the
middle of the table Antony observes a wild boar
smoking from all its pores, its paws beneath its belly,
its eyes half-closed —and the idea of being able to
eat this formidable animal regoices his heart exceed-
ingly. Then, there are things he had never seen before
—black hashes, jelies of the colour of gold, ragoOts,
in which mushrooms float like water-lilies on the sur*
face of a pool, whipped creams so light that they
resemble clouds.

And the aroma of al this brings to him the odour
of the ocean, the coolness of fountains, the mighty
pefume of woods. He dilates his nodrils as much
as possible; he drivels, saying to himsdf that there is
enough there to lag for a year, for ten years, for his
whole life!

In proportion as he fixes his wide-opened eyes
upon the dishes, others accumulate, forming a pyramid,
whose angles turn downwards. The wines begin to
flow, the fishes to palpitate; the blood in the dishes
bubbles up; the pulp of the fruits draws nearer, like
amorous lips; and the table rises to his bread, to his
very chin—with only one seat and one cover, which
are exactly in front of him.

He is about to seize the loaf of bread. Other
loaves make their appearance.

"For me! . . . al' but——"

Antony draws back.

"In the place of the one which was there, here
are others! It is a mirade, then, exactly like that the
Lod peformed! . . . Wich what object? Nay,
al the rex of it is not less incomprehensblel Ah!
demon, begone! begone!"

He gives a kick to the table. It disappears.
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"Nothing more? No!"

He draws a long breath.

"Ah! the temptation was strong. But what an
escape | have had!"

He raises up his head, and stumbles against an
object which emits a sound.

"What can this be?"

Antony stoops down.

“Hold! A cup! Some one must have lost it while
travelling—nothing extraordinary! ——"

He wets his finger and rubs.

"It glitters! Precious metal! However, | cannot
distinguish——"

He lights his torch and examines the cup.

"It is made of slver, adorned with ovolos at its
rim, with a meda at the bottom/'

He makes the medd resound with a touch of his

finger-nail.
"It is a piece of money which is worth from seven
to eight drachmas—not more. No matter! | can

easly with that sum get mysaf a sheepskin."

The torch's reflection lights up the cup.

"It is not possible! Gold! yes, dl gold!"

He finds another piece, larger than the first, at the
bottom, and, underneath that many others.

"Why, here's a sum large enough to buy three
cows—a little field!"

The cup is now filled with gold pieces.

"Come, then! a hundred daves, soldiers, a heap
wherewith to bu "

Here the granulations of the cup's rim, detaching
themselves, form a pearl necklace.

"With this jewel here, one might even win the
Emperor's wife!"
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With a shake Antony makes the necklace dip ovet
his wrist. He holds the cup in his &t hand, and
with his right arm raises the torch to shed more light
upon it. Like water trickling down from a basin, it
pours itsdf out in continuous waves, so as to make a
hillock on the sand—diamonds, carbuncles, and
sapphires mingled with huge pieces of gold bearing
the effigies of kings.

"What? What? Staters, shekels, darics, aryan-
dics! Alexander, Demetrius, the Ptolemies, Ceaesx!
But each of them had not as much! Nothing impos-
shble in it! More to come! And those rays which
dazzle me! Ah! my heart overflowsl How good
this is! Yes! . . . Yesl . . . more!l Never
enough! It did not matter even if | kept flinging it
into the sea; more would remain. Why lose any of
it? | will keep it dl, without telling anyone about
it. 1 will dig mysaf a chamber in the rock, the in-
terior of which will be lined with strips of bronze;
and thither will 1 come to fed the piles of gold sink-
ing under my hedls. | will plunge my arms into it
as if into sacks of corn. | would like to anoint my
face with it—to deep on top of it!"

He lets go the torch in order to embrace the heap,
and fdls to the ground on his breast. He gets up
again. The place is perfectly empty!

"What have 1 done? If | died during that brief
space of time, the result would have been Hell—ir-
revocable Hell!"

A shudder runs through his frame.

"So, then, | am accursed? Ah! no, thisis dl
my own fault! | let mysdf be caught in every trap.
There is no one more idiotic or more infamous. 1
would like to beat mysdf, or, rather, to tear mysdf
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out of my body. | have restrained mysdf too long.
| need to avenge mysdf, to strike, to kill! It is as if
| had a troop of wild beasts in my soul. | would
like, with a stroke of a hatchet in the midst of a
crovd———Ah! a dagger! . . "

He flings himsdf upon his knlfe, which he has
just seen. The knife dips from his hand, and Antony
remains propped against the wadl of his cdl, his
mouth wide open, motionless— like one in a trance.

All the surroundings have disappeared.

He finds himsdf in Alexandria on the Panium—
an artificid mound raised in the centre of the city,
with corkscrew stairs on the outside.

In front of it stretches Lake Mareotis, with the
sea to the right and the open plain to the left, and,
directly under his eyes, an irregular succession of flat
roofs, traversed from north to south and from east
to west by two streets, which cross each other, and
which form, in their entire length, a row of porticoes
with Corinthian capitals. The houses overhanging
this double colonnade have stained-glass windows.
Some have enormous wooden cages outside of them,
in which the air from without is swallowed up.

Monuments in various styles of architecture are
piled close to one another. Egyptian pylons rise
above Greek temples. Obdisks exhibit themselves
like spears between battlements of red brick. In the
centres of squares there are statues of Hermes with
pointed ears, and of Anubis with dogs' heads. Antony
notices the mosaics in the court-yards, and the tap-
estries hung from the cross-beams of the ceiling.

With a single glance he takes in the two ports
(the Grand Port and the Eunostus), both round like
two circles, and separated by a mole joining Alexan-
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dria to the rocky idand, on which gands the tower
of the Pharos, quadrangular, five hundred cubits high
and in nine storys, with a heap of black charcoal
flaming on its summit.

Small ports nearer to the shore intersect the prin-
cipal ports. The mole is terminated at each end by
a bridge built on marble columns fixed in the sea.
Vessels pass beneath, and pleasure-boats inlaid with
ivory, gondolas covered with awnings, triremes and
biremes, al kinds of shipping, move up and down or
remain at anchor along the quays.

Around the Grand Port there is an uninterrupted
succession of Royal gructures. the palace of the Ptol-
emies, the Musaum, the Posdeion, the Gesarium, the
Timonium where Mark Antony took refuge, and the
Soma which contains the tomb of Alexander; while at
the other extremity of the city, close to the Eunogus,
might be seen glass, pefume and pape factories.

Itinerant vendors, porters, and ass-drivers rush to
and fro, jostling againg one another. Here and there
a priest of Odris with a panther's skin on his shoul-
ders, a Roman soldier, or a group of negroes, may be
observed. Women sop in front of stalls where arti-
sans are at work, and the grinding of chariot-wheels
frightens away some birds who are picking up from
the ground the sweepings of the shambles and the
remnants of fish. Over the uniformity of white houses
the plan of the streets cads, as it were, a black net-
work. The markets filled with herbage, exhibit
green bouquets, the drying-sheds of the dyers, plates
of colours, and the gold ornaments on the pediments
of temples, luminous points — all this contained within
the oval enclosure of the greyish walls, under the
vault of the blue heavens, hard by the motionless sea.
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But the crowd stops and looks towards the east-
ean sde, from which enormous whirlwinds of dust
are advancing.

It is the monks of the Thebald who are coming,
dad in goats skins, armed with clubs, and howling
forth a canticle of war and of reigion with this re-
frain:

"Where are they? Where are they?"

Antony comprehends that they have come to Kill
the Arians.

All at once, the dreets are deserted, and one sees
no longer anything but running fedt.

And now the Solitaries are in the city. Ther
formidable cudgels, sudded with nails, whirl around
like mongrances of stee. One can hear the crash of
things being broken in the houses. Intervals of silence
follow, and then the loud cries burg forth again.
From one end of the dreets to the other there is a
continuous eddying of people in a Sate of terror.
Several are armed with pikes. Sometimes two groups
meet and foom into one; and this multitude, after
rushing along the pavements, separates, and those com-
posing it proceed to knock one another down. But the
men with long hair always reappear.

Thin wreaths of smoke escape from the corners of
buildings. The leaves of the doors burg asunder; the
skirts of the walls fall in; the architraves topple over.

Antony meets dl his enemies one after ancther.
He recognises people whom he had forgotten. Beore
killing them, he outrages them. He rips them open,
cuts their throats, knocks them down, drags the old
men by their beards runs over children, and beats
those who are wounded. People revenge themselves
on luxury. Those who cannot read, tear the books
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to pieces, others smash and destroy the statues, the
paintings, the furniture the cabinets — a thousand
dainty objects whose use they are ignorant of, and
which, for that very reason, exagperate them. From
time to time they stop, out of breath, and then be-
gin again. The inhabitants, taking refuge in the
court-yards, utter lamentations. The women lift
their eyes to Heaven, weeping, with ther arms bare
In order to move the Sdlitaries they embrace their
knees, but the latter only dash them adsde, and the
blood gushes up to the celing, fals back on the linen
clothes that line the walls, sreams from the trunks of
decapitated corpses, fills the agueducts, and rolls in
great red pools along the ground.

Antony is deeped in it up to his middle. He
steps into it, sucks it up with his lips, and quivers with
joy at feding it on his limbs and under his hair,
which is quite wet with it.

The night falls. The terrible damour abates.

The Solitaries have disappeared.

Suddenly, on the outer galleries lining the nine
stages of the Pharos Antony perceives thick black
lines, as if a (lock of crows had alighted there. He
hagtens thither, and soon finds himsdf on the summit.

A huge copper mirror turned towards the sea re-
flects the ships in the offing.

Antony amuses himsdf by looking at them; and
as he continues looking at them, their number
increases.

They are gathered in a gulf formed like a crescent.
Behind, upon a promontory, stretches a new city built
in the Roman style of architecture, with cupolas of
stone, conical roofs, marble work in red and blue, and
a profuson of bronze attached to the volutes of capi-
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tals, to the tops of houses, and to the angles of cor-
nices. A wood, formed of cypresstrees, overhangs it.
The colour of the sea is greener; the ar is colder.
On the mountains at the horizon there is snow.

Antony is about to pursue his way when a man
accosts him, and says:

"Come! they are waiting for you!"

He traverses a forum, enters a court- ard, stoops
under a gate, and he arrives before the front of the
palace, adorned with a group in wax representing the
Emperor Congantine hurling the dragon to the earth.
A porphyry basn supports in its centre a golden
conch filled with pistachio-nuts. His guide informs
him that he may take some of them. He does so.

Then he loses himdf, as it were, in a successon
of apartments.

Along the walls may be seen, in mosaic, generals
offering conquered cities to the Emperor on the palms
of ther hands. And on every sde ae columns of
basalt, gratings of dlver filigree, seats of ivory, and
tapestries embroidered with pearls  The light falls
from the vaulted roof, and Antony proceeds on his
way. Tepid exhalations soread around; occasonally
he hears the modest patter of a sandal. Posted in the
ante-chambers, the custodians—who resemble autom-
atons—bear on their shoulders vermilion-coloured
truncheons.

At lagt, he finds himsdf in the lower part of a
hall with hyacinth curtains at its extreme end. They
divide, and reveal the Emperar seated upon a throne,
attired in a violet tunic and red buskins with black
bands.

A diadem of pearls is wreathed around his hair,
which is arranged in symmetrical rolls. He has droop-
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ing eyelids, a draight nose, and a heavy ana cun-
ning expression of countenance. At the corners of
the dais, extended above his head, are placed four
golden doves, and, at the foot of the throne two
enameled lions are sguatted. The doves begin to
coo, the lions to roar. The Empeor ralls his eyes;
Antony steps forward; and directly, without pream-
ble, they proceed with a narrative of events.

"In the cities of Antioch, Ephesus, and Alexandria,
the temples have been pillaged, and the statues of the
gods converted into pots and porridge-pans.”

The Emperor laughs heartily at this. Antony re
proaches him for his tolerance towards the Novatians.
But the Empeor flies into a passion. " Novatians,
Arians, Mddians— he is sck of them all!" However,
he admires the episcopacy, for the Chridians create
bishops, who depend on five or six personages, and
it is his interest to gain over the latter in order to
have the rex on his sde. Moreover, he has not
failed to furnish them with consgderable sums. But
he detests the fathers of the Council of Nicaea. " Come,
let us have a look at them."

Antony follows him. And they are found on the
same floor under a terrace which commands a view
of a hippodrome full of people, and surmounted by
porticoes wherein the res of the crowd are walking
to and fro. In the centre of the course there is a
narrow platform on which stands a miniature temple
of Mercury, a datue of Congantine, and three bronze
serpents intertwined with each other; while at one
end there are three huge wooden eggs, and at the
other seven dolphins with ther tails in the air.

Behind the Impeial pavilion, the prefects of the
Chambers the lords of the household, and the Patrl-
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cians are placed at intervals as far as the firg dory
of a church, al whose windows are lined with
women. At the right is the gallery of the Blue fac
tion, at the left that of the Green, while below there
is a picket of soldiers, and, on a level with the arena,
a row of Corinthian pillars, forming the entrance to
the galls.

The races are *bout to begin; the horses fdl into
line. Tal plumes fixed between ther ears sway in
the wind like trees; and in their leaps they shake
the chariots in the form of shells, driven by coachmen
wearing a kind of many-coloured cuirass with sleeves
narrov at the wrists and wide in the arms with
legs uncovered, full beard, and hair shaven above the
forehead after the fashion of the Huns.

Antony is deafened by the murmuring of voices.
Above and below he percelves nothing but painted
faces, motley garments, and plates of worked gold;
and the sand of the arena, pefectly white, shines
like a mirror.

The Emperor converses with him, confides to him
some important secrets, informs him of the assassna-
tion of his own son Crispus, and goes so far as to
consult Antony about his health.

Meanwhile, Antony perceives daves at the end of
the dalls. They are the fathers of the Councl of
Nicaea, in rags, abject. The martyr Paphnutius is
brushing a horsgs mane; Theophilus is scrubbing the
legs of another; John is painting the hoofs of a third;
while Alexander is picking up ther droppings in a
basket.

Antony passes among them. They salaam to him,
beg of him to intercede for them, and kiss his hands.
The entire crowd hoots at them; and he rgoices in

7-3
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their degradation immeasurably. And now he has be-
come one of the great ones of the Court, the Em-
peror's confidant, first minister! Constantine places
the diadem on his forehead, and Antony keeps it, as
if this honour were quite natural to him.

And presently is disclosed, beneath the darkness,
an immense hdl, lighted up by candelabra of gold.

Columns, hdf lost in shadow so tdl are they, run
in a row behind the tables, which stretch to the
horizon, where appear, in a luminous haze, staircases
placed one above another, successions of archways,
colossi, towers; and, in the background, an unoc-
cupied wing of the paace, which cedars overtop,
making blacker masses above the darkness.

The guests, crowned with violets, lean upon their
elbows on low-lying couches. Beside each one are
placed amphorae, from which they pour out wine;
and, a the very end, by himsdf, adorned with the
tiara and covered with carbuncles, King Nebuchad-
nezzar is eating and drinking. To right and left of
him, two theories of priests, with peaked caps, are
swinging censers. Upon the ground are crawling
captive kings, without feet or hands, to whom he
flings bones to pick. Further down stand his broth-
ers, with shades over their eyes, for they are perfectly
blind.

A constant lamentation ascends from the depths of
the ergastula. The soft and monotonous sounds of a
hydraulic organ aternate with the chorus of voices;
and one feds as if dl around the hal there was an
immense city, an ocean of humanity, whose waves
were beating against the walls.

The daves rush forward carrying plates. Women
run about offering drink to the guests. The baskets
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groan under the load of bread, and a dromedary, laden
with leathern bottles, passes to and fro, letting ver-
vain trickle over the floor in order to codl it.

Bdluarii lead forth lions, dancing-girls, with ther
hair in ringlets, turn somersaults, while squirting tire
through their nogrils, negro-jugglers perform tricks;
naked children fling snowballs, which, in falling,
crash againg the shining slver plate. The damour is
0 dreadful that it might be described as a tempest,
and the geam of the viands, as wel as the regira
tions of the guests, spreads, as it were, a cloud over
the feas. Now and then, flakes from the huge
torches, snatched away by the wind, traverse the
night like flying sars.

The King wipes off the perfumes from his visage
with his hand. He eats from the sacred vessals, and
then breaks them, and he enumerates, mentally, his
fleets, his armies, his peoples. Presently, through a
whim, he will burn his palace, along with his guests.
He calculates on rebuilding the Tower of Babd, and
dethroning God.

Antony reads, at a distance, on his forehead, all
his thoughts. They take possession of himself--and
he becomes Nebuchadnezzar.

Immediatdy, he is satiated with conquests and ex-
terminations, and a longing seizes him to plunge into
every kind of vileness. Moreover, the degradation
wherewith men are 1 Trifled is an outrage done to their
souls, a means ill more of supefying them; and, as
nothing is lower than a brute beast, Antony falls upon
four paws on the table, and bellows like a bull.

He feds a pain in his hand—a pebble, as it hap-
pened, has hurt him — and he again finds himsdf in
his cell.
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The rocky enclosure is empty. The gars are shin-
ing. All is dlence.

"Once more | have been deceived. Why these
things? They arise from the revalts of the flesh! Ah!
miserable man that | am!"

He dashes into his cdl, takes out of it a bundle
of cords, with iron nails at the ends of them, strips
himsdf to the waist, and raising his eyes towards
Heaven:

"Accept my penance, O my God! Do not de
spise it on account of its insufficiency. Make it sharp,
prolonged, excessive. It is time! To work!"

He proceeds to lash himsdf vigoroudly,

"Ah! no! no! No pity!"

He begins again.

"Oh! Oh! Oh! Each droke tears my skin, cuts
my limbs. This smarts horribly! Ah! it is not so
terriblel  One gets used to it. It seems to me
even . .
Antony stops.

"Come on, then, coward! Come on, thenl
Good! good! On the arms, on the back, on the
bread, againg the bely, everywhere! Hiss thongs!
bite me! tear me! | would like the drops of my
blood to gush forth to the dars, to bresk my back,
to grip my nerves barel Pincerst wooden hor ses!
molten lead! The martyrs bore more than that! Is
that not so, Ammonaria?"

The shadows of the Devil's horns reappear.

"I might have been fagened to the pillar next to
yours, face to face with you, under your very eyes,
responding to your shrieks with my sighs, and our
griefs would blend mto one, and our souls would
commingle."

n
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He flogs himsdf furioudy.

"Hold! hold! for your sake! once mord :
But this is a mere tickling that passes through my
frame What torturel What deight! Those are like
Kisses. My marrow is melting! | am dying!"

And in front of him he sees three cavaliers
mounted on wild asses, dad in green garments, hold-
ing lilies in their hands, and al resembling ont ancther
in figure.

Antony turns back, and sees three other cavaliers
of the same kind, mounted on Smilar wild asses, in
the same attitude.

He draws back. Then the wild asses, dl at the
same time, step forward a pace or two, and rub
thelr snouts againg him, trying to bite his garment.
Voices exclaim, "This way! this way! Hee is the
place!" And banners appear between the clefts of
the mountain, with cames heads in halters of red
slk, mules laden with baggage, and women covered
with yellow veils, mounted adride on piebald horses.

The panting animals lie down; the daves fling
themselves on the bales of goods, roll out the varie-
gated carpets, and strew the ground with glittering
objects.

A white dephant, caparisoned with a fillet of gold,
runs along, shaking the bouquet of ogrich feathers
attached to his head-band.

On his back, lying on cushions of blue wool,
crosslegged, with eyelids half-closed and well-poised
head, is a woman so magnifi ently attired that she
emits rays around her. The attendants prograte
themselves, the dephant bends his knees, and the
Queen of Sheba, gliding down by his shoulder, steps
lightly on the carpa and advances towards Antony.
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Her robe of gold brocade, regularly divided by furbe-
lows of pearls, jet and sapphires, is drawn tightly
round her waist by a closefitting corsage, set df
with a variety of colours representing the twelve
signs of the Zodiac. She wears high-heeled pattens,
one of which is black and strewn with slver stars
and a crescent, whilst the other is white and is cov-
ered with drops of gold, with a sun in their midst.

Her loose deeves, garnished with emerads and
birds' plumes, exposes to view her little, rounded
arms, adorned at the wrists with bracelets of ebony;
and her hands, covered with rings, are terminated by
nails so pointed that the ends of her fingers are al-
most like needles.

A chain of plate gold, passing under her chin, runs
along her cheeks till it twists itsdf in spiral fashion
around her head, over which blue powder is scattered;
then, descending, it dlips over her shoulders and is
fastened above her bosom by a diamond scorpion,
which stretches out its tongue between her breasts.
From her ears hang two great white pearls. The
edges of her eyelids are painted black. On her left
cheek-bone she has a natural brown spot, and when
she opens her mouth she breathes with difficulty, as if
her bodice distressed her.

As she comes forward, she swings a green parasol
with an ivory handle surrounded by vermilion bells;
and twelve curly negro boys carry the long train of
her robe, the end of which is hdd by an ape, who
raises it every now and then.

She says:

" Ah! handsome hermit 1 handsome hermit! My
heart is faint! By dint of stamping with impatience
my heels have grown hard, and 1 have split one of
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my toenails. | sent out shepherds, who posed
themsdves on the mountains, with ther hands
dsretched over ther eyes, and searchers, who cried
out your name in the woods, and scouts, who ran
along the different roads, saying to each passer-by:
'"Have you seen him?'

" At night | shed tears with my face turned to the
wall. My tears, in the long run, made two little
holes in the mosaic-work—Ilike pools of water in
rocks — for | love you! Oh! yes; very much!"

She catches his beard.

"Smile on me, then, handsome hermit! Smile on
me, thenl You will find | am very gay! | play on
the lyre, | dance like a bee, and | can tdl many
stories, each one more diverting than the lag.

"You cannot imagine what a long journey we
have made. Look at the wild asses of the green-clad
couriers—dead through fatigue!"

The wild asses are dretched motionless on the
ground.

"For three great moons they have journeyed at an
even pace, with pebbles in ther teeth to cut the
wind, ther tails always erect, ther hams always
bent, and always in full gallop. You will not find
ther equals. They came to me from my materna
grandfather, the Empeor Saharil, son of Jakhschab,
son of Jaarab, son of Kagan. Ah! if they were il
living, we would put them under a litter in order to
get home quickly. But . . . how nowt
What are you thinking of?"

She inspects him.

"Ah! when you are my husband | will clothe
you, | will fling perfumes over you, | will pick out
your hairs."
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Antony remains motionless, differ than a stake,
pale as a corpse.

"You have a meancholy air: is it at quitting your
cell? Why, | have given up everything for your
sake—even King Solomon, who has, no doubt, much
wisdom, twenty thousand war-chariots, and a lovely
beard! | have brought you my wedding presents.
Choose/'

She walks up and down between the row of daves
and the merchandise.

"Here is balsam of Genesareth, incense from Cape
Gardefan, ladanum, cinnamon and slphium, a good
thing to put into sauces. There are within Assyrian
embroideries, ivories from the Ganges, and the purple
coth of Elissa; and this case of snow contains a bot-
tle of Chalybon, a wine reserved for the Kings of
Assyria, which is drunk pure out of the horn of
a unicorn. Here are collars, clasps, fillets, parasols
gold dugt from Baasa, tin from Tartessus, blue wood
from Pandion, white furs from Issdonia, carbuncles
from the idand of Palaesmundum, and tooth-picks
made with the hair of the tachas—an extinct animal
found under the earth. These cushions are from
Emathia, and these mantle-fringes from Palmyra. Un-
der this Babylonian carpet there are . . . but
come, then! Come, then!"

She pulls Saint Antony along by the beard. He
ressts. She goes on:

"This light tissue, which crackles under the fingers
with the noise of sparks, is the famous yellow linen
brought by the merchants from Bactriana. They re
quired no less than forty-three interpreters during ther
voyage. | will make garments of it for you, which
you will put on at home.
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"Press the fastenings of that sycamore box, and
give me the ivory casket in my dephant's packing-
case!"

They draw out of a box some round objects cov-
ered with a veil, and bring he a little case covered
with carvings.

"Would you like the buckler of Dgian-ben-Dgian,
the builder of the Pyramids? Here it is! It is com-
posed of seven dragons skins placed one above an-
other, joined by diamond screws, and tanned in the
bile of a parricide It represents, on one side, all
the wars which have taken place since the inven-
tion of arms, and, on the other, al the wars that
will take place till the end of the world. Above, the
thunderbolt rebounds like a bal of cork. | am go-
ing to put it on ycur arm, and you will carry it to
the chase.

"But if you knew what | have in my little casel
Try to open it! Nobody has succeeded in doing that
Embrace me, and | will tdl you."

She takes Saint Antony by the two cheeks. He
repels her with outstretched arms

"It was one night when King Solomon had
logt his head. At length, we had concluded a bar-
gain. He arose, and, going out with the dride of a
wolf "

She dances a pirouette.

"Ah! ah! handsome hermit! you shall not know
HI you shall not know it!"

She shakes he parasol, and all the Httle bels
begin to ring.

"1 have many other things besides—there, now!
| have treasures shut up in galleries, where they are
lost as in a wood. | have summer palaces of lattice*
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reeds, and winter palaces of black marble In the
midst of great lakes, like seas, 1 have idands round
as pieces of dlver al covered with mother-of-pearl,
whose shores make music with the beating of the
liguid waves that ral over the sand. The daves of
my kitchen catch birds in my aviaries, and angle for
fish in my ponds. | have engravers continually sit-
ting to ssamp my likeness on hard stones, panting
workers in bronze who cast my satues, and perfum-
es who mix the juice of plants with vinegar and
beat up pastes. | have dressmakers who cut out
guffs for me, goldsmiths who make jewels for me,
women whose duty it is to sdect head-dresses for
me, and attentive house-painters pouring over my
pandlings boailing resin, which they cool with fans.
1 have attendants for my harem, eunuchs enough to
make an army. And then | have armies, subjects
| have in my vestibule a guard of dwarfs, carrying on
their backs ivory trumpets.”

Antony sighs.

"I have teams of gazelles, quadrigae of eephants,
hundreds of camds, and mares with such long manes
that ther fest get entangled with them when they are
galloping, and flocks with such huge horns that the
woods are torn down in front of them when they are
paguring. | have giraffes who walk in my gardens,
and who raise ther heads over the edge of my roof
when 1 am taking the air after dinner. Seated in a
shell, and drawn by dolphins, | go up and down the
grottoes, ligening to the water flowing from the sta-
lactites. | journey to the diamond country, where
my friends the magicians allow me to choose the
most beautiful; then | ascend to earth once more, and
return home.”
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She gives a piercing whistle, and a large bird,
descending from the sky, alights on the top of he
head-dress, from which he scatters the blue pow-
der. His plumage, of orange colour, seems composed
of metallic scales. His dainty head, adorned with a
silver tuft, exhibits a human visage. He has four
wings, a vulturés claws, and an immense peacock's
tail, which he displays in a ring behind him. He
seizes in his beak the Queen's parasol, staggers a lit-
tle before he finds his equilibrium, then erects ail his
feathers, and remains motionless,

" Thanks, far Smorg-ankal You who have
brought me to the place where the lover is concealed!
Thanks! thanksl messenger of my heartl He flies
like desre. He traves dl over the world. In the
evening he returns, he lies down at the foot of my
couch; he tells me what he has seen, the seas he
has flown over, with ther fishes and ther ships,
the great empty deserts which he has looked down
upon from his airy height in the skies, al the harvess
bending in the fidds, and the plants that shoot up on
the walls of abandoned cities."

She twists he arms with a languishing air.

"Oh! if you were willing! if you were only will-
ing! . .. | have a pavilion on a promontory, in
the midst of an isthmus between two oceans. It is
wainscotted with plates of glass, floored with tortoise-
shells, and is open to the four winds of Heaven.
From above, | watch the return of my fleets and the
people who ascend the hill with loads on ther shoul-
ders We should deep on down <ofter than clouds,
we should drink cool draughts out of the rinds of
fruit, and we gaze at the sun through a canopy of
emeralds. Come J'



38 GUST AVE FLAUBERT

Antony recoils.  She draws close to him, and, in
a tone of irritation:

"How so? Rich, coquettish, and in love?—is
not that enough for you, en? But mugt she be
lascivious, gross, with a hoarse voice, a head of hair
like fire, and rebounding flesh? Do you prda a
body cold as a serpent's <kin, or, perchance great
black eyes more sombre than mysterious caverns?
Look at these eyes of mine then!"

Antony gazes at them, in spite of himsdf.

"Allthe women you ever have met, from the
daughter of the crossroads singing beneath he lantern
to the fair patricdan scattering leaves from the top of
her litter, al the forms you have caught a glimpse df,
al the imaginings of your desre, ak for them! 1
am not a woman — | am a world. My garments have
but to fall, and you shall discover upon my person
a successon of mysteries.”

Antony's teeth chattered.

"If you placed your finger on my shoulder, it
would be like a dream of fire in your veins. The
possession of the least part of my body will fill you
with a joy more vehement than the conquest of an
empire. Bring your lips near! My kisses have the
tage of fruit which would mdt in your heart. Ah!
how you will lose yoursdf in my tresses, caress my
breass marvd at my limbs, and be scorched by my
eyes, between my arms in a whirlwind——"

Antony makes the sign of the Cross.

" So, then, you disdain me! Farewel!"

She turns away weeping; then she returns

"Are you quite sure? So lovely a woman?"

She laughs, and the ape who holds the end of her
robe lifts it up.
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" You will repent, my fine hermit! you will groan;
you will be sick of life! but I will mock at you! lal
lal lal oh! oh! oh!™"

She goes df with her hands on her waist, skip-
ping on one foot.

The daves file of before Saint Antony's face, to-
gether with the horses, the dromedaries, the elephant,
the attendants, the mules, once more covered with
their loads, the negro boys, the ape, and the green-
dad couriers holding their broken lilies in their hands
—and the Queen of Sheba departs, with a spasmodic
utterance which might be either a sob or a chuckle.




CHAPTER II1I.

THE DISCIPLE, HILARION.

= J|HEN she has disappeared, Antony per-
2Ui7@ celves a child on the threshold of
his cell.

"It is one of the Queen's serv-
ants' he thinks.

This child is small, like a dwar,
like one of the Cabiri, distorted,
and with a miserable aspect. White hair covers his
prodigioudly large head, and he shivers under a sorry
tunic, while he grasps in his hand a roll of papyrus.
The light of the moon, across which a cloud is pass-
ing, fdls upon him.

Antony observes him from a distance, and is afrad
of him.

"Who ae you?"

The child replies:

"Your former disciple, Hilarion."

Antony—"You lie! Hilarion has been living for
many years in Palestine."

Hilarion— "l have returned from it! It is I, in
good sooth!"

Antony, draws closer and inspects him — "Why,
his figure was bright as the dawn, open, joyous.
This one is quite sombre, and has an aged look."

(40)
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Hilarion—"1 am worn out with constant toiling/'

Antony—" The voice, too, is different. It has a
tone that chills you'

Hilarion—"That is because | nourish mysdf on
bitter fare/!

Antony—"And those white locks?"

Hilarion—"1 have had so many griefs."

Antony, asde—"Can it be possible?

Hilarion—"1 was not so far away as you im-
agined. The hermit, Paul, paid you a visit this year
during the month of Schebar. It is just twenty days
since the nomads brought you bread. You told a
sailor the day before yesterday to send you three bod-
kins."

Antony—"He knows everythingl"

Hilarion—"Learn, too, that | have never It you.
But you spend long intervals without perceiving me."

Antony—"How is that? No doubt my head is
troubled! To-night especially . .

Hilarion—" All the deadly sins have arrived. But
their miserable snares are of no avail againg a saint
like you!"

Antony—"Oh! no! no! Every minute | give
way! Would that | were one of those whose souls
are always intrepid and ther minds firm—Ilike the
great Athanasus, for example!"

Hilarion—"He was unlawfully ordained by seven
bishops!"

Antony—"What does it matter? If his virtue

"

Hilarion — "Come, now! A haughty, crud man,
always mixed up in intrigues, and 'finally exiled for
being a monopolist."

Antony— " Calumny!"
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Hilarion—"You will not deny that he tried to
corrupt Eustatius, the treasurer of the bounties?"

Antony—"So it is stated, and | admit it."

Hilarion—he  burned, for revenge, the house of
Arsenius."

Antony— "Alas!"

Hilarion—"At the Council of Niceeg he said,
speaking of Jesus, 'The man of the Lord."

Antony—"Ah! that is a blasphemy!"

Hilarion—"So limited is he, too, that he ac-
knowledges he knows nothing as to the nature of the
Word."

Antony, smiling with pleasure—"In fact, he has
not a very lofty intellect."

Hilarion—"If they had put you in his place, it
would have been a great satisfaction for your breth-
ren, as well as yoursdf. This life, apart from others,
is a bad thing."

Antony—"On the contrary! Man, being a spirit,
should withdraw himsdf from perishable things. All
action degrades him. | would like not to cling to the
earth—even with the soles of my feet."

Hilarion— "Hypocrite! who plunges himsdf into
solitude to free himsdf the better from the outbreaks
of his lusts! You deprive yourself of meat, of wine,
of stoves, of daves, and of honours; but how you let
your imagination offer you banquets, perfumes, naked
women, and applauding crowds! Your chastity is but
a more subtle kind of corruption, and your contempt
for the world is but the impotence of your hatred
against it! This is the reason that persons like you
are so lugubrious, or perhaps it is because they lack
faith. The possesson of the truth gives joy. Was
Jesus sad? He used to go about surrounded by
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friends, He resed under the shade of the olive, en-
tered the house of the publican, multiplied the cups,
pardoned the falen woman, healing al sorrows. As
for you, you have no pity, save for your own
wretchedness. You are so much swayed by a kind
of remorse, and by a ferocious insanity, that you
would repd the caress of a dog or the smile of a
child.”

Antony, burgs out sobbing—" Enough! Enough!
You move my heart too much."

Hilarion—" Shake off the vermin from your rags!
Get rid of your filth! Your God is not a Moloch who
requires flesh as a sacrificel"

Antony—" Still, suffering is blessed. The cher-
ubim bend down to receive the blood of confessors.

Hilarion—"Then admire the Montanits They
aurpass al the rest.”

Antony— " But it is the truth of the doctrine that
makes the martyr."

Hilarion—"How can he prove its excellence,
seeing that he tegtifies equally on behalf of error?”

Antony—"Be sdlent, viper!"

Hilarion—"It is not perhaps so difficult. The
exhortations of friends, the pleasure of outraging pop-
ular feding, the oath they take, a certain giddy ex-
citement— a thousand things, in fact, go to help them."

Antony draws away from Hilarion. Hilarion fol-
lows him —"Besides, this style of dying introduces
great disorders.  Dionysius, Cyprian, and Gregory
avoided it. Peer of Alexandria has disapproved of
it; and the Council of Elvira . . ."

Antony, stops his ears—" | will-listen to no more!"

Hilarion, raisng his voice—"Here you are again
falling into vour habitual sin—laziness. Ignorance is

—4
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the froth of pride You say, 'My conviction is
formed; why discuss the matter? and you despise
the doctors, the philosophers, tradition, and even the
text of the law, of which you know nothing. Do
you think you haold wisdom in your hand?"

Antony—"1 am always hearing him! His noisy
words fill my head."
Hilarion — " The endeavours to comprehend God

are better than your mortifications for the purpose of
moving him. We have no merit save our thirgt for
truth. Religion alone does not explain everything; and
the solution of the problems which you have ignored
might render it more unassailable and more sublime.
Therefore, it is essential for each man's salvation that
he should hold intercourse with his brethren — other-
wise the Church, the assembly of the faithful, would
be only a word—and that he should ligen to every
argument, and not disdain anything, or anyone. Ba
laam the soothsayer, /Eschylus the poet, and the sybil
of Cumag announced the Saviour. Dionysus the
Alexandrian received from Heaven a command to read
every book. Saint Clement enjoins us to study Gresk
literature.  Hermas was converted by the illuson of
a woman that he loved!"

Antony—"What an air of authority! It appears
to me that you are growing taller "

In fact, Hilarion's height has progressvely in-
creased; and, in order not to see him, Antony closes
his eyes.

Hilarion—"Make your mind easy, good hermit.
Let us gt down here, on this big stone, as of yore,
when, at the bresk of day, | used to salute you, ad-
dressng you as 'Bright morning star’'; and you at
once began to give me indruction. It is not fin-
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ished yet. The moon affords us sufficient light. | am
al attention."

He has drawn forth a calamus from his girdle, and,
crosslegged on the ground, with his rol of papyrus
in his hand, he raises his head towards Antony, who,
seated besde him, keeps his forehead bent.

"Is not the word of God confirmed for us by the
miracles? And yet the sorcerers of Pharaoh worked
miracles. Othe impostors could do the same, o
here we may be deceived. What, then, is a miracle?
An occurrence which seems to us outside the limits
of Nature. But do we know al Naturés powers?
And, from the mere fact that a thing ordinarily does
not astonish us, does it follow that we comprehend
it?"

Antony—"It matters little; we mug believe in
the Scripture”

Hilarion — " Saint Paul, Origen, and some others
did not interpret it literally; but, if we explain it al-
legoncally, it becomes the heritage of a limited num-
ber of people, and the evidence of its truth vanishes.
What are we to do, then?"

Antony—" Leave it to the Church."

Hilarion—"Then the Scripture is useless?"

Antony—"Not at all. Although the Old Teda-
ment, | admit, has — wdl, obscurities . . . But
the New shines forth with a pure light/'

Hilarion— " And yet the Angd of the Annuncia-
tion, in Matthew, appears to Joseph, whilst in Luke
it isto Mary. The anointing of Jesus by a woman
comes to pass, according to the Firg Gospd, at the
beginning of his public life, but according to the three
others, a few days before his death. The drink which
they offr him on the Cross is, in Matthew, vinegar
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and gal, in Mak, wine and myrrh. If we follow
Luke and Matthew, the Apostles ought to take neither
money nor bag — in fact, not even sandals or a gaff;
while in Mark, on the contrary, Jesus forbids them to
carry with them anything except sandals and a daff.
Here is where | get logt. "

Antony, in amazement—"In fact . . . in fad

Hilar ion—" At the contact of the woman with the
issue of blood, Jesus turned round, and said, 'Who
has touched me?' So, then, He did not know who
touched Him ? That is opposed to the omniscience of
Jesus. If the tomb was watched by guards, the
women had not to worry themselves about an assist-
ant to lift up the stone from the tomb. Therefore,
there were no guards there—or rather, the holy
women were not there at all. At Emmaus, He eats
with His disciples, and makes them fed His wounds.
It is a human body, a material object, which can be
weighed, and which, nevertheless, passes through
stone walls. Is this possible?"

Antony—" It would take a good deal of time to
answer you."

Hilarion—"Why did He receive the Hoy Ghog,
athough He was the Son? What need had He of
baptism, if He were the Word? How could the
Devil tempt Him — God?

"Have these thoughts never occurred to you?"

Antony—"Yed often! Torpid or frantic, they
dwell in my conscience. | crush them out; they
spring up again, they gifle me; and sometimes | be-
lieve that | am accursed.”

Hilarion—"Then you have nothing to do but to
serve God?"
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Antony—"1 have always need to adore Him."

After a prolonged silence, Hilarion resumes:

"But apart from dogma, entire liberty of ressarch
is permitted us. Do you wish to become acquainted
with the hierarchy of Angels, the virtue of Num-
bers, the explanation of germs and metamor phoses?"

Antony—"Yes! yest My mind is struggling to
escape from its prison. It seems to me that, by gather-
ing my forces, 1 shall be able to €effect this. Some-
times—even for an interval brief as a lightning-flash —
| fed mysdf, as it were, suspended in midair; then
| fal back again!"

Hilarion—"The secret which you are anxious to
possess is guarded by sages. They live in a digant
country, dtting under gigantic trees, robed in white,
and cam as gods. A warm atmosphere nourishes
them. All around leopards gride through the plains.
The murmuring of fountains mingles with the neigh-
ing of unicorns. You shall hear them; and the face
of the Unknown shall be unveiled!"

Antony, sighing—"The road is long and | am
old!"

Hilarion—"Oh! oh! men of iearning are not rare
There are some of them even very close to you herel
Let us enter!”



CHAPTER 1IV.

THE HERY TRIAL.

7 the magical effect of a many-col-
oured sun. It lights up the in-
g * numerable heads of the multitude
which fills the nave and surges between the columns
towards the side-aisles, where one can distinguish in
the wooden compartments altars, beds, chainlets of
little blue stones, and constellations painted on the
walls.

In the midst of the crowd groups are stationed
here and there; men standing on stools are discours-
ing with lifted fingers;, others are praying with arms
crossed, or lying down on the ground, or singing
hymns, or drinking wine. Around a table the fathful
are carrying on the love-feasts; martyrs are unswath-
ing their limbs to show their wounds; old men, lean-
ing on their staffs, are relating their travels.

Amongst them are people from the country of the
Germans, from Thrace, Gaul, Scythia and the Indies
—with snow on their beards, feathers in their hair,
thorns in the fringes of their garments, sandals cov-

48
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eed with dust, and skins burnt by the sun. All
costumes are mingled—mantles of purple and robes
of linen, embroidered dalmatics, woollen jackets,
sailors caps and bishops mitres. Their eyes gleam
strangely  They have the appearance of executioners
or of eunuchs.

Hilarion advances among them. Antony, pressing
against his shoulder, observes them. He notices a
great many women. Severa of them are dressed
like men, with their hair cut short. He is afrad of
tftem.

Htlarion—" These are the Christian women who
have converted their husbands. Besides, the women
are always for Jesus — even the idolaters — as witness
Procula, the wife of Pilate, and Poppaes, the concu-
bine of Nero. Don't tremble any more! Come on!"

There are fresh arrivals every moment.

They multiply; they separate, swift as shadows,
dl the time making a great uproar, or intermingling
yells of rage, exclamations of love, canticles, and up-
braidings.

Antony, in a low tone—"What do they want?*

Hilarion—"The Lord said, 'L may ill have to
speak to you about many things/ They possess those
things."

And he pushes him towards a throne of gold,
five paces dff, where, surrounded by ninety-five dis-
ciples, dl anointed with oil, pale and emaciated, sits
the prophet Manes— beautiful as an archangel, mo-
tionless as a statue—wearing an Indian robe, with
carbuncles in his plaited hair, a book of coloured pic-
tures in his left hand, and a globe under his right.
The pictures represent the creatures who are slumber-
ingin chaos. Antony bends forward to see him. Then
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Manes makes his globe revolve, and, attuning his
words to the music of a lyre, from which bursts forth
crystalline sounds, he says:

*'The celestid earth is at the upper extre~rty, the
mortal earth at the lower. It is supporteti oy two
angels, the Splenditenens and the Omophorus, with
six faces.

"At the summit of Heaven, the Impassible Divin-
ity occupies the highest seat; underneath, face to face,
are the Son of God and the Prince of Darkness.

"The darkness having made its way into His
kingdom, God extracted from His essence a virtue
which produced the fird& man; and He surrounded
him with five elements. But the demons of dark-
ness deprived him of one part, and that part is the
soul.

"There is but one soul, spread through the uni-
verse, like the water of a stream divided into many
channels. This it is that sighs in the wind, grinds in
the marble which is sawn, howls in the voice of the
sea; and it sheds milky tears when the leaves are
torn off the fig-tree.

"The souls that leave this world emigrate towards
the stars, which are animated beings."

Antony begins to laugh:

"Ah! ah! what an absurd hallucinationl"

A man, beardless, and of austere aspect—"Why?"

Antony is about to reply. But Hilarion tells him
in an undertone, that this man is the mighty Origen;
and Manes resumes:

"At fird, they stay in the moon, where they are
purified. After that, they ascend to the sun."

Antony, slowly — "1 know nothing to prevent us
from believing it."
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Manes—"The end of every creature is the libera
tion of the celestial ray shut up in matter. It makes
its escape more easily through perfumes, spices, the
aroma of old wine, the light substances that resem-
ble thought. But the actions of daily life withhold it.
The murderer will be born again in the body of a
eunuch; he who days an animal will become that
animal. If you plant a vine-tree, you will be fastened
in its branches. Food absorbs those who use it.
Therefore, mortify yourselves! fast!"

Hilarion— "They are temperate, as you see!"

Manes—"There is a great ded of it in flesh-
meats, less in herbs. Besides, the Pure, by the force of
their merits, despoil vegetables of that luminous
spark, and it flies towards its source. The animals,
by generation, imprison it in the flesh. Therefore,
avoid women!"

Hilarion— "Admire their countenance!"

Manes—"Or, rather, act so wel that they may
not be prolific. It is better for the soul to sink on
the earth than to languish in carna fetters."

Antony—"Ah! abomination!"

Hilarion— "What matters the hierarchy of iniqui-
ties? The Church has done well to make marriage a
sacrament!"

- Saturninus, in Syrian costume— "He propagates
a disma order of things! The Father, in order to
punish the rebd angels, commanded them to create
the world. Christ came in order that the God of the
Jews, who was one of those angels——"

t/Intony—"An angel? He! the Creator?"

Gerdon—"Did He not desire to kill Moses and
deceive the prophets? and did He not lead the people
adray, spreading lying and idolatry?"
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Marcion—"Certainly, the Creator is not the true

God}"
Saint Clement of Alexandria— " Matter is eterna 1"
Bardesanes, as one of the Babylonian Magi — "It

was formed by the seven planetary spirits.”

The Hermans— " The angels have made the souls! *

The Priscillianistss—"The world was made by
the Devil."

t/Intony, fdls backward—"Horror!"

Hilarion, holding him up—"You drive yoursdf to
despair too quickly! You don't rightly comprehend
their doctrine. Here is one who has received his from
Theodas, the friend of Saint Paul. Hearken to him!"

And, a a signa from Hilarion, Valentinus, in a
tunic of dglver cloth, with a hissing voice and a
pointed skull, cries:

"The world is the work of a ddirious God!"

tAntony, hangs down his head—"The work of a
delirious Godl!"

After a long silence:

"How is that?"

Valentinus—"The most perfect of the ons, the
Abysm, reposed on the bosom of Profundity together
with Thought. From their union sprang Intelligence,
who had for his consort Truth.

"Intelligence and Truth engendered the Word and
Life, which in their turn engendered Man and the
Church; and this makes eight /Eons.”

He reckons on his fingers:

"The Word and Truth produced ten other /Eons,
that is to say, five couples. Man and the Church
produced twelve others, amongst whom were the Para
clete and Faith, Hope and Charity, Perfection and Wis-
dom, Sophia
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"The entire of those thirty Aons congitutes the
Pleeoma, or Universality of God. Thus, like the
echoes of a voice that is dying away, like the exha-
lations of a perfume that is evaporating, like the fires
of a sun that is setting, the Powers that have em-
anated from the Highest Powers are always growing
feeble.

" But Sophia, desrous of knowing the Father,
rushed out of the Pleroma; and the Word then made
another pair, Chrig and the Haly Ghost, who bound
together dl the Aons, and al together they formed
Jesus, the flower of the Pleecoma.  Meanwhile, the -
fort of Sophia to escape had Idt in the void an image
of her, an evil substance, Acharamoth. The Saviour
took pity on her, and delivered her from her passions,
and from the smile of Acharamoth on being set free
Light was born; her tears made the waters, and her
sadness engendered gloomy Matter. From Achara-
moth sprang the Demiurge, the fabricator of the
worlds, the heavens, and the Devil. He dwells much
lower down than the Pleroma, without even behold-
ing it, so that he imagines he is the true God, and
repeats through the mouths of his prophets: 'Besides
me there is no God/ Then he made man, and cast
into his soul the immaterial seed, which was the
Church, the reflection of the other Church placed in
the Pleroma.

""Acharamoth, one day, having reached the highest
region, shall unite with the Saviour; the fire hidden
in the world shall annihilate all matter, shall then
consume itsdf, and men, having become pure spirits,
shall espouse the angels!”

Origen — " Then, the Demon shall be conquered,
and the reign of God shall begin}"
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Antony represses an exclamation, and immediately
Badlides, catching him by the elbow:

" The Supreme Being, with his infinite emanations,
is called Abraxas, and the Saviour with al his virtues,
Kaulakau, otherwise rank-upon-rank, rectitude-upon-
rectitude. The power of Kaulakau is obtained by the
aid of certain words inscribed on this calcedony to
facilitate memory."

And he shows on his neck a little stone on which
fantadtic lines are engraved.

"Then you shall be trangported into the invisible;
and, unfettered by law, you shall despise everything,
including virtue itsdf. As for us, the Pure we must
avoid sorrow, dafter the example of Kaulakau."

<Antony— " What! and the Cross?"

The Elkhesaites, in hyacinthine robes, reply to him:

"The sadness, the vileness, the condemnation, and
the oppresson of my fathers are effaced, thanks to
the new Gospd. We may deny the inferior Chrig, the
man-Jesus, but we mugt adore the other Chrig gener-
ated in his person under the wing of the Dove
Honour marriage! The Holy Spirit is feminine 1"

Hilarion has disappeared; and Antony, pressed for-
ward by the crowd, finds himsdf facing the Carpo-
cratians, stretched with women upon scarlet cushions:

"Before re-entering the centre of unity, you will
have to pass through a series of conditions and ac-
tions. In order to free yoursdf from the Powers of
Darkness, do their works for the present! The hus
band goes to his wife and says, ' Act with charity to-
wards your brother, and she will kiss you."

The Nicolaites, assembled around a smoking dish:

"This is meat offered to idols, let us take it!
Apostacy is permitted when the heart is pure Glut
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your flesh with what it aks for. Try to dedtroy it
by means of debaucheries. Prounikos the mothe' of
Heaven, wallows in iniquity."

The Marcogans, with rings of gold and dripping
with balsam:

"Come to us, in order to be united with the
Spirit! Come to us, in order to drink immortality!”

And one of them points out to him, behind some
tapestry, the body of a man with an asss head. This
represents Sabaoth, the fathe of the Devil. As a
mark of hatred he spits upon it.

Another discloses a very low bed srewn with
flowers, saying as he does so:

" The spiritual nuptials are about to be consum-
mated/'

A third holds forth a goblet of glass while he
utters an invocation. Blood appears in it:

" Ah! there it id there it is! the blood of Chrig 1"

Antony turns aside; but he is splashed by the
water, which leaps out of a tub.

The Hevidians cast themselves into it head fore-
most, muttering:

"Man regenerated by baptism is incapable of
sin!"

Then he passes close to a great fire where the
Adamites are warming themselves completely naked
to imitate the purity of Paradiss and he jostles up
againg the Messalians wallowing on the stone floor
half-adeep, stupid:

"Ohl run over us, if you like; we shall not ludge!
Work is a sin; dl occupation is evil!"

Behind those, the abject Paternlans, men, women,
and children, pedl-mel, on a heap of filth, lift up their
hideous faces, besmeared with wine:
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"The inferior parts of the body, having been made
by the Devil, belong to him. Le us eat, drink, and
enjoy!"

/Etius—" Crimes come from the nesd here below
of the love of God!"

But all at once a man, dad in a Carthaginian mantle,
jumps among them, with a bundle of thongs in his
hand; and sriking at random to right and Idt of
him violently:

" Ah! imposters, brigands, smoniacs, heretics, and
demons! the vermin of the schools! the dregs of Hell!
This fellow here, Mardon, is a sailor from Sinope ex-
communicated for incest. Carpocras has been banished
as a magician; i“Etius has stolen his concubine; Nico-
las prodituted his own wife; and Manes who de-
xribes himsdf as the Buddha, and whose name is
Cubrirus, was flayed with the sharp end of a cane,
%0 that his tanned in swings at the gates of Ctes-
phon."

Antony has recognised Tertullian, and rushes for-
ward to meet him.

"Help, magter! help!"

Tertullian, continuing—"Break the images! Vel
the virging  Pray, fag, weep, mortify yourselves! No
philosophy! no books! After Jesus, science is use
less!"

All have fled; and Antony sees, insgtead of Tertul-
lian, a woman seated on a stone bench. She sobs,
her head reding againg a pillar, her har hanging
down, and he body wrapped in a long brown smar.

Then they find themselves close to each other
far from the crowd; and a dlence, an extraordinary
peacefulness, ensues, such as one feds in a wood
when the wind ceases and the leaves flutter no longer.
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This woman is very beautiful, though faded and pde
as death. They stare at each other, and their eyes
mutually exchange a flood of thoughts, as it were, a
thousand memories of the past, bewildering and pro-
found. At last Pnscilla begins to speak:

"1 was in the lowest chamber of the baths, and |
was lulled to deep by the confused murmurs that
reached me from the streets. All a once 1 heard loud
exclamations. The people cried, 'lIt is a magician! it
is the Devil!" And the crowd stopped in front of our
house opposite to the Temple of /Escutapius. 1 raised
myself with my wrists to the height of the air-hole.
On the peristyle of the temple was a man with an
iron collar around his neck. He placed lighted coas
on a chafing-dish, and with them made large furrows
on his breadt, caling out, 'Jesus! Jesusl' The people
said, 'That is not lawful! let us stone him!" But he
did not desist. The things that were occurring were
unheard o, astounding. Flowers, la<re as the sun,
turned around before my eyes, and | heard a harp of
gold vibrating in mid-air. The day sank to its close.
My ams le go the iron bars; my strength was
exhausted; and when he bore me auay to his
house——"

eAntony—"Whom are you taking about?"

PruMla—" Why, of Montanus!"

t/Intony— " But Montanus is dead."

Prtsctlla— "That is not true."

*A voice—"No, Montanus is not dead!"

Antony comes back; and near him, on the other
side upon a bench, a second woman is seated—this
one being far, and paer ill, with swellings under
her eyelids, as if she had been a long time weeping.
Without waiting for him to question her, she says:
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Maximilla—"We were returning from Tarsus by
the mountains, when, at a turn of the road, we saw
a man under a figtree He cried from a disance,
'Stop!" and he sprang forward, pouring out abuse on
us. The daves rushed up to protect us. He burg
out laughing. The horses pranced. The madiffs all
began to howl. He was gtanding up. The perspira-
tion fdl down his face. The wind made his cloak
flap.

"While addressng us by name, he reproached us
for the vanity of our actions, the impurity of our
bodies; and he raised his fig towards the dromeda-
ries on account of the dlver bedls which they wore
under their jaws. His fury filled my very entrails
with terror; nevertheless, it was a voluptuous sensa-
tion, which soothed, intoxicated me. At firs, the
daves drew near. 'Mader* said they, 'our beadsts
are fatigued'; then there were the women: 'We are
frightened'; and the daves ran away. Afte that, the
children began to cry, 'We are hungry." And, as no
answer was given to the women, they disappeared.
And now he began to speak. | perceived that there
was some one close besde me. It was my husband:
1 lisened to the other. The firgd crawled between
the stones, exclaiming, 'Do you abandon me?' and |
replied, 'Yes! begone!' in order to accompany Mon-
tanus."

Antony—"A eunuch!"

Priscilla—" Ah! coarse heart, you are astonished
at this! Yet Magdalen, Jane Martha and Susanna did
not enter the couch of the Saviour. Souls can be
madly embraced more easily than bodies. In order to
retain Eusto'a with impunity, the Bishop Leontius
mutilated himsdf—cherishing his love more than his
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virility. And, then, it is not my own fault. A Sirit
compels me to do it; Eotas cannot cure me. Never-
theless, he is crud. What does it matter? | am the
lag of the prophetesses; and, aftr me, the end of the
world will come.

Maximilla — "He has loaded me with his gifts.
None of the others loved me so much, nor is any of
them better loved."

Priscilla—"You lie! | am the person he loves!"

Maximilla—"" No: it is [!"

They fight.

Between ther shoulders appears a negro's head.

Montanus, covered with a black cloak, fasgened by
two dead men's bones:

" Be quiet, my doves! Incapable of terredrial hap-
piness, we by this union attain to spiritual plenitude.
After the age of the Father, the age of the Son; and
| inaugurate the third, that of the Paraclete His
light came to me during the forty nights when the
heavenly Jerusalem shone in the firmament above my
house at Pepuza.

"Ah! how you cay out with anguish when the
thongs flagdlate you! How your aching limbs offer
themselves to my burning caressess How you lan-
guish upon my breag with an inconceivable love! It
is S0 drong that it has revealed new worlds to you.
and you can now behold spirits with your morta
eyes."

Antony makes a gesture of astonishment.

TertuUian, coming up close to Montanus—" No
doubt, since the soul has a body, that which has no
body exists not."

Montanus—"In order to render it less material |
have introduced numerous mortifications -three Lents
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every year, and, for each night, prayers, in saying
which the mouth is kept closed, for fear the breath,
in escaping, should sully the mental act. It is neces-
sary to abstain from second marriages—or, rather,
from marriage altogether! The angels sinned with
women"

The Archontics, in hair-shirts:

"The Saviour said, 'l came to destroy the work
of the woman."'

The Tatiamsts, in hair-cloths of rushes:

"She is the tree of evil! Our bodies are the gar-
ments of skin."

And, ever advancing on the same side, Antony en-
counters the Valesians, stretched on the ground, with
red plates below their stomachs, beneath their tunics.

They present to him a knife.

"Do like Ongen and like us! Is it the pain you
fear, coward? Is it the love of your flesh that re-
strains you, hypocrite?"

And while he watches them struggling, extended
on their backs swimming in their own blood, the
Cainites, with their hair fastened by vipers, pass close
to him, shouting in his ears:

"Glory to Can! Glory to Sodom! Glory to
Judad!

"Cain begot the race of the strong; Sodom terri-
fied the earth with its chastisement, and it is through
Judas that God saved the world! Yes, Judas! with-
out him no death and no Redemption!"

They pass out through the band of Circoncellions,
clad in wolf-skin, crowned with thorns, and carrying
iron clubs.

"Crush the fruit! Attack the fountain-head!
Drown the child! Plunder the rich man who is
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happy, and who eats overmuch! Srike down the
poor man who casts an envious glance at the asss
saddle-cloth, the dog's meal, the bird's nest, and who
isgrieved at not seeing others as misxrable as himsdf.

"As for us — the Saints—in order to hagen the
end of the world, we poison, burn, massacre. The
only salvation is in martyrdom. We give ourselves
up to martyrdom. We take off with pincers the skin
of our heads, we spread our limbs under the ploughs,
we cagt ourseves into the mouths of furnaces. Shame
on baptism! Shame on the Euchari¢! Shame on
marriage!  Universal damnation!"

Then, throughout the badlica, there is a fresh ac-
cession of frenzy. The Audians draw arrows againg
the Devil; the Collyridians fling blue veils to the cell-
ing; the Asitians prodrate themselves before a wine-
skin; the Marcionites baptise a corpse with oil. Close
beside Appdles, a woman, the better to explain her
idea, shows a round loaf of bread in a bottle; an-
other, surrounded by the Sampsans, digributes like a
hogt the dug of hea sandals On the bed of the
Marcodans strewn with roses, two lovers embrace
each other. The Circoncdhons cut one ancther's
throats, the Velesans make a rattling sound; Barde-
sanes sings; Carpocras dances, Maximilla and Prisclla
utter loud groans, and the false prophetess of Cap-
padocia, quite naked, resting on a lion and brandish-
ing three torches, yels forth the Terrible Invocation.

The pillars are poised like trunks of trees, the
amulets round the necks of the Heredarchs have lines
of flame crossing each other; the congélations in the
chapels move to and fro, and the walls recede under
the alternate motion of the crowd, in which every head
is a wave which leaps and roars
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Meanwhile, from the very depths of the uproar
risess a song with burgs of laughter, in which the
name of Jesus recurs. These outburgts come from the
common people, who al dap ther hands in order to
keep time with the music. In the midg of them is
Arius, in the dress of a deacon:

"The fools who declaim againg me pretend to ex-
plain the absurd; and, in order to destroy them entirdly,
| have composed little poems so comical that they are
known by heart in the mills, the taverns, and the ports.

"A thousand times no! the Son is not co-eternal
with the Father, nor of the same substance. Other-
wise He would not have said, 'Father, remove from
Me this chalicel Why do ye cal Me good? God
alone is good! | go to my God, to your God!" and
other expressions, proving that He was a created
being. It is demondrated to us besdes by al His
names. lamb, shepherd, fountain, wisdom, Son of
Man, prophet, good way, corner-stone."

Sabellius—" As for me, | maintain that both are
identical."

*Arius—" The Council of Antioch has decided the
other way."

Antony— "Who, then, is the Word? Who was
Jesus?"

The Vakntinians—"He was the hushand of Ach-
aramoth when she had repented!"

The Sethianians—"He was Sem, son of Noah!"

The Theodotians—" We was Méechisidech!"

The OAerinthians— " He was nothing but a man!"

The tApollonarhts— " He assumed the appearance
of one!l He dmulated the Passion!"

{Marcellus of elncyra—"He is a development of
the Father !"
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Pope Calixtus—"Father and Son ae the two
forms of a single God!"

(Methadius—" He was firg in Adam, and then in
man!"

Cerinthus— " And Hewill come back to life again!"

Valentinus—" Impossible—His body is cdestial."

Paul of Samosta—"He is God only snce His
baptism."

Hermogenes—" He dwells in the sun.”

And al the heresarchs foom a crcle around An-
tony, who weeps, with his head in his hands.

A Jew, with red beard, and his skin spotted with
leprosy, advances close to him, and chuckling horribly:

"His soul was the soul of Esau. He suffered
from the disease of Bdlerophon; and his mother, the
woman who sold perfumes, surrendered hersdf to
Pantherus, a Roman <soldier, under the corn-sheaves,
one harvest evening."

Antony eagerly lifts up his head, and gazes at
them without uttering a word; then, treading nght
over them:

"Doctors, magicians, bishops and deacons, men
and phantoms, back! back! Ye are al lies!"

The Heresiarchs— " We have martyrs, more mar-
tyrs than yours, prayes more difficult, higher out-
burgs of love, and ecstasies quite as protracted.”

t/Intony— " But no revelation. No proofs”

Then dl brandish in the air radls of papyrus, tablets
of wood, pieces of leather, and drips of cloth; and
pushing them one before the other:

The Corinthians—"Here is the Gospd of the
Hebrews!"

The Marcionites—" The Gogpd of the Lord! The
Gospel of Evel"
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The Encratites—" The Gospd of Thomas!"

The Cainites—"The Gospd of Judas!"

Basilides—"The treatise of the spirit that has
come!"

Manes—" The prophecy of Barcoufl"

Antony makes a struggle and escapes them, and
he perceives, in a corner filled with shadows, the old
Ebionites, dried up like mummies, ther glances dull,
their eyebrows white.

They spesk in a quavering tone:

"We have known, we oursaves have known, the
carpenter's son. We were of his own age; we lived
in his street. He usad to amuse himsdf by modeling
little birds with mud; without being afraid of cutting
the benches, he asssed his father in his work, or
rolled up, for his mother, balls of dyed wool. Then
he made a journey into Egypt, whence he brought
back wonderful secrets. We were in Jericho when
he discovered the eater of grasshoppers. They talked
together in a low tone, without anyone being able to
hear them. But it was since that occurrence that he
made a noise in Galilee and that many sories have
been circulated concerning him."

They repeat, tremuloudy:

"We have known, we ourselves, we have known
him."

Antony—"One moment! Tdl me! pray tdl me
what was his face like?"

Tertullian—"Fierce and repulsve in its aspect;
for he was laden with al the crimes, al the sorrows,
and al the deformities of the world."

Antony— " Oh! no! no! | imagine, on the con-
trary, that there was about his entire person a super-
human beauty."
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Eusebius of Ccesarea — " Thereis at Paneadag, close
to an old ruin, in the midst of a rank growth of weeds, a
statue of stone, raised, asit is pretended, by the woman
with the issue of blood. But time has gnawed away
the face, and the rain has obliterated the inscription.”

A woman comes forth from the group of Carpo-
cratians.

CMarcedlina—"1 was formerly a deaconess in a
little church at Rome, where 1 usad to show the
faithful images, in dlver, of St. Paul, Homer, Pythag-
oras and Jesus Chrig.

"1 have kept only his"

She draws adde the folds of her cloak.

"Do you wish it?"

*A voice—"He reappears himsdf when we in-
voke him. It is the hour. Come!"

And Antony feds a bruta hand laid on him,
which drags him along.

He ascends a daircase in complete darkness, and,
after proceeding for some time, arrives in front of a
door. Then his guide (is it Hilanon ? he cannot tell)
saysin the ear of a third person, "The Lad is about
to come"—and they are introduced into an apart-
ment with a low celling and no furniture What
grikes him at first is, opposite him, a long chrysalis
of the colour of blood, with a man's head, from
which rays escape, and the word Knouphis written
in Gresk al around. It rises above a daft of a
column placed in the mids of a pedesal. On the
other walls of the apartment, medallions of polished
brass represent heads of animals — that of an ox, of a
lion, of an eagle, of a dog, and again, an asss head!
The argil lamps, suspended below these images, shed
a flickering light. Antony, through a hole in the
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wall, perceives the moon, which shines far away on
the waves, and he can even diginguish their monoto-
nous ripple, with the dull sound of a ship's ked drik-
ing against the stones of a pier.

Men, sguatting on the ground, their faces hidden
beneath their cloaks, give vent at intervals to a kind
of difled barking. Women are deeping, with ther
foreheads clasped by both arms which are supported
by their knees, so completely shrouded by ther veils
that one would say they were heaps of clothes arranged
along the wall. Besde them, children, half-naked,
and half devoured with vermin, watch the lamps
burning, with an idiotic air;—and they are doing
nothing; they are awaiting something.

They speak in low voices about their families, or
communicate to one ancother remedies for ther dis
eases. Many of them are going to embark at the end
of the day, the persecution having become too severe.
The Pagans, however, are not hard to deceve.
"They believe, the fools, that we adore Knouphis!"

But one of the brethren, suddenly inspired, places
himsdf in front of the column, where they have laid
a loaf of bread, which is on the top of a basket full
of fennd and hartwort.

The others have taken their places, forming, as
they gand, three paralld lines.

The inspired one unrolls a pape covered with
cylinders joined together, and then begins:

"Upon the darkness the ray of the Word de-
scended, and a violent ¢y burg forth, which seemed
like the voice of light."

All responding, while they sway their bodies to
and fro:

"Kyrie eleison!"
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The inspired one—"Man, then, was created by
the infamous God of lgad, with the assisance of
those here" —pointing towards the medallions—" Aris-
tophaios, Oraios, Sabaoth, Adonai, Elo and laol

"And he lay on the mud, hideous, feeble, shape-
less, without the power of thought.”

All, in a plaintive tone:

"Kyrie eleison!”

The inspired one— " But Sophia, taking pity on
him, quickened him with a portion of her spirit.
Then, seeing man 0 beautiful, God was seized with
anger, and imprisoned him in His kingdom, interdict-
ing him from the tree of knowledge. ill, once
more, the other one came to his aid. She sent the
serpent, who, with its snuous advances, prevailed on
him to disobey this law of hate. And man, when he
had tasted knowledge, undersood heavenly matters”

All, with energy:

"Kyrie eleison!"

The inspired one—"But Jaldalacth, in order to be
revenged, plunged man into matter, and the serpent
along with himl"

All, in very low tones:

"Kyrie eleison!"

They close ther mouths and then become silent.

The odours of the harbour mingle in the warm air
with the smoke of the lamps. Ther wicks, splutter-
ing, are on the point of being extinguished, and long
mosquitoes flutter around them. Antony gasps with
anguish. He has the feding that some mongrosty is
floating around him —the horror of a crime about to
be perpetrated.

But the inspired one, stamping with his feet, snap-
ping his fingers, tossing his head, sings a psam,
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with a wild refrain, to the sound of cymbals and of
a srill flute:

" Come! come! come! come forth from thy cavern!

"Swift One, that runs without feet, captor that
takes without hands! Sinuous as the waves, round
as the sun, darkened with spots of gold; like the
firmament, strewn with starsl like the twistings of
the vinetree and the windings of entrails!

"Unbegotten! earth-devourer! ever young! per-
spicacious! honoured at Epidaurus good for men!
who cured King Ptolemy, the soldiers of Moses, and
Glaucus, son of Minos!

" Come! come! come! come forth from thy cavern!”

All repeat:

" Come! come! come! come forth from thy cavern!”

However, there is no manifestation.

"Why, what is the matter with him?"

They proceed to deliberate, and to make sugges
tions. One old man offe's a dump of grass. Then
there is a risng in the basket. The green herbs are
agitated; the flowers fall, and the head of a python
appears.

He passes dowly over the edge of the lcef, like a
cirde turning round a motionless disc; then he de-
velops, lengthens, he becomes of enormous weight.
To prevent him from grazing the ground, the men
support him with their breasts the women with ther
heads, and the children with the tips of ther fingers;
and his tail, emerging through the hole in the wall,
stretches out indefinitely, even to the depths of the
sea. His rings unfold themselves, and fill the apart-
ment. They wind themsdves round Antony.

The Faithful, pressng ther mouths againg his
skin, snatch the bread which he has nibbled.
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1t is thou! it is thou!

" Raised at firg by Moses crushed by Ezechias,
re-established by the Messah. He drank thee in the
waters of baptism; but thou dids quit him in the
Garden of Olives, and then he fdt al his weakness.

"Writhing on the bar of the Cross, and higher
than his head, davering above the crown of thorns,
thou didst behold him dying; for thou art Jesus yes,
thou art the Word! thou art the Chrig!"

Antony swoons in horror, and falls in his cdl,
upon the splinters of wood, where the torch, which
had dipped from his hand, is burning mildly. This
commotion causes him to half-open his eyes; and he
perceives the Nile, undulating and dear, under the
light of the moon, like a great serpent in the midgt
of the sands — so much so that the hallucination again
takes possession of him. He has not quitted the
Ophites; they surround him, address him by name
carry off baggages, and descend towards the port.
He embarks along with them.

A brief period of time flows by. Then the vault
of a prison encircles him. In front of him, iron bars
make black lines upon a background of blue; and at
its sides, in the shade, are people weeping and pray-
ing, surrounded by others who are exhorting and
consoling them.

Without, one is attracted by the murmuring of a
crowd, as well as by the splendour of a summer's
day. Shrill voices are crying out watermelons, water,
iced drinks, and cushions of grass to st down on.
From time to time, shouts of applause burg forth.
He observes people walking on their heads

Suddenly, comes a continuous roaring, strong and
cavernous, like the noise of water in an aqueduct;
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and, opposite him, he perceives, behind the bars of
another cage, a lion, who is walking up and down;
then a row of sandals, of naked legs, and of purple
fringes.

Overhead, groups of people, ranged symmetricaly,
widen out from the lowest circle, which encloses the
arena, to the highest, where masts have been raised
to support a vel of hyacinth hung in the ar on
ropes. Staircases, which radiate towards the centre,
intersect, a equal distances, those great circles of
stone. Their steps disappear from view, owing to
the vast audience seated there— knights, senators,
soldiers, common people, vestals and courtesans, in
woollen hoods, in slk maniples, in tawny tunics
with aigrettes of precious stones, tufts of feathers and
factors rods; and dl this assemblage, muttering, ex-
claiming, tumultuous and frantic, stuns him like an
immense tub boiling over. In the midst of the arena,
upon an atar, smokes a vessel of incense.

The people who surround him are Christians, dc-
liveied up to the wild beasts. The men wear
the red cloak of the high-priests of Saturn, the
women the fillets of Ceres. Their friends distribute
fragments of their garments and rings. In order to
gain admittance into the prison, they require, they
say, a great deal of money; but what does it matter?
They will remain till the end.

Amongst these consolers Antony observes a bad
man in a black tunic, a portion of whose fece is
plainly visible. He discourses with them on the noth-
ingness of the world, and the happiness of the Elect.
Antony is filled with transports of Divine love. He
longs for the opportunity of sacrificing his life for the
Saviour, not knowing whether he is himsdf one of
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these martyrs. But, save a Phrygian, with long hair,
who keeps his arms raised, they al have a mdan-
choly aspect. An old man is sobbing on a bench,
and a young man, who is sanding, is musing with
downcast eyes.

The od man has rdfused to pay tribute at the
angle of a crossroad, before a statue of Minerva; and
he regards his companions with a look which signi-
fies:

"You ought to succour mel Communities some-
times make arrangements by which they might be
left in peace. Many amongst you have even obtained
letters falsdly declaring that you have offered sacrifice
to idols"

He asks:

'Ms it not Peter of Alexandria who has regulated
what one ought to do when one is overcome by tor-
tures?"

Then, to himsdf:

"Ahl this is very hard at my age! my infirmities
render me o0 feeble! Perchance, | might have lived
to another winter!"

The recollection of his little garden moves him to
tears, and he contemplates the side of the altar.

The young man, who had digurbed by violence a
feag of Apollo, murmurs

"My only chance was to fly to the mountaing"

"The soldiers would have caught you,” says one
of the brethren.

"Oh! 1 could have done like Cyprian; 1 should
have come back; and the second time | should have
had more srength, you may be sure!™

Then he thinks of the countless days he should have
lived, with al the pleasures which he will not have
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known;—and he, likewise, contemplates the sde ot
the altar.

But the man in the black tunic rushes up to him:

"How scandaloust What? You a victim of elec-
tion? Think of all those women who are looking at
you! And then, God sometimes performs a mirace
Pionius benumbed the hands of his executioners, and
the blood of Polycarp extinguished the flames of his
funeral-pile

He turns towards the od man. "Father, father!
You ought to edify us by your death. By deferring
it, you will, v/ithout doubt, commit some bad action
which will destroy the fruit of your good deeds. Be
sides, the power of God is infinite. Perhaps your ex-
ample will convert the entire people.”

And, in the den opposite, the lions stride up and
down, without stopping, rapidly, with a continuous
movement. The laigest of them al at once fixes his
eyes on Antony and emits a roar, and a mass of va-
pour issues from his jaws.

The women are jammed up againg the men.

The consoier goes from one to another:

"What would ye say—what would any of you
say — if they burned you with plates of iron; if horses
tore you asunder; if your body, coated with honey,
was devoured by insects? You will have only the
death of a hunter who is surprised in a wood."

Antony would much prefer al this than the hor-
rible wild beasts; he imagines he feds ther teeth and
ther talons, and that he hears his back cracking under
their jaws.

A bdluarius enters the dungeon; the martyrs
tremble. One alone amongst them is unmoved—the
Phrygian, who has gone into a corner to pray. He
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had burned three temples. He now advances with
lifted arms, open mouth, and his head towards Heaven,
without seeing anything, like a somnambuligt.

The consoler exclaims:

"Keep back! Keep backl The Spirit of Montanus
will destroy ye!"

All fdl back, vociferating:

"Damnation to the Montanist!"

They insult him, spit upon him, would like to
drike him. The lions, prancing, bite one ancther's
manes. The people yell:

"To the beasts To the beasts!"

The martyrs, burging into sobs, catch hold of one
ancther. A cup of narcotic wine is offered to them.
They quickly pass it from hand to hand.

Near the door of the den ancther beluarius awaits
the signal. It opens; a lion comes out.

He crosses the arena with great irregular drides.
Behind him in a row appear the other lions, then a
bear, three panthers and leopards. They scatter like
a flock in a prairie

The cracking of a whip is heard. The Chrigians
stagger, and, in order to make an end of it, ther
brethren push them forward.

Antony closes his eyes.

He opens them again. But darkness envelops him.
Ere long, it grows bright once more; and he is able
to trace the outlines of a plain, arid and covered with
knalls, such as may be seen around a deserted quarry.
Here and there a clump of shrubs lifts itsdf in the
midst of the dabs, which are on a levd with the
soil, and above which white forms are bending, more
undefined than clouds. Others lapidly make their ap*
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pearance. Eyes shine through the openings of long
veils. By their indolent gait and the perfumes which
exhale from them, Antony knows they are ladies of
patrician rank. There are dso men, but of inferior
condition, for they have visages at the same time
simple and coarse.

One of the women, with a long breath:

"Ah! how pleasant is the air of the chilly night
in the midst of sepulchres! | am so fatigued with
the softness of couches, the noise of day, and the
oppressiveness of the sun! "

A woman, panting—"Ah! at last, here | ami But
how irksome to have wedded an idolater!"

Another—"The visits to the prisons, the con-
versations with our brethren, al excite the suspicions
of our husbands! And we must even hide ourselves
from them when making the sign of the Cross; they
would take it for a magical conjuration.”

Another—"With mine, there was nothing but
quarrelling al day long. | did not like to submit to
the abuses to which he subjected my person; and, for
revenge, he had me persecuted as a Christian."

Another—" Recall to your memory that young
man of such striking beauty who was dragged by
the heds behind a chariot, like Hector, from the
Esguiline Gate to the Mountains of Tibur; and his
blood stained the bushes on both sides of the road.
1 collected the drops— here they are!™

She draws from her bosom a sponge perfectly
black, covers it with kisses, and then flings hersdf
upon the dab, crying:

"Ah! my friend my friend!"

A man—"It is just three years to-day since Do-
mitilla's death. She was stoned a the bottom of
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the Wood of Proserpine. | gathered her bones, which
shone like glow-worms in the grass. The earth now
covers them."

He flings himsdf upon a tombstone.

"O my betrothed! my betrothed 1"

And dl the others, scattered through the plain:

"0 my dgel" "0 my brotherl" "O my
daughter!" "0 my mother!"

They are on ther knees, ther foreheads cagped
with their hands, or ther bodies lying flat with both
arms extended; and the sobs which they repress
make ther bosoms swell amos to burging. They
gaze up at the sky, saying:

"Have pity on her soul, O my God! She is lan-
guishing in the abode of shadows. Degn to admit
her into the Resurrection, so that she may rgoice in
Thy light 1"

Or, with eyes fixed on the flagstones, they mur-
mur:

"Be at rest—suffer no more! | have brought
thee wine and meat!"

A widow—"Here is pudding, made by me, ac-
cording to his taste, with many eggs, and a double
measure of flour. We aie going to eat together as of
yore, is not that so?"

She puts a little of it on he lips, and suddenly
begins to laugh in an extravagant fashion, franticaly.

The others, like her, nibble a morsd and dnnk a
mouthful; they tell one another the higory of ther
martyrs, their sorrow becomes vehement; ther liba-
tions increase; their eyes, swimming with tears, are
fixed m one another; they sammer with inebriety
and desolation. Gradually their hands touch; their
lips meet; ther veils are torn away, and they em-
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brace one another upon the tombs in the midst of
the cups and the torches.

The sky begins to brighten. The mist soaks their
garments; and, as if they were strangers to one
another, they take their departure by different roads
into the country.

The sun shines forth. The grass has grown taler;
the plain has become transformed. Across the bam-
boos, Antony sees a foret of columns o( a bluish-
grey colour. Those are trunks of trees springing from
a single trunk. From each of its branches descend
other branches which penetrate into the soil; and the
whole of those horizontal and perpendicular lines, in-
definitely multiplied, might be compared to a gigantic
framework were it not that here and there appears a
little fig-tree with a dark foliage like that of a syca-
more. Between the branches he distinguishes bunches
of yellow flowers and violets, and ferns as large as
birds' feathers. Under the lowest branches may be
seen at different points the horns of a buffao, or the
glittering eyes of an antelope. Parrots sit perched,
butterflies flutter, lizards crawl upon the ground, flies
buzz, and one can hear, as it were, in the midst of
the silence, the palpitation of an al-permeating life.

At the entrance of the wood, on a kind of pile, is
a strange sight—a man coated over with cows' dung,
completely naked, more dried-up than a mummy. His
joints form knots at the extremities of his bones,
which are like sticks. He has clusters of shells in his
ears, his face is very long, and his nose is like a vul-
ture's beak. His left am is held erect in the air,
crooked, and siff as a stake; and he has remained
there so long that birds have made a nest in his
hair.
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At the four corners of his pile four fires are blaz-
ing. The sun is right in his face He gazes at it
with great open eyes, and without looking at An-
tony.

"Brahmin of the banks of the Nile, what sayest
thou?"

Flames gart out on every sde through the part-
ings of the beams, and the gymnosophist resumes:

"Like a rhinoceros, | am plunged in solitude. !
dwelt in the tree that was behind me™"

In fact, the large fig-tree presents in its flutings a
natural excavation of the shape of a man.

"And | fed mysdf on flowers and fruits with such
an observance of precepts that not even a dog has
seen me edt.

"As existence proceeds from corruption, corrup-
tion from desre, desre from sensation, and sensation
from contact, | have avoided every kind of action,
every kind of contact, and —without dirring any
more than the pillar of a tombstone — exhaling my
breath through my two nostrils, fixing my glances
upon my nose; and, observing *he ether in my sirit,
the world in my limbs, the moon in my heart, |
pondered on the essence of the great soul, whence
continually escape, like sparks of fire, the principles
of life. | have, at last, gragped the supreme soul in
al beings, dl beings in the supreme soul; and | have
succeeded in making my soul penetrate the place into
which my senses used to penetrate.

"1 receve knowledge directly from Heaven, like
the bird Tchataka, who quenches his thirg only in
the droppings of the rain. From the very fact of my
having knowledge of things, things no longer exist.
For me now there is no hope and no anguish, no
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goodness, no virtue, ndther day nor night, nether
thou nor I—absolutely nothing,

"My frightful augterities have made me superior
to the Powers. A contraction of my brain can kill a
hundred kings sons, dethrone gods, overrun the
world."

He utters al this in a monotonous voice. The
leaves all around him are withered. The rats fly over
the ground.

He dowly lowers his eyes towards the flames,
which are rigng, then adds:

"1 have become disgusted with form, disgusted
with perception, disgusted even with knowledge itsdf
—for thought does not outlive the trangtory fact
that gives rise to it; and the spirit, like the red, is
but an illuson.

" Everything that is born will perish; everything
that Is dead will come to life again. The beings that
have actually disappeared will sojourn in wombs not
yet formed, and will come back to earth to serve
with sorrow other creatures But, as | have resolved
through an infinite number of existences, under the
guise of gods, men, and animals, | give up travdling,
and no longer wish for this fatigue. | abandon the
dirty inn of my body, walled m with flesh, reddened
with blood, covered with hideous skin, full of un-
cleanness, and, for my reward, | shall, finally, deep
in the very depths of the absolute, in annihilation."

The flames rise to his bread, then envelop him.
His head dretches across as if through the hole of a
wall His eyes are perpetualy fixed in a vacant dare.

Antony gets up again. The torch on the ground
has set fire to the splinters of wood, and the flames
have singed his beard. Burgting into an exclamation,
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Antony tramples on the fire and, when only a heap
of cinders is left:

"Where, then, is Hilarion? He was hee just
now. 1 saw him! Ah! no; it isimpossblel 1 am
mistaken! How is this? My cdl, those stones, the
sand, have not, perhaps any more redlity. 1 mug be
going mad. Stay! wherewas |? What was happen-
ing here?

"Ah! the gymnosophist! This death is common
amongst the Indian sages. Kalanos burned himsdf
before Alexander; ancther did the same in the time of
Augustus. What hatred of life they mug have had!
—unless, indeed, pride drove them to it. No mat-
ter, it is the intrepidity of martyrd As to the others,
1 now believe al that has been told me of the ex-
cesses they have occasioned.

"And before this? Yes, | recollect! the crowd of
heresarchs . . . What shrieksl what eyes But
why so many outbreaks of the flesh and wanderings
of the spirit ?

"It is towards God they pretend to direct ther
thoughts in all these different ways. What right have
| to curse them, 1 who sumble in my own path?
When they have disappeared, | shall, perhaps learn
more. This one rushed away too quickly; | had not
time to reply to him. Jug now it is as if | had
in my intellect more space and more light. | am
tranquil. | fed myself capable . . . But what is
this now? 1 thought 1 had extinguished the fire."

A flame flutters between the rocks, and, speedily,
a jerky voice makes itsdf heard from the mountains
in the distance.

"Are those the barkings of a hyena, or the lam-
entations of some logt traveller?"
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Antony listens. The flame draws nearer.

And he sees approaching a woman who is weep-
ing, resting on the shoulder of a man with a white
beard. She is covered with a purple garment dl in
rags. He, like her, is bare-headed, with a tunic of
the same colour, and carries a bronze vase, whence
arises a smal blue flame.

Antony is filled with fear,—and yet he would fan
know who this woman is.

The stranger (Smon)—"This is a young girl, a
poor child, whom ! take everywhere with me."

He raises the bronze vase. Antony inspects her
by the light of this flickering flame. She has on her
face marks of bites, and traces of blows aong
her arms. Her scattered hair is entangled in the rents
of her rags; her eyes appear insensible to the light.

Smon— "Sometimes she remains thus a long time
without speaking or eating, and utters marvellous
things'

Antony — "Real ly?"

Smon—"Eunoia! Eunoial relate what you have
to say!"

Sheturns around her eyeballs, as if awakening from
a dream, passes her fingers dowly across her two
lids, and in a mournful voice:

Helena (Eunocia) — "I have a recollection of a
distant region, of the colour of emerad. There is
only a single tree there."

Antony gives a start.

"At each step of its huge branches a par of
spirits stand. The branches around them cross each
other, like the veins of a body, and they watch tne
eternal life circulating from the roots, where it is lost
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in shadow up to the summit, which reaches beyond
the sun. 1, on the second branch, illumined with my
face the summer nights.”

*Antony> touching his forehead—" Ah! ahl | un-
derstand! the head!"

Simon, with his finger on hislips— " Hush! Hush!"

Helena—" The vessal remained convex: he ked
clave the foam. He said to me, ' What does it mat-
ter if |1 disurb my country, if 1 lose my kingdom!
You will be ming, in my own house!'

" How pleasant was the upper chamber of his
palacel He would he down upon theivory bed, and,
smoothing my hair, would sing in an amorous srain.
At the end of the day, | could see the two
camps and the lanterns which they Were lighting;
Ulysses at the edge of his tent; Achilles, armed from
head to foot, driving a chariot along the seashore."

Antony— "Why, she is quite mad! Wherefore?

Simon—"Hush! Hush!"

Helena— " They rubbed me with unguents, and
sold me to the people to amuse them. One evening,
standing with the dstrum in my hand, 1 was coaxing
Grek sailors to dance. The rain, like a cataract, fdl
upon the tavern, and the cups of hot wine were
smnoking. A man entered without the door having
been opened.”

Simon — "It was I! 1 found you. Here she is,
Antony; she who is called Sigeh, Eunoia, Barbdo.
Prounikosl The Spirits who govern the world were
jealous of her, and they bound he in the body of a
woman. She was the Hden of the Troans whose
memory the poet Stesichorus had rendered infamous.
She has been Lucrdia, the patridan lady violated by
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the kings. She was Ddilah, who cut off the hair of
Samson. She was that daughter of Israd who sur-
rendered herself to he-goats. She has loved adultery,
idolatry, lying and folly. She was prostituted by every
nation. She has sung in dl the cross-ways. She has
kissed every face. At Tyre, she, the Syrian, was the
mistress of thieves. She drank with them during the
nights, and she concedled assassins amid the vermin
of her tepid bed."

Antony—"Ah! what is coming over me?"

Smon, with a furious ar—

"I have redeemed her, | tell you, and re-established
her in dl her splendour, such as Caius Caesyr Agncola
became enamoured of when he desired to deep with
the Moon!"

Antony—"Weill well!"

Smon—"But she redly is the Moon! Has not
Pope Clement written that she was imprisoned in a
tower? Three hundred persons came to surround the
tower; and on each of the murderers, a the same
time, the moon was seen to appear,— though there
are not many moons in the world, or many Eunoias!"

Antony—"Yes! . . . | think 1 recollect ... "

And he fdls into a reverie.

Smon—"Innocent as Christ, who died for men,
she has devoted hersdf to women. For the power-
lessness of Jehovah is demonstrated by the transgression
of Adam, and we must shake dof the old law, opposed,
as it is, to the order of things. | have preached
the new Gospel in Ephraim and in Issachar, along
the torrent of Bizor, behind the lake of Houleh, in the
valey of Mageddo, and beyond the mountains, at
Bodra and a Damas. Let those who are covered
with wine-dregs, those who are covered with dirt,
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those who are covered with blood, come to me; and
I will wash out their defilement with the Holy Spirit,
caled by the Greeks, Mingva. She is Minerval She
isthe Holy Spirit! 1 am Jupiter Apollo, the Chrig, the
Paraclete, the great power of God incarnated in the
person of Simon!"

Antony— " Ah! it is you! . . . it is you! But
I know your crimes! You were born at Gittha on
the borders of Samaria. Dostheus, your fird mader,
dismissed you! You execrate Saint Paul for having
converted one of your women; and, vanquished by
Saint Peter, in your rage and terror, you flung into
the waves the bag which contained your magical in-
struments! "

Simon—" Do you dedre them?"

Antony looks at him, and an inner voice murmurs
in his breagt, "Why not?"

Smon resumes:

"He who undergands the powers of Nature and
the substance of spirits ought to pefoom miracles It
is the dream of all sages—and the desre of which
gnaws you; confess it!

"Amongst the Romans | flew so high in the cir-
cus that they saw me no more. Nero ordered me to
be decapitated; but it was a sheep's head that fdl to
the ground ingead of mine. Finally, they buried me
alive; but 1 came back to life on the third day. The
proof of it is that 1 am here!"

He gives him his hands to smell. They have the
odour of a corpse. Antony recoils.

"I can make bronze serpents move, marble satues
laugh, and dogs speak. | will show you an immense
quantity of gold, 1 will set up kings, you shall see
nations adoring me. | can walk on the clouds and
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on the waves; pass through mountains, assume the
appearance of a young man, or of an od man; of a
tiger, or of an ant; take your face, give you mine;
and drive the thunderbolt. Do you hear?"

The thunder roalls, followed by flashes of lightning.

"It is the voice of the Mog High, 'for the Eter-
nal, thy God, is a fire/ and al creations operate by the
emanations of this central fire. You are about to receive
the baptian of it—that second baptism, announced
by Jesus, which fdl on the Apostles one sormy day
when the window was open!"

And al the while girring the flame with his hand,
slowly, as if to gorinkle Antony with it:

"Mother of Merdies, thou who discoverest secrets
in order that we may have ret in the eighth
house "

Antony exclaims:

"Ah! if 1 had holy water!"

The flame goes out, producing much smoke.

Eunoia and Smon have disappeared.

An extremey cold fog, opaque and foetid, fills the
atmosphere.

Antony, extending his arms like a blind man—

"Wheream 1? . . . | am afrad of falling into
the abyss. And the cross, no doubt, is too far away
from me. Ah! what a night! what a night!"

A sudden gust of wind cleaves the fog asunder;
and he perceives two men covered with long white
tunics. The firs is of tall gature, with a sweet ex-
presson of countenance and grave deportment. His
white hair, parted like that of Chrig, descends regu-
larly over his shoulders. He has thrown down a
wand which he was carrying in his hand, and which
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his companion has taken up, making a respectful bow
after the fashion of Orientals. The other is smal,
coarse-looking, flat-nosed, with a thick neck, curly
hair, and an air of simplicity. Both of them are bare-
footed, bare-headed, and covered with dust, like peo-
ple who have come on a long journey.

Antony, with a start—"What do ye seek? Speak!
Go on!"

Datnis— He is the little man —

"La, la . . . worthy hermit! what do you
say? | know nothing about it. Here is the Master!"

He sits down; the other remains standing. Silence.

Antony, resumes— "Y e come in this fashion 2. "

Damis— "Oh! a great distance—a very great dis-
tance!"

Antony—"And ye are going?

Damis, pointing at his companion— "Wherever
he wishes."

Antony — "Who, then, is he?"

Damis—"Look a him."

Antony—"He has the appearance of a saint. |If |
dared

The fog by this time is quite gone. The atmos-
phere has become perfectly clear. The moon shines
out.

Damis— "What are you thinking of now that you
say nothing more?"

Antony — "1 am thinking of Oh! nothing."

Damis draws close to Apollonius, makes many
turns round him, with his figure bent, and without
moving his head.

"Master, this is a Gdilean hermit-who wishes to
know the sources of your wisdom."

Apollonius—"Let him approach.”

n
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Antony hesitates.

Damis—"" Approach!"

Apollonius, in a voice of thunder—

"Approach! You would like to know who | am,
what | have done, what | am thinking of? Is that
not so, child?"

Antony—" . . . If at the same time those
things contribute to my salvation."

Apollonius—"Rejoice! | am about to tdl them
to you!"

Damis, in a low tone to Antony —

"ls it possible? He mug have at thefirs glance,
recognised your extraordinary inclinations for philoso-
phy! | shall prdfit by it also mysdf."

Apollonius—"1 will first describe to you the long
road 1 travelled to gain doctring; and, if you find in
al my life one bad action, you will stop me—for he
must scandalise by his words who has offended by
his actions."

Damis to Antony:

"What a jus man! eh?"

Antony— " Decidedly, | beieve he is sincere”

Apollonius—"The night of my birth, my mother
thought she saw hesdf gathering flowers on the
border of,a lake. A flash of lightning appeared; and
she brought me into the world amid the cries of
swans who were singing in ha dreem. Up to my
fifteenth year, they plunged me three times a day
into the fountain Asbadeus, whose waters render per-
jures dropdcal; and they rubbed my body with
leaves of cnyza, to make me chaste. A princess from
Pamyra sought me out, one evening, and offered
me treasures, which she knew were hidden in tombs.
A pries of the temple of Diana cut his throat in de-
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spair with the sacrificdal knife; and the Governor of
Cilida, after repeated promises, declared before my
family that he would put me to death; but it was he
who died three days dfter, assassinated by the Ro-
mans.”

Datnis, to Antony, sriking him on the ebow —
"Eh? Jug as | told you! What a man!"

Apollonius—"1 have for four years in succession
observed the complete slence of the Pythagoreans.
The most unforeseen calamity did not draw one sigh
from me, and, at the theatre, when 1 entered, they
turned asde from me as from a phantom."

Dantis—Would you have done that —you?"

Apollonius—" The time of my orded ended, | un-
dertook to ingruct the priests who had logt the tra-
dition."

Antony — " What tradition ? "

Datnis— " Let him continue. Be silent!"

Apollonius—"1 have conversed with the Sama-
neans of the Ganges, with the astrologers of Chaldes,
with the magi of Babylon, with the Gaulish druids,
with the priests of the negroes. 1 have climbed the
fourteen Olympi; | have sounded the Lakes of Sythia;
Y have measured the vastness of the desert!"

Datnis—"All this is undoubtedly true 1 was
there myself!"

Apollonius —" At firg, | went as far as the Hyrca-
nian Sea. 1 have gone al round it, and through
the country of the Baraomatae where Bucephalus is
buried. | have gone down to Nineveh. At the gates
of the city a man came up to me."

Datnis—"U I! my good Mage! | loved you
from the very beginning. You were sweeter than a
giri, and more beautiful than a god!"
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zrfpollonius, without listening to him—" He wished
to accompany me, in order to act as an interpreter
for me."

Damis—"But you replied that you understood
every language, and that you divined dl thoughts.
Then | kissed the end of your mantle, and 1 walked
behind you"

a/Jpollonius— "After Ctesiphon, we entered into
the land of Babylon."

Damis—"And the satrap uttered an exclamation
on seeing a man so pale/!

Antony, to himself—"Which signifies——7?"

vipotlonius—"The King received me standing near
a throne of dlver, in a circular hdl studded with stars,
and from a cupola hung, from unseen threads, four
great golden birds, with both wings extended."

Antony] musing—"Are there such things on the
earth?"

Damis— "That is, indeed, acity — Babylon! Every-
one is rich there! The houses, painted blue, have
gates of bronze, with staircases that lead down to
the river."

Making a sketch with his stick on the ground:

"Like that, do you see? And then there are
temples, squares, baths, aqueducts! The pdaces are
covered with copper! and then the interior, if you
only saw it!"

Apollonius—"0On the northern wall rises a tower,
which supports a second, a third, a fourth, a fifth;
and there are three others besides! The eighth is a
chapel with a bed in it. Nobody enters there but
the woman chosen by the priests for the God Belus.
The King of Babylon made me take up my quarters
in it."
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Damis—"They scarcely paid any heed to me. |
was left, too, to walk about the streets by mysdf. 1
enquired into the customs of the people; 1 visited the
workshops; 1 examined the huge machines which
bring water into the gardens. But it annoyed me to
be separated from the Master."

Apollonius— "At last, we left Babylon; and, by
the light of the moon, we suddenly saw a wild
mare.*"

Damis—"Yes, indeed! she sprang forth on her
iron hoofs, she neighed like an ass; she galoped
amongst the rocks. He burst into angry abuse of
her; and she disappeared.”

Antony, aside—"Where can they have come
from?"

Apollonius—"At Taxilla, capita of five thousand
fortresses, Phraortes, King of the Ganges, showed us
his guard of tal black men, five cubits high, and in
the gardens of his paace, under a pavilion of green
brocade, an enormous elephant, whom the queens
used to amuse themselves in perfuming. This was
the elephant of Porus, who fled &fter the death of
Alexander."

Damis— "And which was found again in a for-

Antony— "They tak a great ded, like drunken
people.”

Apollonius— "Phraortes made us sit down at his
table."

Damis—"What an odd country! The noblemen,
while drinking, amuse themselves by flinging arrows
under the feet of a child who is dancing. But | do
not approve . . ."

Apollonius—"When 1 was ready to depart, the
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sApoUonim, without listening to him—" He wished
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"Like that, do you see? And then there are
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the light of the moon, we suddenly saw a wild
mare*'

Damis—"Yes, indeed! she sprang forth on her
iron hoofs, she neighed like an ass;, she galloped
amongst the rocks. He burg into angry abuse of
her; and she disappeared.”

Antony, aside—"Where can they have come
from?"

Apollonius— " At Taxilla, capital of five thousand
fortresses, Phraortes, King of the Ganges, showed us
his guard of tall black men, five cubits high, and in
the gardens of his palace, under a pavilion of green
brocade, an enormous eephant, whom the queens
ussd to amuse themselves in perfuming. This was
the dephant of Porus who fled after the death of
Alexander."

Damis—" And which was found again in a for-

Antony—"They tak a great deal, like drunken
people.”

Apollonius— " Phraortes made us st down at his
table

Damis—"What an odd country! The noblemen,
while drinking, amuse themselves by flinging arrows
under the feat of a child who is dancing. But 1 do
not approve . . ."

Apollonius—"When | was ready to depart, the
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King gave me a parasol, and said to me: 'l have, on
the Indus a gud of white camds. When you do
not want them any longer, blow into ther ears and
they will return! We proceeded along the river,
walking in the night by the gleaming of the glow-
worms, who emitted ther radiance through the bam-
boos. The dave whistled an ar to keep off the
serpents, and our camels bent the reins while passing
under the trees, as if under doors that were too low.
One day, a black child, who hdd in his hand a
caduceus of gold, conducted us to the College of
Sages. larchas ther chief, spoke to me of my ances-
tors, of al my thoughts, of al my actions, and all
my existences. He had been the river Indus, and he
recalled to my mind that 1 had conducted the boats
on the Nile in the time of King Sesostris."

Datnis—"As for me, they told me nothing, so
that J do not know what | was."

Antony—"They have the unsubgantial air of
shadows."

Apollonius—"We met on the seashore the cyno-
cephali, glutted with milk, who were returning from
ther expedition in the Idand of Taprobane The
tepid waves pushed white pearls before us. The
amber cracked under our footsteps. Whales skeletons
were bleaching in the crevices of the diffs In short,
the earth grew more contracted than a sandal; —and,
after cagting towards the sun drops from the ocean,
we turned to the right to go back. We reurned
through the region of the Aromatag through the
country of the Gangaridag, the promontory of Coma-
ria, the land of the Sachalitag of the Aramitag and
the Homeitag then across the Cassanian moun-
tains, the Red Sea, and the Idand of Topazes, we
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penetrated into Ethiopia, through the kingdom of the
Pygmae."

Antony, aside—"How large the earth is!"

Damis—"And when we got home again, 4l
those whom we had known in former days were
dead.”

Antony hangs his head. Silence.

Apollonius goes on:

"Then they began talking about me in the world.
The plague ravaged Ephesus; | made them stone an
old mendicant.”

Damis—"And the plague was gone!"

Antony — "What! He banishes diseases?"

Apollonius—"At Cnidus, 1 cured the lover of
Venus."

Damis—"Yes, a madman, who had even prom-
ised to marry her. To love a woman is bad enough;
but a statue—what idiocy! The Master placed his
hand on this man's heart, and immediately the love
was extinguished."

Antony — "What! He drives out demons?"

Apollonius— "At Tarentum, they brought to the
stake a young girl who was dead."

Damis—"The Master touched her lips, and she
arose, cdling on her mother."

Antony—"Can it be? He brings the dead back
to life?"

Apollonius—"1 foretold that Vespasian would be
Emperor."

Antony—"What! He divines the future?"

Damis—"There was a Corinth——"

Apollonius—"While | was supping with him at
the waters of Baa——"

Antony — "Excuse me, strangers; it is late!"

—
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Damis—"——A young man named Menippus."

tAntony—" No! no! go away!"

tApollonius—" A Jog entered, carrying in its
mouth a hand that had been cut off."

Damis— "——One evening, in one of the suburbs,
he met a woman/'

tAntony—"You do not hear me. Take yourseves
off!"

Damis—" He prowled vacantly around the
couches."

tAntony— " Enough!"

tApollonius—"——They wanted to drive him
away."

Damis—" ——Menippus, then, surrendered him-

«df to her; and they became lovers"

tApollonius—" And, beating the mosaic floor
with his tail, he deposted this hand on the knees of
Flavius."

Damis—" But, in the morning, at the school-
lectures, Menippus Was pale.”

tAntony, with a bound—"Still at it! Wdl, l&t
them go on, since there is not "

Damis—"The Mage said to him: 'O beautiful
young man, you are caressing a serpent; and a ser-
pent is caressing you. ‘Yor how long are these
nuptials? Every one of us went to the wed-
ding."

tAntony—"1 am doing wrong, surely, in listening
to this!"

Damis—" Servants were budsly engaged at the
vestibule; the doors flew open; nevertheless, one
could hear neither the noise of footsteps, nor the
sound of opening doors. The Made seated himsdf
beside Menippus. Immediatdy, the bride was seized
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with anger againg the philosophers. But the ves
sels of gold, the cup-bearers the cooks, the at-
tendants, disappeared; the roof flew away; the walls
fdl in; and Apollonius remained alone, standing with
this woman al in tears a his feet. It was a
vampire, who satified the handsome young men
in order to devour ther flesh — because nothing is
better for phantoms of this kind than the blood of
lovers.”

Apollonius—"If you wish to know the art——"

Antony—"1 wish to know nothing."

Apollonius—"On the evening of our arrival at
the gates of Rome——"

Antony—"Oh! yes, tel me about the City of the
Popes."

Apollonius—" A drunken man accosted us
who sang with a sweet voice. It was an epitha-
lamium of Nero; and he had the power of causing
the death of anyone who heard him with indifference.
He carried on his back in a box a sring taken from
the dthara of the Emperor. | shrugged my shoulders.
He threw mud in our faces. Then | unfasened my
girdle and placed it in his hands"

Datnis—"In this ingance you were quite wrong!"

Apollonius—"The Emperor, during the night,
made me cal at his resdence. He played at ossicles
with Sporus, leaning with his teft am on a table of
agate. He turned round, and, knitting his fair brows:
'Why are you not afraid of me?' he asked. 'Because
the God who made you terrible has made me in-
trepid/ | replied.”

Antony, to himself—" Something unaccountable
fills me with fear."

Silence.




GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Damis resumes, in a shrill voice — " All Asa, more-
over, could tdl you "

tAntony, garting up—"1 am dck. Leave mel"

Damis—" Ligen now. At Ephesus, he witnhessed
the death of Domitian, who was at Rome'

tAntony, making an effort to laugh—"Is this
possible?"

Damis—"Yes, at the theatre in broad daylight,
on the fourteenth of the Kalends of October, he sud-
denly exclaimed: 'They are murdering Qesarl' and
he added, every now and then, 'He rolls on the
ground! Oh! how he struggles! He gets up again;
he attempts to fly; the gates are shut. Ah! it isfin-
ished. He is dead'* And that very day, in fact,
Titus Flavius Domitianus was assassnated, as you are
aware."

* Antony—" Without the aid of the Devil
No doubt . ..™"

tApollonius—"He wished to put me to death,
this Domitian. Damis fled by my direction, and |
remained alone in my prison."

Damis—"It was a terible bit of daring, | mug
confess!"

tApollonius—" About the fifth hour, the soldiers
led me to the tribunal. | had my speech quite ready,
which | kept under my cloak."

Damis—"The rest of us were on the bank of
Puzzoli! We saw you die; we wept; when, towards
the sixth hour, all at once, you appeared, and said to
us, 't is I.'"

Antony, aside—"Just like Him!"

Damis, very loudly—" Absolutely!"

tAntony—"Oh, no! you are lying, are you not?
You are lying 1"
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zApollonius—"He came down from Heaven — |
ascend there, thanks to my virtue, which has raised
me even to the height of the Mog High!"

Damis— " Tyana, his native city, has erected a
temple with priests in his honour!"

tApollonius draws close to Antony, and, bending
towards his ear, says:

"The truth is, I know al the gods, al the rites,
dl the prayers adl the oracles. | have pendrated in-
to the cavern of Trophonius the son of Apallo. 1
have moulded for the Syracusans the cakes which
they use on the mountains. 1 have undergone the
eighty tests of Mithra. | have pressed againg my
heart the serpent of Sabacius. | have received the
sarf of the Cabin. | have bathed Cybee in the
waves of the Campanian Gulf; and 1 have passd
three moons in the caverns of Samothrace!”

Datnis, laughing stupidly—"Ah! ahl ah! at the
mysteries of the Bona Deal"

tApoUonius—"And now we are renewing our
pilgrimage. We are going to the North, the sde of
the swans and the snows. On the white plain the
blind hippopodes break with the ends of ther feet the
ultramarine plant."

Dathis—" Come! it is morning! The cock has
crowed; the horse has neighed; the ship is ready.”

tAntony—"The cock has not crowed. | hear the
cricket in the sands, and | see the moon, which re-
mains in its place."

tApoUonius—"We are going to the South, behind
the mountains and the huge waves, to seek in the
perfumes for the cause of love.  You shall inhale the
odour of myrrhodion; which makes the weak die.
You shall bathe your body in the lake of pink oil of
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the Idand of Juno. You shall see slegping under the
primroses the lizard who awakens dl the centuries
when at his maturity the carbuncle fdls from his fore-
head. The stars glitter like eyes, the cascades sing
like lyres, an intoxicating fragrance arises from the
opening flowers. Your spirit shdl expand in this
atmosphere, and it will show itsdf in your heart as
well as in your face."

Damis—"Master, it is time!l The wind is about
to rise; the swallows are awakening; the myrtle-leaf
is shed."

Apollonius— "Yes, let us go!"

Antony—"No—not I! | remain!"

Apollonius—"Do you wish me to show you the
plant Balis, which resuscitates the dead?"

Damis—"Ask him rather for the bloodstone,
which attracts slver, iron and bronze!"

Antony — "Oh! how sick | fed! how sick | feel!"

Damis—"You shdl understand the voices of 4l
creatures, the roarings, the cooings!"

Apollonius—"1 will make you mount the uni-
corns, the dragons, and the dolphins!”

Antony, weeps—"Oh! oh! oh!"

Apollonius— "You shall know the demons who
dwell in the caverns, those who speak in the woods,
those who move about in the waves, those who drive
the clouds."

Damis—"Fasten your girdle! tie your sandals!"

Apollonius—"1 will explain to you the reasons
for the shapes of divinities; why it is that Apollo is
upright, Jupiter sitting down, Venus black at Corinth,
square at Athens, conica at Paphos.”

Antony, clasping his hands— "l wish they would
go away! | wish they would go away!"
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Apollonius—"1 will snatch off before your eyes
the armour of the Gods; we shall force the sanctua-
ries, 1 will make you violate the pythoness1"

*Antony — " Help, Lord!"

He flings himsdf againg the cross

tApollonius—what is your desire? your dream?
There is bardy time to think of it . . ."

AAntony— " Jesus, Jesus, come to my aid!"

c/lpollonius—"Do you wish me to make Jesus
appear ?”

Antony—" What ? How ?"

nApollonim—" It shall be He—and no otherl He
shall cagt off His crown, and we shall speak together
face to face!"

Damis, in a low tone—"Say what you wish for
most! Say what you wish for most!"

Antony, at the foot of the cross, murmurs prayers.
Damis continues to run around him with wheedling
gestures.

"See, worthy hermit, dear Saint Antony! pure
man, illustrious "nan! man who cannot be sufficiently
praised! Do not oe alarmed; this is an exaggerated
style of speaking, borrwed from the Orientals. It in
no way prevents—-"

olpolloniw—"Let him alone, Damisl He believes,
like a brute, in the redlity of things. The fear which
he has of the gods prevents him from comprehending
them; and he eats his own words, jug like a jealous
king! But you, my son, quit me not!"

He steps back to the verge of the diffs passes
over it and remains there, hanging in mid-air:

" Above al forms farther than the earth, beyond
the skies, dwells the World of ldeas entirdy filled
with the Word. With one bound we leap across
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Space, and you shall grasp in its infinity the Eternal,
the Absolute Being! Come! give me your hand. Le&
us go!"

The pair, sde by side, rise softly into the air.

Antony, embracing the cross, watches them as
cending.

They disappear.



CHAPTER V.

8 NTONY, walking slowly—"That

(@ was really Hel!

" Nebuchadnezzar did not dazzle
A me so much. The Queen of Sheba

did not bewitch me so thoroughly.
The way in which he spoke about
the gods filled me with a longing to know them.

"I recollect having seen hundreds of them at a
time, in the Idand of Elephantinum, in the reign of
Dioclesan. The Emperor had given up to the nomads
a large territory, on condition that they shjuld protect
the frontiers, and the treaty was concluded in the
name of the invisble Powers. Far the gods of every
people were ignorant about other people. The Bar-
barians had brought forward theirs. They occupied
the hillocks of sand which line the river. One could
see them holding ther idols between ther arms like
great paralytic children, or else, sailing amid cataracts
on trunks of palm-trees, they pointed out from a dis
tance the amulets on ther necks and the tattooings
on ther breasts, and that is not more criminal than
the reigion of the Greeks, the Adatics and the
Romans.

(99)
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"When | dwelt in the Temple of Heliopolis, 1
used often to contemplate dl the objects on the walls:
vultures carrying sceptres, crocodiles playing on lyres,
men's faces joined to serpents' bodies, women with
cows heads prostrated before the ithyphallic deities;
and their supernatural forms carried me away into
other worlds. | wished to know what those calm
eyes were gazing at. In order that matter should
have so much power, it should contain a spirit. The
souls of the gods are attached to their images.
Those who possess external beauty may fascinate us;
but the others, who are abject or terrible
how to believe in them ?

And he sees moving past, close to the ground,
leaves, stones, shells, branches of trees, vague repre-
sentations of animals, then a species of dropsical dwarfs.
These are gods. He bursts out laughing.

Behind him, he hears another outburst of laughter;
and Hilarion presents himsdf, dressed like a hermit,
much bigger than before — in fact, colossal.

Antony is not surprised at seeing him again.

"What a brute one must be to adore a thing like
that!"

Hilarion—"Oh! yes; very much of a brute!"

Then advance before them, one by one, idols of
dl nations and dl ages, in wood, in metal, in granite,
in feathers, and in skins sewn together. The oldest
of them, anterior to the Deluge, are lost to view be-
neath the seaweed which hangs from them like hair.
Some, too long for their lower portions, crack in their
joints and break their loins while walking. Others
alow sand to flow out through holes in their bellies.

Antony and Hilarion are prodigiousy amused.
They hold their sides from sheer laughter.
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After this, idols pass with faces like sheep. They
stagger on their bandy legs, open wide their eyelids,
and bleat out, like dumb animals. "Ba! ba!l ba!"

In proportion as they approach the human type,
they irritate Antony the more. He drikes them with
his figt, kicks them, rushes madly upon them. They
begin to present a horrible aspect, with high tufts,
eyes like bulls, arms terminated with claws, and the
jaws of a shark. And, before these gods, men ae
daughtered on dtars of gone, while others are
pounded in vats, crushed under chariot-whedls, or
nailed to trees. There is one of them, al in red-hot
iron, with the horns of a bull, who devours children.

Antony —'' Horror!"

Hilarion— " But the gods always demand suffer-
ings. Your own, even, has wished——"

Antony, weeping—"Say no more—hold your
tongue!°

The enclosure of rocks changes into a valley. A
herd of oxen pagtures there on the shorn grass. The
shepherd who has charge of them perceives a cloud,
and in a sharp voice pierces the air with words of
urgent entreaty.

Hilarion—"As he wants rain, he tries, by his
drains, to coerce the King of Heaven to open the
fruitful cloud.”

Antony, laughing—"This s too silly a form of pre-
sumption !"

Hilarion—"Why, then, do you perform exor-
cisms?"

The valley becomes a sea of milk, motionless and
illimitable.

In the midgt of it floats a long cradle, formed by
the coils of a serpent, all whose heads, bending for-
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ward at the same time, overshadow a god who lies
there adeep. He is young, beardless, more beautiful
than a girl, and covered with diaphanous veils. The
pearls of his tiara shine softly, like moons; a chaplet
of gars winds itsdf many times above his bread, and,
with one hand under his head and the other arm ex-
tended, he reposes with a dreamy and intoxicated air,
A woman squatted before his feet awaits his awaken-
ing.

Hilarion—"This is the primordial duality of the
Brahmans—the absolute not expressing itsdf by any
form."

Upon the navd of the god a galk of lotus has
grown; and in its calyx appears ancther god with
three faces.

Antony—"Hold! what an invention!"

Hilarion—"Father, Son and Holy Ghog, in the
same way make only one person |

The three heads are turned asde, and three im-
mense gods appear. The firs, who is of arosy hue,
bites the end of his toe. The second, who is blue,
tosses four arms about. The third, who is green,
weaves a necklace of human skulls. Immediatdy in
front of them rise three goddesses, one wrapped in a
net, another offering a cup, and the third brandishing
a bow.

And these gods, these goddesses multiply, be-
come tenfold. On ther shoulders rise arms, and at
the ends of ther arms are hands holding banners
axes, bucklers, swords, parasols and drums. Fountains
spring from their beads, grass hangs from ther nos
trils.

Riding on birds, cradled on palanquins, throned on
seats of gold, standing in niches of ivory, they dream,
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trave, command, drink wine and inhale flowers.
Dancing-girls whirl around; giants pursue monsters; at
the entrances to the grottoes, solitaries meditate.
Myriads of gars and clouds of streamers mingle in an
indigtinguishable throng. Peacocks drink from the
dreams of golden dust. The embroidery of the pa-
vilions blends with the spots of the leopards. Col-
oured rays cross one ancther in the blue air, amid
the flying of arrows and the swinging of censers.
And al this unfolds itsdf, like a lofty frieze, leaning
with its base on the rocks and mounting to the very
sky.

Antony, dazzled — "What a number of them there
are!  What do they wish?"

Hilarion—"The one who is scratching his abdo-
men with his éephant's trunk is the solar god, the
ingpirer of wisdom. That other, whose six heads
carry towers and fourteen handles of javelins, is the
prince of armies, the firedevourer. The od man
riding on a crocodile is going to bathe the souls of
the dead on the seashore. They will be tormented
by this black woman with rotten teeth, the govern-
ess of hel. The chariot drawn by red mares
which a legless coachman is driving, is carrying
about in broad daylight the mager of the sun. The
moon-god accompanies him in a litter drawn by
three gazelles. On her knees, on the back of a par-
rot, the goddess of beauty is presenting her round
breas to Love, her son. Hee she is farther on;
she leaps with joy in the praries Look| look!
With a radiant mitre on he head, she runs over the
cornfields, over the waves, mounts* into the ar, and
exhibits hersdf everywhere. Between these gods st
tiie genii of the winds, of the planets, of the months.
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of the days, and a hundred thousand othersl And
ther aspects are multiplied, their transformations
rapid. Here is one who from a fish has become a
tortoise, he assumes the head of a wild boar, the
dature of a dwarf!"

Antony—"For what purpose?"

Hilarion—"To egablish equilibrium, to combat
evil. Life Is exhaugted, its forms are used up; and
it is necessary to progress by metamorphoses of
them."

Suddenly a naked man appears seated in the
middle of the sand with his legs crossed. A large
circle vibrates, suspended behind him. The little
curls of his black hair, degpening into an azure tint,
twist symmetrically around a protuberance at the
top of his head. His arms of great length, fall
graight down his sides. His two hands, with open
palms, res evenly on his thighs. The lower portions
of his fet present the figures of two suns;, and he
remains completely motionless in front of Antony and
Hilarion, with al the gods around him placed at in-
tervals upon the rocks, as if on the seats of a circus.
His lips open, and in a deep voice he says:

"1 am the mager of the great charity, the hep
of creatures, and | expound the law to believers and
to the profane alike. To save the world | wished to
be born amongst men; the gods wept when | went
away. At firg, 1 sought a woman suitable for the
purpose—of warlike race, the spouse of a king, ex-
ceedingly virtuous and beautiful, with a deep nave, a
body firm as a diamond; and at the time of the full
moon, without the intervention of any male, | entered
her womb. | came out through her right side. Then
the gstars stopped in ther motions.”
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Hilarion murmurs between his teeth:

"'And when they saw the dars stop, they con-
celved a great joy!""

Antony looks more attentively at the Buddha, who
resumes:

"From the bottom of the Himalaya, a religious
centenarian set forth to see me”

Hilarion—"'A man called Smeon, who was not
to die before he had seen the Christ!""

The Buddha— " They brought me to the schools.
| knew more than the doctors."

Hilarion—" . . . 'In the midst of the doc-
tors, and al those who heard him were ravished by
his wisdom/"

Antony makes a sign to Hilarion to keep slent.

The Buddha—"1 went continually to meditate in
the gardens. The shadows of the trees used to
move; but the shadow of the one that sheltered me
did not move. No one could egual me in the knowl-
edge of the Sacred Writings, the enumeration of
atoms, the management of elephants, waxworks, as
tronomy, poetry, boxing, al exercises and dl arts
In compliance with custom, | took a wife; and |
passed the days in my royal palace, arrayed in pearls,
under a shower of perfumes fanned by the fly-flap-
pers of thirty-three thousand women, and gazing at
my people from the tops of my terraces adorned
with resounding bells. But the sight of the world's
miseries made me turn asde from pleasures. | fled.
| went a-begging on high-ways, covered with rags
collected in the sepulchres, and, as there was a very
learned hermit, | offered mysaf as his servant. |
guarded his door; | washed his feet. All sensation,
al joy, al languor, were annihilated. Then, con-
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centrating my thoughts on a larger fidd of meditation,
| came to know the essence of things, the illuson of
fooms. 1 gpeedily abandoned the science of the
Brakhmans. They are eaten up with lusts beneath
their augere exterior; they anocint themselves with
filth, and deep upon thorns, believing that they ar-
rive at happiness through the path of death!"

Hilarion—" Pharisees, hypocrites, whited sepul-
chres, race of vipers!"

The Buddha—'* I, too, have done astonishing things
—eating for a day only a single grain of rice—and
at that time grains of rice were not bigger than they
are now — my hair fdl off, my body became black;
my eyes, sunken in ther sockets, seemed like dars
seen at the bottom of a well. For six years | never
moved, remaining exposed to flies, to lions, and to
serpents, and | subjected mysdf to burning suns,
heavy showers, snow, lightning, hail, and tempedt,
without even shidding mysdf with my hand. The
travellers who passed, assuming that | was dead,
flung clods of earth at me from a distance.

"There only remained for me to be tempted by
the Devil.

"1 invoked him.

"His sons came — hideous, covered with scales,
nauseous as charcoal, howling, hissing, bellowing,
flinging at each other armour and dead men's bones.
Some of them spirted out flames through ther nogtrils;
others spread around darkness with ther wings;
others carried chaplets of fingers that had been cut
off; others drank the venom of serpents out of the
hollows of ther hands. They have the heads of
pigs, rhinoceroses, or toads—all kinds of figures cal-
culated to inspire respect or terror."
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Antony, asde—"l endured that mysdf in former
times"

The Buddha— "Then he sent me his daughters—
beautiful, wel-attired with golden girdles, testh white
as the jasmine, and limbs round as an dephant's trunk.
Some of them dreched up ther arms when they
yawned to digplay the dimples in their elbows, others
blinked their eyes, others began to laugh and others
unfastened one ancther's garments Amongs them were
blushing virgins, matrons full of pride, and queens with
great trains of baggage and attendants”

Antony, aside—" Ah! that also!"

The Buddha—"Having vanquished the demon. |
passed tweve years in nourishing mysdf exclusvey
on pefumes—and, as | had acquired the five virtues,
the five faculties, the ten forces, the eighteen substances
and penetrated into the four spheres of the invisble
world, the Intdligence was mine, and | became the
Buddha!"

All the gods bow down, those who have many
heads lower them all at the same time. Heraises his
hand on high in the air, and resumes:

"In view of the ddiverance of beings, i have
made hundreds of thousands of sacrifices; | hav3
given to the poor robes of silk, beds, chariots, houses,
heaps of gold and diamonds. | have given my hands
to the one-handed, my legs to the lame, my eyes to
the blind; 1 have cut off my head for the decapitated.
At the time when | was king, | digributed the prov-
inces; at the time when 1 was Brakhman, | despised
nobody. When | was a solitary | spoke words of
tenderness to the thief who tried to cut my throat.
When 1 was a tiger, 1 let mysdf die of hunger. And
in this final stage of existence, having preached the
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law, ! have nothing more to do. The great period is
accomplished. The men, the animals, the gods, the
bamboos, the oceans, the mountains, the grains of
sand of the Ganges, with the myriads of myriads of
gars, everything, mug perish; and, until the new
births, a flame will dance on the ruins of a world's
overthrow."

Then a vertigo seizes the gods. They stagger,
fall into convulsions, and vomit forth ther existences.
Their crowns bresk to pieces; their gdandards fly
away. They get rid of therr attributes and ther
sexes, fling over their shoulders the cups from which
they drink immortality, srangle themselves with ther
serpents, and vanish in smoke; and, when they have
al disappeared:

Hilarion, slowly—"You have jus seen the creed
of many hundreds of millions of men! "

Antony is on the earth, his face in his hands
Standing close to him, and turning his back to the
cross, Hilarion watches him.

A rathe lengthened period elapses.

Then a singular being appears, with the head of
a man and the body of a fish. He advances draight
through the air, tossng the sand with his tail;
and his patriarcha face and his little arms make
Antony laugh.

Oannes, in a plaintive voice — " Treat me with re-
spect 1 1 am the contemporary of the beginning of
things.

"1 have dwet in the shapeless world, where
dumbered hermaphrodite animals, under the weight
of an opaque atmosphere, in the depths of gloomy
waves— when the fingers, the fins, and the wings
were confounded, and eyes without heads floated like
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molluscs amongst human-faced bulls and dog-footed
serpents.

"Over the whole of those beings Omoroca, bent
like a hoop, stretched her woman's body. But Belus
cut her clean in two haves, made the earth with
one, and the heavens with another; and the two
worlds aike mutualy contemplate each other. |1, the
first consciousness of chaos, | have arisen from the
abyss to harden matter, to regulate forms; and | have
taught men fishing, the sowing of seed, the scripture,
and the history of the gods. Since then, I live in
the ponds that remained dfter the Deluge. But the
desert grows larger around them; the wind flings
sand into them; the sun consumes them; and | ex-
pire on my bed of lemon while gazing across the
water at the stars. Thither am | returning."

He makes a plunge and disappears in the Nile.

Hilarion— "This is an ancient god of the Chal-
deans! "

Antony, ironically—"Who, then, were the gods
of Babylon?"

Hilarion— "You can see them!"”

And they find themselves upon the platform of a
guadrangular tower rising above other towers, which,
growing narrower in proportion as they rise, form a
monstrous pyramid. You may distinguish below a
great, black mass—the city, without doubt—stretch-
ing along the plain. The air is cold; the sky is of a
sombre blue; the multitudinous stars palpitate.

In the middle of the platform stands a column of
white stone. Priests in linen rpbes pass and return
dl round, so as to describe in their evolutions a mov-
ing circle, and, with heads raised, they contemplate
the stars.
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Hilarion points out several of them to Saint
Antony:

"There are thirty chief priests. Fifteen gaze upon
the region above the earth, and fifteen on the region
below it. At regular intervals one of them rushes
from the upper regions to the lower, whilst another
abandons the lower to mount towards the empyrean.

"Of the seven planets, two are benevolent, two
malevolent, and three ambiguous,; everything in the
world depends on these eternad fires. According
to their position and their movements, one may draw
prognostications, and you are now treading on the
most sacred spot on earth. There Pythagoras and
Zoroaster may be met. Two thousand years have
these men been observing the sky, the better to com-
prehend the gods."

Antony—"The stars are not gods!™

Hilarion—"Yes! say they; for, while things are
continually passing around us, the sky, like eternity,
remains unchangeable!"

Antony — "Nevertheless, it has a master."

Hilarion, pointing at the column—"That is Belus,
the first ray, the sun, the malel—the other, which
is fruitful, is under him!"

Antony observes a garden lighted up with lamps.
He is in the midst of the crowd in an avenue of
cypress-trees. To right and left little paths lead
towards huts erected in a wood of pomegranate-trees,
which protect lattices of reeds. The men, for the
most part, have pointed caps with laced robes, like
the plumage of peacocks. There are people from the
North clad in bearskins, nomads in brown woollen
cloaks; pale Gangarides with long ear-rings; and the
classes, like the nationalities, appear to be confused,
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for sdilors and stone-cutters jostle against princes
wearing tiaras of carbuncles and carrying large walk-
ing-sticks with carved heads. All hurry forward with
dilated nostrils, filled with the same desire.

From time to time they got out of the way, in
order to dlow a long, covered chariot, drawn by
oxen, ~o pass, or perhaps it is an ass jolting on his
back a woman closely veiled, who aso disappears in
the direction of the huts.

Antony is frightened. He desires to turn back.
However, an inexpressible curiosity leads him on.

Beneath the cypress-trees women are squatted in
rows upon deerskins, each of them having for a dia-
dem a plait of cords. Some of them, magnificently
attired, address the passers-by in loud tones. The
more timid keep their features hidden between their
hands, whilst, from behind, a matron—no doubt,
their mother—encourages them. Others, with heads
enveloped in black shawls, and the rest of ther
bodies quite nude, seem, at a distance, like statues
of flesh. As soon as a man flings money on their
knees, they rise. And one can hear kisses amid the
foliage, and sometimes a great, bitter cry.

Hilarion—"Those are the virgins of Babylon who
prostitute themselves to the goddess.”

Antony—'* What goddess ?"

Hilarion—"There she is!"”

And he shows Antony, a the very end of the
avenue, on the threshold of an illuminated grotto, a
block cf stone representing a woman.

Antony— " Infamy!  What an abomination to give
a sex to God!™

Hilarion—"You conceive Him, surely, as a liv-
ing person!”
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Once more Antony finds himsdf in darkness

He perceives in the air a luminous circle placed on
horizontal wings. This species of ring surrounds,
like a girdle that is too loose, the figure of a small
man with a mitre on his heed and a crown in his
hand, the lower part of whose body is shut out from
view by the huge feathers exhibited in his Kilt.

This is Ormuz, the God of the Persans. He flut-
ters while he exclaims:

"1 am terrified! | catch a glimpse of his mouth.
| have vanquished thee, Ahrimanl But thou art be-
ginning again!

" At fird, revolting againg me, thou didst destroy
the ddest of creatures, Kaiomortz, the man-bull.
Then, thou didst seduce the first human pair, Mechia
and Mechiana, and didst fill their hearts with dark-
ness, and press forward thy battalions towar ds Heaven.

"I had my own, the inhabitants of the sars, and
1 gazed down from my throne on al the planets in
their different spheres.

"Mithra, my son, dwelt in an inaccessble spot.
There he received souls, and sent them forth, and,
each morning he arose to pour out his riches.

"The splendour of the firmament was reflected by
the earth. The fire shone on the mountains— image
of the other fire with which | have created al be-
ings. To secure it from defilement, they did not
bum the dead, who were transported to Heaven on
the beaks of birds.

"1 have regulated pasturages, labours, the wood
of sacrifice, the forms of cups, the words that must
be uttered in insomnia; and my priests prayed con-
tinually in order that their worship should correspond
to the eernity of God. They purified themselves
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with water; they offered up loaves on the altars;
they confessed their sins in loud tones.

"Homa gave himsdf to men to drink in order to
communicate his strength to them.

"While the genii of Heaven were fighting the
demons, the children of Iran chased the serpents.
The King, whom a countless train of courtiers served
on bended knees, was attired so as to resemble me
in person and wore my head-dress. His gardens
had the magnificence of a celestia earth; and his
tomb represented him dlaying a monster—emblem
of the good which exterminates evil. For, one day,
it came to pass—thanks to the endless course of
time—that | triumphed over Ahriman. But the in-
terval that separates us is disappearing; the night
is rising! Help, Amschaspands, Irzeds, Ferouers!
Come to my assistance, Mithral take thy sword!
Caosyac, who must come back to save the world,

defend me! How is this? . . . No onel
"Ahl' | am dying! Ahriman, thou art the
master!"

Hilarion, behind Antony, restrains an exclamation
of joy, and Ormuz plunges into the darkness.

Then appears the great Diana of Ephesus, black,
with enamelled eyes, elbows at her sides, forearms
turned out, and hands open.

Lions crouch upon her shoulders; fruits, flowers
and stars cross one another upon her chest; further
down three rows of breasts exhibit themselves, and
from the belly to the feet she is caught in a close
sheath, from which sprout forth, in the centre of her
body, bulls, stags, griffins and bees. She is seen in
the white gleaming caused by a disc of silver, round
as the full moon, placed behind her head.
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"Where is my temple? Where are my amazons?
How is it with me—me, the incorruptible — that |
find mysdlf so impotent ?"

He flowers wither; he fruits, over-ripe, hang
loose; the lions and the bulls bow down ther necks;
the stags, exhausted, begin to pant; the bees, with a
faint buzzing, fdl dying upon the ground. She
presses hea breasts one after the other. They are
empty 1 But, yielding to a desperate pressure, her
sheath burdgs open. She clutches the end of it, like
the skirt of a dress, flings into it her animals and her
flower-wreaths, then goes back into the darkness
and in the digance voices murmur, grumble, roar,
cry, or bellow. The dendty of the night is increased
by the winds. A warm shower begins to fal in
heavy drops.

Antony—"How pleasant is this odour of palm-
trees, this rusling of green leaves, this trangparency
of fountains! | would like to lie down flat upon the
ground, in orde to fed it close to my heart, and my
life would be renewed in eernal youth!"

He hears the sound of castanets and cymbals, and,
in the midst of a rugic crowd, men clad in white
tunics, with red bands lead out an ass richly
harnessed, his tail adorned with ribands and his hoofs
painted. A box, covered with a saddle-cloth of yel-
low linen, sways to and fro upon his back, between
two baskets, one of which receives the offerings de-
posited there—eggs, grapes, pears, cheeses, poultry,
and small coins—while the second is full of roses,
which the drivers of the ass scatter before him as
they move along. The latter wear pendants in their
ears, large cloaks, plaited tresses, and have ther
cheeks painted. Each of them has an olive crown
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fagened around his forehead by a figured medallion.
They carry daggers in ther girdles, and flourish
whips with ebony handles, each having three thongs
mounted with ossicles. The lag in the processon
fix in the ground erect, as a chanddier, a huge pine-
tree, whose summit is on fire, and the lowest branches
of which overshadow a little sheep.

The ass stops. The saddle-cloth is removed; and
underneath appears a second covering of black felt.
Then one of the men in a white tunic begins to
dance, while playing upon castanets, while ancther,
on his knees before the box, beats a tambourine; and
the oldest of the band commences:

*' Here is the Bona Deg, the divinity of the moun-
tains, the great mother of Syrial Draw hither, hon-
est people!  She procures joy, heals the sick, bestows
fortunes, and satisfies lovers. It is we who bring her
out to walk in the country in fine weather and bad
weather. We often deep in the open air, and we
have nol a well-served table every day. The thieves
dwell in the woods. The beasts rush forth from ther
dens. Slippery paths line the precipices. Look herel
look herel"

They raise the coverlet and disclose a box in-
crugted with little pebbles.

"Higher than the cedar-trees she hovers in the
blue ether. MOre circumambient than the winds, she
surrounds the world. He respiration is exhaled
through the nostrils of tigers, he voice growls be-
neath the volcanoes, he anger is the storm; and the
pallor of her face has made the moon white. She
ripens the harvests, she swells out the rinds, she
makes the beard grow. Give her something, for
she hates the avaricious!"
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The box flies open; and beneath an awning of
blue dlk is seen a little image of Cybele, glittering
with spangles, crowned with towers, and seated on
a chariot of red stone, drawn by two lions with
raised paws.

The crowd presses forward to see.

The archi-gallus continues:

"She loves the sounds of dulcimers, the stamping
of feet, the howling of wolves, the echoing moun-
tains and the deep gorges, the flower of the almond-
tree, the pomegranate and the green figs, the whirling
dance, the high-sounding flute, the sweet sap, the salt
tear,—blood! Help! help! Mother of mountains!"

They flagdlate themselves with their whips, and
the strokes resound on their breasts. The skins of
the tambourines vibrate till they almost burst. They
seize their knives and inflict gashes on their arms:

"She is sad: let us be sad! He who is doomed
to suffer must weep! In that way your sins will be
remitted. Blood washes out everything: shed drops
of it around, then, like flowers. She demands that
of another— of one who is pure!"

The archi-gallus raises his knife above the sheep,

Antony, seized with horror—"Don't slaughter the
lamb!™

A purple flood gushes forth. The priests sprinkle
the crowd with it; and dl —including Antony and
Hilarion—ranged around the burning tree, silently
watch the last palpitations of the victim. From the
midst of the priests comes a woman, exactly like the
Image enclosed in the little box. She stops on see*
ing a young man in a Phrygian cap.

His thighs are covered with tight-fitting breeches
opened here and there by lozenges which are fas
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tened with coloured bows. He rests his elbows
againg one of the branches of the tree, holding a
flute in his hand, in a languishing attitude.

Cybele, encircling his figure with her arms —

"To rgoin thee | have traveled through every re-
gion—and famine ravaged the fidds. Thou hast de-
ceived me! No matter,—I love theel Warm my
body! L& us unite!"

Atys—"The spring-time will regurn no more, O
eternal Mother! Despite my love, it is not possble
to penetrate thy essence. | should like to cover my-
slf with a coloured robe like thine. | envy thy
breags, swollen with milk, the length of thy tresses,
thy mighty sdes from which spring living creatures.
Would that | were like thee! Would that | were
woman! But no! that can never be! My virility fills
me with horror!"

With a sharp stone he mutilates himsdf; then he
begins to run madly around.

The priests imitate the god; the faithful, the priests.
Men and women exchange their garments and em-
brace one another; and this whirlwind of blood-stained
flesh hurries away, whilst the voices, ever continu-
ing, become more clamorous and rill, like those
one hears at funerals

A great catafalque hung with purple carries on its
summit a bed of ebony, surrounded by torches and
baskets of dlver filigree, in which are contained green
lettuces, mallows, and fennd. Upon the seats, above
and below, are seated women, al attired in black,
with girdles undone and naked feet, and holding
with a meancholy air huge bouquets of flowers.

On the ground, at the corners of the platform,
alabagter urns filled with myrrh are sending up light
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wreaths of smoke. On the bed may be seen the
corpse of a man. Blood trickles from his thigh. His
am is hanging down, and a dog, who is howling,
licks his nails The line of torches placed too close
to one another prevents his figure from being com-
pletely visble. Antony is seized with anguish. He
is afraid of seeing the face of some one he knew.

The women cease ther sobbing; and, after an
interval of silence, all, at the same time, burg into a
psalm:

"Beautiful! beautiful! he is beautiful! Enough of
deep—raise his head! Up! Inhale our bouquets!
These are narciss and anemones gathered in thy
gardens to please thee. Reurn to life! thou filles us
with fear |

" Speak! What dogt thou require? Dogt thou wish
to drink wine? Dog thou wish to deep in our beds?
Dost thou wish to eat the honey-cakes which have
the form of little birds ?

"Let us press close to his hipg let us kiss his
breag! Hold! hold! fed thou our fingers covered
with rings which are stealing over thy body, and our
lips which are seeking thy mouth, and our hair which
Is sweeping thy legs, insensble god, deaf to our
prayers!"

They burg into shrieks, tearing ther faces with
ther nails, then become silent; and only the howling
of the dog is heard.

"Alas! alasl The dark blood rushes over his snowy
flesh. See how his knees writhe, how his sides give
way! The flowers upon his face have soaked the
gore. Heis dead! L& us weep! let us lamentl"

They come dl in a row to fling down between
the torches their flowing locks, resembling at a dis
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tance black or yellow serpents; and the catafdque is
softly lowered to the level of a cave—a gloomy
sepulchre, which is yawning in the background.

Then a woman bends over the corpse. Her hair,
which never has been cut, covers her from head to
foot. She sheds so many tears that her grief does
not seem to be like that of others, but superhuman,
infinite.

Antony thinks of the mother of Jesus.

She says:

"Thou didst escape from the Eadt, and thou didst
press me in thy arms dl quivering with dew, O sun!
Doves fluttered above the azure of thy mantle, our
kisses caused breezes amid the foliage, and | aban-
doned mysdf to thy love, delighting in the exquisite
sensation of my own weakness.

' 'Alas! alasl Why art thou about to rush away
over the mountains? At the autumnal egquinox a wild
boar wounded thee! Thou art dead, and the foun-
tains weep and the trees droop, and the winter wind
is whistling through the leafless branches.

" My eyes are about to close, seeing that darkness is
covering thee. By this time thou art dwelling on the
other side of the world, near my more powerful rival.

"O Persephone, dl that is beautiful goes down to
thee and returns no more!"

While she has been speaking, her companions
have taken the dead body to lower it into the sgpuW
chre. It remains in their hands. It was only a corpse
of wax!

Antony experiences a kind of reief. The whole
scene vanishes, and the cdl, the rocks, and the cross
reappear! And now he distinguishes on the other
side of the Nile a woman standing in the middle of
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the desert. She holds with her hand the end of a
long black veil, which conceas her figure; while she
caries on her let am a little child, which she is
suckling. At her side a huge ape is squatted on the
sand. She lifts her head towards the sky, and, in
spite of the distance, her voice can be heard.

Iss—"O Neth, beginning of things! Ammon,
lord of eternity! Ptha, demiurgus! Thoth, his intel-
ligencel Gods of Amenthi! Specid Triads of the
Nomes! Sparrow-hawks in the azure! Sphinxes on
the outsides of temples! Ibises standing between the
horns of oxen! Planets! Constellations! River-banks!
Murmurs of wind! Reflections of light! Tedl me
where to find Osiris!

"1 have sought for him through al the water-courses
and dl the lakes, and, farther ill, in the Phoenician
Byblos. Anubis, with ears erect, jumped round me,
barking, and with his nose scenting out the clumps
of tamarind. Thanks, good Cynocephalus, thanks!"

She gives the ape two or three friendly little daps
on the head.

"The hideous red-haired Typhon killed him and
tore him to pieces. We have found dl his members.
But | have not got that which made me fruitful!"

She utters bitter lamentations.

Antony is seized with rage. He casts pebbles at
her insultingly:

"Impure one! begone, begone!"

Hilarion — "Respect her! This is the religion of
your ancestors! You have worn her amulets in your
cradle!"

Isis—"In former times, when the summer re
turned, the inundation drove to the desert the impure
beasts. The dykes flew open; the boats dashed
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againg one another; the panting earth drank the stream
till it was glutted. O god! with horns of bull, thou
didst gretch thysaf upon my breast, and the lowing
of the eternal cow was heard!

"The new-sown crops, the harvests, the thrashing
of corn, and the vintages succeeded each other regu-
larly in unison with the changes of the seasons. In
the nights, ever dear, the great dars shed forth ther
beams. The days were segped in an unchanging
splendour. The sun and the mocn were seen like
a royal pair on either sde of the horizon.

"We were enthroned in a world more sublime —
twin monarchs, spouses from the bosom of eternity;
he holding a sceptre with the head of a conchoupha,
and 1 a sceptre with a lotusflower, we stood with
hands joined;—and the crash of empires did not
change our attitude.

"Egypt lay dretched beneath us, monumental and
solemn, long, like the corridor of a temple, with obe-
lisks at the right, pyramids at the left, its labyrinth
in the middle; and everywhere avenues of mongers,
forests of columns, massve archways flanking gates
which have for ther summit the earth's sphere be-
tween two wings.

"The animals of her zodiac found their counter-
parts in he plains and with ther forms and col-
ours filled her mysterious writings. Divided into
twelve regions, as the year is into twelve months—
each month, each day, having its god—she repro-
duced the immutable order of the heavens, and man,
though he died, did not lose his lineaments, but,
saturated with perfumes and becoming imperishable,
he went to deep for three thousand years in a slent

Egypt.
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"The latter, greater than the other, soread out be-
neath the earth. Thither one descended by means of
daircases leading to halls where were reproduced the
joys of the good, the tortures of the wicked, every-
thing that takes place in the third invisble world.
Ranged along the walls, the dead, in painted coffins
awaited each ther turn; and the soul, free from mi-
grations, continued its deep till it awakened in an-
other life

"Meanwhile, Odris sometimes came back to see
me. His shade made me the mother of Harpocrates”

She gazes on the child:

"It is hel Those ae his eyes, those are his
tresses, curling like a ram's horns. Thou shalt begin
his works over again. We shall bloom afresh, like
thelotus. | am always the great I1sd Nobody has
ever yet lifted my vell! My offgring is the sun!

"Sun of spring, let the clouds obscure thy facel
The breath of Typhon devours the pyramids. Jug
now | have seen the Sphinx fly away. He galloped
off like a jackal.

"1 am seeking for my priets—my priess in their
linen robes, with great harps carrying along a mystic
siff ornamented with pateaae of slver. No more
feats on the lakes! no more illuminations in my
Ddtal no more cups of milk at Philagd For a long
time Apis has not reappeared.

"Egypt! Egypt! Thy great immovable gods have
ther shoulders whitened by the dung of birds,
and the wind, as it passes along the desert, carries
with it the ashes of the dead! — Anubis, protector of
shadows, do not leave me!"

The Cynocephalus vanishes.

She gives he child a shaking.



TEMPTATION OF ST. ANTONY 123

"But what aileh thee? . . . thy hands are
cold, thy head falen back!"

Harpocrates has just died. Then she utters a ay
0 bitter, mournful, and heartrending, that Antony
replies to it by another cry, while he opens his arms
to support her.

She is no longer there. He hangs his head, over-
whelmed with shame.

All that he has just seen becomes confused in his
mind. It is like the stunning effect of a voyage, the
uncomfortable sensation of drunkenness. Fain would
he hate; and yet a vagje pity softens his heart. He
begins to weep abundantly.

Hilarion—" What is it now that makes you sad?"

Antony, after questioning himsdf far a long time
—"1 am thinking of all the souls lost through these
false gods 1"

Hilarion— " Do you not find that they have — in
some respects—r esemblances to the true?”

Antony—" This is a trick of the Devil the better
to seduce the faithful. He attacks the strong through
the spirit, and the others through the flesh."

Hilarion—"But lug, in its furies possesses the
disinterestedness of penitence. The frantic love of the
body acceerates its destruction—and by its weakness
proclaims the extent of the impossible.”

Antony—"How is it that this affects me? My
heart revolts with disgust againgt those brutish gods,
always occupied with carnage and incest."

Hilarion — " Recall to yoursdlf in the Scriptures all
the things that scandalise you because you cannot un-
dergand them. In the same way, these gods, under
the outward form or criminals, may contain the truth.
There7 gre some of them left to see. Turn aside!”
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Antony—"No! no! it is a peril!"

Hilarion—"A moment ago you wished to make
ther acquaintance. Do falsshoods make your faith
totter? What do you fear?"

The rocks in front of Antony have become a moun-
tain.

A range of clouds intersects it half-way from the
top; and overhead appears another mountain, enor-
mous, quite green, which hollows out the valley un-
evenly, having on its summit, in a wood of laurels,
a palace of bronze, with tiles of gold and ivory capitals.

In the midgt of the peristyle, upon a throne, Jupi-
ter, colossal, and with a naked torso, holds victory in
one hand, and the thunderbolt in the other; and his
eagle, between his legs, erects its head.

Juno, close to him, ralls her great eyes, surmounted
by a diadem, fron which escapes, like a vapour, a
vell floating in the wind.

Behind, Minerva, standing on a pededstal, leans
upon he spear. The Gorgon's K< covers her
breadt, and a linen peplum descends in regular folds
even to her toenails. He grey eyes, which shine
beneath her vizor, gaze intently into the distance.

At the right of the palace the aged Neptune is
riding on a dolphin beating with its fins a vast ex-
panse of azure, which is the sky or the sea, for the
perspective of the ocean prolongs the blue ether; the
two eements become mingled in one.

On the other side, Pluto, fierce, in a mantle black
as night, with a tiara of diamonds and a sceptre of
ebony, is in the mids¢ of an ide enclosed by the
windings of the Styx;—and this ghostly dream
rushes into the darkness, which forms under the diff
a great black gap, a shapeless abyss.
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Mars dad in bronze brandishes, with an ar of
fury, his huge sword and shield.

Hercules, standing lower, gazes up at him, leaning
on his club.

Apollo, with radiant face, is driving, with his right
am extended, four white horses at a gallop; and
Ceaes, in a chariot drawn by oxen, is advancing
towards him with a sckle in her hand.

Bacchus goes before her on 1 very low car dowly
drawn along by lynxes. Erect, beardless, with vine-
branches over his forehead, he passes, holding a
goblet from which wine is flowing. Silenus, at his
dde, is dangling upon an ass. Pan, with pointed
ears, is blowing his pipe; the Mimallones beat drums;
Maenads scatter flowers, the Bacchantes throw back
their heads with hair dishevelled.

Diana, with he tunic tucked up, sets out from the
wood with her nymphs.

At the bottom of a cavern, Vulcan is hammering
the iron between the Cabiri; here and there, the old
river-gods, resting upon green stones, water ther urns,
and the Muses, standing up, are singing in the dales.

The Hours of egual height, hold each other by
the hand; and Meraury is placed in a danting pos
ture, upon a rainbow, with his magic wand, his
winged sandals and his broad-brimmed hat.

But at the top of the saircase of the gods, amid
clouds soft as feathers, whose folds as they wind
around let fall roses, Venus Anadyomene is gazing at
her image in a mirror; her pupiis cagt languishing
glances underneath her rather heavy eyelashes. She
has long, fair tresses, which soread out over he
shoulders, her dainty breasts, he dender figure, her
hips widening like the curves of a lyre, he two
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rounded thighs, the dimples around her knees, and
her ddicate feet. Not far from he mouth a butterfly
is fluttering. The splendour of her body sheds around
her a halo of brilliant mother-of-pearl; and ail the
res of Olympus is bathed in a rosy dawn, which, by
insensible degrees, reaches the heights of the azure
sKky.

Antony—"Ah! my bosom dilates. A joy, which
| cannot analyse, descends into the depths of my
soul. How beautiful it is! how beautiful it is!"”

Hilarion — " They stooped down from the height
of the clouds to direct the swords. You might meet
them on the roadsdes. You kept them in your
home; and this familiarity made life divine.

"Her only aim was to be free and beautiful. Her
ample robes rendered hea movements more graceful.
The orator's voice, exercised besde the sea, sruck
the marble porticoes in unison with the sonorous
waves. The dgripling, rubbed with oil, wrestled,
quite naked, in the full light of day. The mogt
religious action was to expose pure forms.

"Those men, too, respected spouses, the aged
and suppliants. Behind the Temple of Hercules, an
dtar was raised to Pity.

"They used to immolate victims with flowers
around therr fingers. Memory was not even troubled
by the decay of the dead, for there remained of them
only a handful of ashes. The soul, mingled with the
boundless ether, ascended to the gods!"

Bending towards Antony's ear:

"And they live for everl The Emperor Constan-
tine adores Apollo. You will find the Trinity in the
mysteries of Samothrace, baptism in the case of Ids
the redemption in that of Mithra, the martyrdom of
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a god in the feasts of Bacchus. Proserpine is the
Virgin; Aristaeus, Jesus!"

Antony keeps his eyes cast down; then dl at once
he repeats the creed of Jerusdlem—as he recollects it
— emitting, after each phrase, a long sigh:

" 1 believe in one only God, the Father; —and in
one only Lord, Jesus Chrigt, first-born son of God,
who became incarnate and was made man; who was
crucified and buried; who ascended into Heaven;
who will come to judge the living and the dead;
whose kingdom will have no end; —and in one only
Holy Ghost; — and in one only baptism of repentance;
—and in one holy Catholic Church; —and in the res-
urrection of the flesh; —and in the life everlasting!™

Immediately the cross becomes larger, and, pier-
cing the clouds, it casts a shadow over the heaven of
the gods.

They dl grow dim. Olympus vanishes.

Antony distinguishes near its base, hdf lost in the
caverns, or supporting the stones on their shoulders,
huge bodies chained. These are the Titans, the
Giants, the Hecatonchires, and the Cyclops.

A voice rises, indistinct and formidable—like the
murmur of the waves, like the sound heard in woods
during a storm, like the roaring of the wind down a
precipice:

"We knew it, we of dl others! The gods were
doomed to die. Uranus was mutilated by Saturn, and
Saturn by Jupiter. He will be himsef annihilated.
Each in its turn. It is destiny!"

And, by degrees, they plunge into the mountain,
and disappear.

Meanwlrle, the roof of the paace of gold flies
away.
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Jupiter descends from his throne. The thunder at
his feet smokes like a brand that is almost extin-
guished; and the eagle, sretching its neck, gathers
with its beak its falling plumes.

" So, then, 1 am no longer the mager of things,
ail-good, all-powerful, god of the phratrize and of the
Gresk peoples, ancestor of dl the kings, the Aga-
memnon of Heaven!

"Eagle of the apotheoses, what bresth of Erebus
has driven thee to me? or, flying from the Campus
Martius, dost thou bring to me the soul of the lagt of
the Emperors?

"1 no longer desre those of men! Le the earth
guard them, and let them be moved on a level with
its baseness. They now have hearts of daves; they
forget injuries, ancestors, oaths, and everywhere the
folly of mobs, the mediocrity of the individual, and
the hideousness of races reign supreme!”

His respiration makes his sides swell even to
burging, and he writhes with his hands. Hebe in
tears presents a cup to him. He seizes it:

"No! no! As long as there will be no matter
where, a head enclosing thought which hates dis
oder and realises the idea of Law, the spirit of
Jupiter will live!”

But the cup is empty. He turns it around slowly
on his finger-nail.

"Not a drop! When ambroda fails, there is an
end of the Immortals”

It dips out of his hand, and he leans againg a
pillar, feding that he is dying.

Juno—"There was no need of so many loves!
Eagle, bull, swan, golden shower, cloud and flame,
thou hast assumed every form, scattered thy light in
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every eement, hidden thy head on every couch!
This time the divorce is irrevocable—and our sway,
our very existence, is dissolved!"

She rushes away into the airl

Minerva no longer has he spear; and the ravens,
which nestled in the sculptures of the frieze, whirl
round her, and bite at her helmet.

"Let me see whether my vessels, cleaving the
shining sea, have returned into my three ports, where-
fore the fidds are deserted, and what the daughters
of Athens are now doing.

"In the month of Hecatombaeon, al my people
came to me led by ther magistrates and priests.
Then, in white robes, with chitons of gold, the long
files of virgins advanced, holding cups, baskets, and
parasols; then, the three hundred oxen for the sacri-
fice, old men shaking green boughs, soldiers clashing
their armour against each other, youths singing hymns,
players on the flute and on the lyre, rhapsodists and
dancing-girls — and finally, on the mast of a trireme,
supported by coils of rope, my great veil embroidered
by virgins, who, for the space of a year, had been
nourished in a particular fashion; and, when it had
been shown in every dreet, in every square, and be-
fore every temple, in the midst of a procession contin-
ually chanting, it ascended to the Acropalis, brushed
passed the Propylaeum, and entered the Parthenon.

"But a difficulty faces me— me, the ingenious
one! What! what! not a single ideal! Hee am 1
more terrified than a woman."

She perceives behind her a ruin; utters a cry, and,
gsruck on the forehead, falls backward to the ground.

Hercules has cast off his lion's skin, and, resting
on his fet, bending his back, and biting his lips, he
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makes desperate efforts to sustain Olympus, which
is toppling down.

"1 have vanquished the Cercopes, the Amazons,
and the Centaurs. | have dain many kings, |1 have
broken the horn of Achelous, a great river. | have
cut through mountains, | have brought oceans to-
gether. 1 have liberated endaved nations, | have
peopled uninhabited countries. | have travdled over
Gaul. | have traversed the desart where one feds
thirg. | have defended the gods, and | have fresd
mysdf from Omphale. But Olympus is too heavy.
My arms are growing feeble. | am dying!"

He is crushed beneath the ruins.

Pluto—"It is thine own fault, Amphitrionades!
Why didst thou descend into my realms? The vulture
who devours the entrails of Tityus has raised its head;
Tantalus has had his lios moistened; and Ixion*s
wheedl is stopped.

"Meanwhile, the Keres sretch forth ther nails to
detain the souls, the Furies in despair twist the ser-
pents in their locks; and Cerberus fagened by thee
with a chain, has a rattling in the throat, while he
davers from his three mouths.

“Thou didst leave the gate gar. Others have
come. The light of human day has penetrated Tar-
tarug!"

He sinks into the darkness.

Neptune—"My trident no longer raises tempests.
The monsters who caused terror have totted at the
bottom of the sea.

"Amphitri'e, whose white feet rushed over the
foam; the green nereids, who could be seen on the
horizon; the scaly srens, who used to stop the ships
to tel stories; and the old tritons, who used to blow
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into shells, al are dead! The gaiety of the sea has
vanished!

"I will not survive it! Le the vast ocean cover
me.

He disappears into the azure.

Diana, attired in black, among her dogs, who
have become wolves —

"The freedom of great woods intoxicated me with
its odour of deer and exhalations of swamps. The
women, over whose pregnancy 1 watched, bring
dead children into the world. The moon trembles
under the incantations of sorcerers. | am filled with
violent and boundless desires. 1 long to drink poisons,
to lose mysdf in vapours or in dreemsl .. ."

And a passing cloud bears he away.

Mars, bare-headed and blood-stained —

"At firgt, | fought single-handed, provoking by
insults an entire army, indifferent to countries, and
for the pleasure of carnage. Then, 1 had companions.
They marched to the sound of flutes, in good order,
with even step, breathing upon ther bucklers, with
lofty plume and danting spear. We flung ourselves
into the battle with loud cries like those of eagles.
War was as joyous as a fead. Three hundred men
withstood all Asa

"But they returned, those barbariand and in tens
of thousands, nay, in millions Since numbers, war-
engines, and strategy are more powerful, it is better
to make an end of it, like a brave man!"

He kills himsdf.

Vulcan, wiping the sweat from his limbs with a
sponge—

"The world is getting cold. It is necessary to
heat the springs, the volcanoes, and the rivers, which



GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

run from metals under the earth!—Strike harder!
with vigorous arm | with all your strength!"

The Cabiri hurt themselves with ther hammers
blind themselves with the sparks, and, groping their
way along, are lost in the shadow.

Ceres, standing in he chariot which is drawn by
wheels having wings in their naves—" Stop! Stop!

"They had good reason to exclude the strangers,
the atheigts, the epicureans, and the Chrigians The
mystery of the basket is unveiled, the sanctuary pro-
faned—all is lost!"

She descends with a rapid fall—bursting into
exclamation of despair, and dragging back the horses.

"Ah! falsehood! Daira is not given up to me
The brazen bel calls me to the dead. It is another
kind of Tartarus There is no returning from it.
Horror!"

The abyss swallows he up.

Bacchus, laughing frantically:

"What does it matter! The wife of Archontes is
my spouse! Even the law goes down before drunk-
enness. For me the new song and the multiplied
formg!

"The fire which consumed my mother runs in my
veins. Let it burn the stronger, even though | perish!

"Male and female, good for both, | ddiver mysdf
to ye, Bacchantes | ddiver mysdf to ye, Bacchan-
tes! and the vine will twist around the trunks of
treesl Howl! dance! writhe! Unbind the tiger and
the davel bite the flesh with ferocious teeth!"

And Pan, Slenus, the Satyrs the Bacchantes, the
Mimallones, and the Maenades with ther serpents,
their torches, and ther black masks, scatter flowers,
then shake their dulcimers, drike their thyrd, pdt
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each other with shells, cruncn grapes, drangle a he-
goat, and rend Bacchus.

Apollo, lashing his coursers, whose glistening
hairs fly off —

"I have left behind me Deos the stony, so empty
that everything there now seems dead; and | am
griving to reach the Dephian oracle before its inspir-
ing vapour should be completely lost. The mules
browse on its laurd. The pyihoness, gone adray, is
found there no longer.

" By a dronger concentration, I will have sublime
poems, daernal monuments, and al matter will be
penetrated with the vibrations of my cithara."

He fingers its chords. They bresk and snap
againg his face. He flings down the ingrument, and
driving his four-horse chariot furioudy:

"No! enough of formdg Farther «ill — to the very
summit —to the world of pure thought!"

But the horses, falling back, begin to prance so
that the chariot is smashed; and, entangled in the
fragments of the pole and the knottings of the
horses, he falls head-foremogt into the abyss.

The sky is darkened. Venus, blue as a violet
from the cold, shivers.

"I covered with my girdle the entire horizon of
Helas. Its fidds shone with the roses of my cheeks,
its shores were cut according to the form of my lips;
and its mountains, whiter than my doves, palpitated
under the hands of the sculptors. My spirit showed
itsdlf in the order of fegtivities, the arrangements of
head-dresses, the dialogues of philosophers, and the
congtitution of republics. But 1 have loved men too
much. It is Love that has dishonoured me!"

She falls back in tears.
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"The world is abominable. My bosom feds the
lack of air.

"0 Meraury, inventor of the lyre, and conductor
of souls, bear me away!"

She places a finger upon her mouth, and, de-
scribing an immense parabola, topples over into the
abyss.

And now nothing can be seen. The darkness is
complete.

In the meantime two red arrows seem to escape
from the pupils of Hilarion.

Antony at length notices his high dature:

"Many times aready, while you were speaking,
you appeared to me to be growing tall; and it was
not an illuson. How is this? Explain it to me
Your appearance appals me!"

Steps draw nigh.

"What is this now?"

Hilarion stretches forth his arms:

" Look!"

Then, under a pale ray of the moon, Antony dis-
tinguishes an interminable caravan which defiles over
the crex of the rocks, and each passenger, one after
another, falls from the diff into the gulf.

Fire, there are the three great gods of Samothrace
— Axieros, Axiokeros, and Axiokersa—joined in a
cluger, with purple masks, and their hands raised.

FAEsculapiusadvanceswith amelancholy air, withouteven seeing Se
him with anguish. Sosipolis, the Elean, with the
foom of a python, rolls out his rings towards the
abyss. Doespoena, through vertigo, flings hersdf in
there of her own accord. Britomartis, shrieking with
fear, clasps the folds of her fillete. The Centaurs
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arrive with a great galloping, and dash, pel-mel,
into the black hole.

Limping behind them come the sad group of
nymphs. Those of the meadows are covered with
dust; those of the woods groan and bleed, wounded
by the woodcutters' axes.

The Gdludae, the Stryges, the Empusee, dl the
infernal goddesses intermingling their hooks, their
torches, and their snakes, form a pyramid; and at the
summit, upon a vulture's skin, Eurynomus, bluish
like flesh-flies, devours his own arms.

Then in a whirlwind disappears at the same time,
Orthia the sanguinary, Hymnia of Orchomena, the
Saphria of the Patraeans, Aphia of Agina, Bendis of
Thrace, and Stymphaia with the leg of a bird.
Tnopas, in place of three eyeballs, has nothing more
than three orbits. Erichthonius, with spindle-shanks,
crawls like a cripple on his wrists.

Hilarion— "What happiness, is it not, to see dl
of them in a state of abjectness and agony ? Mount
with me on this stone, and you will be like Xerxes
reviewing his army.

"Yonder, at a great distance, in the midst of fogs,
do you perceive that giant with yellow beard who
lets fdl a sword red with blood ? He is the Scythian
Zamoxis between two planets—Artimpasa, Venus;
and Orsiloche, the Moon.

"Farther of, emerging out of the pae clouds, are
the gods who are adored by the Cimmerians, beyond
even Thule!

"Their great hals were warm, and by the light
of the naked swords that covered the vault they
drank hydromel in horns of ivory. They ate the liver
of the whale in copper plates forged by the demons,
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or ese they lisgened to the captive sorcerers sweep-
ing their hands across the harps of stone. They are
weary! they are cold! The snow wears down ther
bearkins and their feet are exposed through the
rents in their sandals.

"They mourn for the meadows where, upon hill-
ocks of grass, they used to recover breath in the
battle, the long ships whose prows cut through the
mountains of ice, and the skates they used in order
to follow the orbit of the poles while carrying on
the extremities of theér arms the firmament, which
turned around with them."

A shower of hoar-fros pours down upon them.
Antony lowers his glance to the opposite side, and
he perceves — outlining themsalves in black upon a
red background — strange personages with chin-pieces
and gauntlets, who throw balls at one another, leap
one on top of the other, make grimaces, and dance
frantically.

Hilarion—"These are the gods of Etruria, the
innumerable Asars. Here is Tages, the inventor of
auguries. He attempts with one hand to increase the
divisons of the heavens, while with the other he leans
uyon the earth. Le& him come back to it!

"Nortia is contemplating the wall into which she
drove nails to mark the number of the years. Its sur-
face is covered and its lagt period accomplished. Like
two travelers driven about by a tempest, Kadur and
Polutuk take shelter under the same mantle

Antony, closes his eyes— " Enough! Enough!"

But now through the ar with a great noise of
wings pass al the Victories of the Capitol, hiding
their foreheads in their hands, and losing the trophies
suspended from their arms.
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Janus mager of the twilight, flies away upon a
black ram, and of his two faces one is already putre-
fied, while the other is benumbed with fatigue.

Summanus—god of the gloomy sky, who no longer
has a head — presses againg his heart an old cake in
the form of a whedl.

Vesta, under a ruined cupola, tries to rekindle her
extinguished lamp.

Bdlona gashes her cheeks without causing the
blood, which used to purify her devotees, to flow out.

Antony— "Pardon! They weary mel"

Hilarion — "Formerly they used to be entertain-
ing!"

And he points out to Antony, in a grove of beech-
trees a woman perfectly naked — with four paws like
a beast — bedtridden by a black man holding in each
hand a torch.

"This is the goddess Ancia with the demon Vir-
bius. He priet, the monarch of the woods, hap-
pened to be sn assassin; and the fugitive daves, the
despoilers of corpses, the brigands of the Sdarian
road, the cripples of the Subhcian bridge, all the ver-
min of the garrets of the SQuburra, had not dearer de-
votioni

"Th patrican ladies of Mark Antony's time pre-
ferred Libitina"

And he shows him under the cypresses and rose-
trees another woman clothed in gauze. She smiles,
though she is surrounded by pickaxes, litters, black
hangings, and al the utensls of funerals He dia-
monds glitter from afar among cobwebs. The Larvag
like skeletons, display their bones amid the branches,
and the Lemures, who are phantoms, sporead out ther
bats wings.
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On the dsde of a fidd the god Terma is bent
down, torn asunder, and covered with filth,

In the midg of a ridge the huge corpse of Ver-
tumnus is being devoured by red dogs. The rugic
gods depart weeping, Sartor, Sarrator, Vervactor,
Edlina, Vallona, and Hosilenus — dl covered with
little hooded cloaks, and each bearing a mattock, a
fork, a hurdle, and a boar-spear.

Hilarion—"It was ther gpirits that made the
villa prosper with its dove-cotes, its park for dor-
mice, its poultry-yards protected by snares, and its
hot stables embalmed with cedar.

"They protected al the wretched people who
dragged the fetters with their legs over the pebbles of
the Sabina, those who called the hogs with the sound
of the trumpet, those who gathered the grapes on the
tops of the em-trees, those who drove through the by-
roads the asses laden with dung. The husbandman,
while he panted over the handle of his plough, prayed
to them to strengthen his arms, and the cow-herds, in
the shadow of the limetrees, besde gourds of milk,
chanted their eulogies by turns upon flutes of reeds”

Antony sighs.

And in the middle of a chamber, upon a platform,
a bed of ivory is revealed, surrounded by persons
lifting up pine-torches.

"Those are the gods of marriage. They are await-
ing the bride.

"Domiduca has to lead her in, Virgo to undo her
girdle, Subigo to stretch her upon the bed, and Praama
to keep back her arms, whispering sweet words in
her ear.

"But she will not comel and they dismiss the
others — Nona and Decima, the nurses, the three
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Nixii, who are to deliver her; the two wet-nurses,
Educa and Potina; and Carna, the cradle-rocker,
whose bunch of hawthorns drives away bad dreams
from the infant  Later, Ossipago will have strength-
ened its knees, Barbatus will have given the beard,
Stimula the first desires, and Volupia the first enjoy-
ment; Fabulinus will have taught it how to speak,
Numera how to count, Camcena how to sing, and
Consus how to think'

The chamber is empty, and there remains no
longer at the side of the bed anyone but Naenia—a
hundred years old— muttering to herself the lament
which she poured forth on the death of old men.

But soon her voice is lost amid bitter cries, which
come from the domestic lares, squatted at the end of
the atriui 1, clad in dogs d ins, with flowers around
their bodies, holding their closed hands up to their
cheeks, and weeping as much as they can.

"Where is the portion of food which is given to
us at each meal, the good attentions of maid-servant,
the smile of the matron, and the gaiety of the little
boys playing with huckle-bones on the mosaic of the
courtyard ? Then, when they have grown big, they
hang over our breasts their gold or leather bullae

"What happiness, when, on the evening of a
triumph, the master, returning home, turned towards
us his humid eyes! He told the story of his con-
tests, and the narrow house was more stately than a
paace, and more sacred than a temple.

"How pleasant were the repasts of the family,
especialy the day after the Feraial The feding of
tenderness towards the dead dispelled dl discords;
and people embraced one another, drinking to the
glories of the past, and to the hopes of the future.

7—10
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"But the ancestors in painted wax, shut up be-
hind us, became gradually covered with mouldiness.
The new races, to punish us for ther own decep-
tions, have broken our jaws, and under the rats
teeth our bodies of wood have crumbled away/'

And the innumerable gods, watching at the doors,
in the kitchen, in the cdlar, and in the stoves, dis
perse on ail sides, under the appearance of enormous
ants running away, or huge butterflies on the wing.

Then a thunderclap.

A voice—"| was the God of armies, the Lord,
the Lord God |

"1 have unfolded on the hills the tents of Jacob,
and nourished in the sands my fugitive people. It was
I who burned Sodom! It was | who engulfed the
earth beneath the Deluge! It was | who drowned
Pharaoh, with the royal princes the war-chariots, and
the charioteers. A jealous God, | execrated the other
gods. | crushed the impure; 1 overthrew the proud;
and my desolation rushed to right and I€ft, like a
dromedary let loose in a fidd of maize.

"To set Igad free, | chose the simple. Angels,
with wings of flame, spoke to them in the bushes.

"Perfumed with spikenard, cinnamon, and myrrh,
with trangparent robes and high-hedled shoes, women
cf intrepid heart went forth to day the captains. The
passng wind bore away the prophets.

"I engraved my law on tablets of stone. It shut
in my people as in a citadd. They were my people.
| wasther God! The earth was mine, and men were
mine, with their thoughts, their works, the implements
with which they tilled the soil, and ther pogerity.

"My ak rested in a triple sanctuary, behind pur-
ple curtains and flaming lamps. For my ministry |
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had an entire tribe, who swung the censers, and the
high-priest in a robe of hyacinth, and wearing
precious stones upon his breast arranged in cegular
order.

"Woe! woe! The Holy of Halies is flung open;
the vell is rent; the odours of the holocaust are scat-
tered to dl the winds. The jackals whine in the
sepulchres; my temple is destroyed; my people are
dispersed!

"They have strangled the priests with the cords
of their vestments. The women are captives; the
sacred vessels are dl melted down!™

The voice, dying away:

"1 was the God of armies, the Lord, the Lord
God!" Then comes an appalling silence, a profound
darkness.

Antony—"They are dl gone!"

"1 remain!" says some one.

And, face to face with him stands Hilarion, but
transfigured — beautiful as an archangel, luminous as
a sun, and so tal that, in order to sec him, Antony
lifts up his heed — "Who, then, are you?"

Hilarion—"My kingdom is as wide as the uni-
verse, and my desire has no limits. | am aways go-
ing about enfranchisng the mind and weighing the
worlds, without hate, without fear, without love, and
without God. | am cdled Science."

Antony, recoiling backwards—"You must be,
rather, the Devil!"

Hilarion, fixing his eyes upon him—"Do you
wish to see him?"

Antony no longer avoids his glance. He is seized
with curiosity concerning the Devil. His terror in-
creases; his longing becomes measureless.
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"1f | saw him, however —if | saw him?" . . o
Then, in a spasn of rage:

"The horor that | have of him will rid me of
him forever. Yes!"

A cloven foot reveals itsdf. Antony is filled with
regret. But the Devil overshadows him with his
borns, and carries him off.



CHAPTER VI

THE MYSTERY OF SPACE

great wings, outspread, entirely con-
cealing him, resemble a cloud.

Antony—"Where am | going?
¥ Jug now 1 caught a gllmpse of
theform of the Accursed One. No! a cdoud is carry-
ing me away. Perhaps 1 am dead, and am mounting
up to God? . .

"Ah! how well I breathe! The untainted air in-
flates my soul. No more heavinesss no more suf-
fering!

"Beneath me, the thunderbolt darts forth, the
horizon widens, rivers cross one another. That light
spot is the desert; that pool of water the ocean. And
other oceans appear —immense regions of which |
had no knowledge. There are black lands that smoke
like live embers, a bet of sncw ever obscured by the
mists. | am trying to discover the mountains where
each evening the sun goes to sleep.”

The Devil—"The sun never goes to deepl”

Antony is not dartled by this voice. It appears
to him an echo of his thought—a response of his
memory.

(143)
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Meanwhile, the earth takes the foom of a ball, and
he perceives it in the midgt of the azure turning on
its poles while it winds around the sun.

The Devil—" So, then, it is not the centre of the
world ? Pride of man, humble thyself!"

Antony—"1 can scarcdy digtinguish it now. It
is intermingled with the other fires. The firmament
is but a tissue of stars."

They continue to ascend.

"No noise! not even the crying of the eagles!

Nothing! . . . and 1 bend down to listen to the
music of the spheres
The Devil — "You cannot hear them! No longer

will you see the antichthon of Plato, the focus of
PhilolaQs the spheres of Aristotle, or the seven
heavens of the Jews with the great waters above the
vault of crystal! "

Antony—"From below it appeared as solid as a
wall. But now, on the contrary, 1 am penetrating it;
| am plunging into it!"

And he arrives in front of the moon — which is
like a piece of ice, quite round, filled with a motion-
less light.

The Devil— " This was formerly the abode of souls.
The good Pythagoras had even supplied it with birds
and magnificent flowers

Antony— "1 see nothing there save desolate plains,
with extinct craters, under a black sky.

" Come towards those stais with a softer radiance,
so that we may gaze upon the angels who hold them
with the ends of ther arms, like torches!"

The Devil carries him into the midst of the dars.

"They attract one another at the same time that
they repd one another. The action of each has an
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effect on the others, and helps to produce their move-
ments—and dt this without the medium of an aux-
iliary, by the force of a law, by the virtue simply of
order."

Antony—"Yes . . . yes!l my intelligence
grasps it! It is ajoy greater than the sweethess 01
affection! 1 pant with stupefaction before the im-
mensity of God!"

The Devil—"Like the firmament, which rises in
proportion as you ascend, He will become greater
according as your imagination mounts higher; and
you will fed your joy increase in proportion to the
unfolding of the universe, in this enlargement of the
Infinite."

Antony — "Ah! higher! ever higher!"

The stars multiply and shed around their scintilla-
tions. The Milky Way at the zenith spreads out like
an immense belt, with gaps here and there; in these
clefts, amid its brightness, dark tracts reveal them-
selves. There are showers of stars, trains of golden
dust, luminous vapours which float and then dis
solve.

Sometimes a comet sweeps by suddenly; then the
tranquillity of the countless lights is renewed.

Antony, with open arms, leans on the Devil's two
horns, thus occupying the entire space covered by
his wings. He recdls with disdain the ignorance of
former days, the limitation of his ideas. Here, then,
close beside him, were those luminous globes which
he used to gaze at from below. He traces the cross-
ing of their paths, the complexity of their direc-
tions. He sees them coming from &ar, and, sus
pended like stones in a dling, describing their orbits
and pushing forward their parabolas.
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He perceives, with a single glance, the Southern
Cross and the Great Bear, the Lynx and the Centaur,
thks nebulae of the Gold-fish, the six suns in the con-
gdlation of Orion, Jupiter with his four satellites, and
*he triple ring of the monstrous Saturn 1 al the plan-
ts, al the gars which men should, in future days,
discover! He fills his eyes with ther light; he over-
loads his mind with a calculation of ther distances;
— then he lets his head fall once more

"What is the object of al this?"

The Devil—"There is no abject!

"How could God have had an object? What ex-
perience could have enlightened Him, what reflection
enabled Him to judge? Bedore the beginning of
things, it would not have operated, and now it would
be useless."

Antony—" Nevertheless, He created the world, at
one period of time, by His mere word!"

The Devil—"But the beings who inhabit the
earth came there successively. In the same way, in
the sky, new gars arise—different effects from vari-
ous causes."

Antony—" The variety of causes is the will of God!"

The Devil—"But to admit in God several acts of
will is to admit several causes, and thus to destroy
His unity!

"His will is not separable from His essence. He
cannot have a second will, inasmuch as He cannot
have a second essence—and, since He exists eter-
nally, He acts eternally.

"Look at the sun! From its borders escape great
flames emitting sparks which scatter themselves to
become new worlds;, and, further than the last, be-
yond those depths where only night is visible, other
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suns whirl round, and behind these others again, and
others ill, to infinity "

Antony—"Enough! enough! | am terrified! |
am about to fal into the abyss."

The Devil stops, and gently balancing himsdf—

"There is no such thing as nothingness! There
is no vacuum! Everywhere there are bodies moving
over the unchangeable realms of space — and, as if it
had any bounds it would not be space but a body,
it consequently has no limits!"

Antony, open-mouthed—"No limits!"

The Devil—"Ascend into the sky forever and
ever, and you will never reach the top! Descend be-
neath the earth for millions upon millions of cen-
turies;, and you will never get to the bottom—
inasmuch as there is no bottom, no top, no end,
above or below; and space is, in fact, comprised in
God, who is not a part of space, of a magnitude that
can be measured, but immensity!"

Antony, slowly — "Matter, in that case, would be
part of God?"

The Devil—"Why not? Can you tdl where He
comes to an end ?"

Antony—"On the contrary, | prodrate mysdf, |
efface mysdf before His power!"

The Devil—"And you preend to move Him'
You speak to Him, you even adorn Him with virtues
—goodness, justice, clemency,—in place of recogni-
sing the fact that He possesses all perfections!

"To conceive anything beyond is to conceve
God outside of God. Being outsde of Being. But
then He is the only Being, the only Substance.

"If sutstance could be divided, it would lose its
nature—it would not be itsdf; God would no longer
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exist. He is, therefore, indivisble as well as infinite,
and if He had a body, He would be made up of
parts. He would no longer be one; He would no
longer be infinite. Therefore, He is not a personl”

Antony—"What? My prayers my sobs, the
aufferings of my flesh, the transports of my zeal, all
these things would be no better than a lie

in space . . . uselessy—like a bird's cry, .Iik.e 6.1
whirlwind of dead leaves!"
He weeps.

"Oh! no! There is above everything some One,
a Great Spirit, a Lord, a Father, whom my heart
adores, and who mus love me!”

The Devil—"You dedre that God should not be
God; for, if He experienced love, anger, or pity, He
would pass from His perfection to a greater or less
perfection. He cannot descend to a sentiment, or be
contained under a form."

Antony—" One day, however, | shall see Him!"

The Devil— " With the Blessed, is it not? When
the finite shall enjoy the Infinite, enclosing the Ab-
solute in a limited space!"

Antony—"No matter! There mugt be a Paradise
for the good, as well as a Hdl for the wicked!"

The Devil—"Does the exigency of your reason
congtitute the law of things? Without doubt, evil is
a matter of indifference to God, seeing that the earth
is covered with it!

"Is it from impotence that He endures it, or from
crudty that He preserves it?

" Do you think that He can be continually putting
the world in order like an imperfect work, and that
He watches over al the movements of al beings,
from the flight of the butterfly to the thought of man ?
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"If He created the universe His providence is
superfluous. If Providence exists, creation is defective.

"But good and evil only concern you—like day
and night, pleasure and pain, death and birth, which
have reationship merdy to a corner of space, to a
special medium, to a particular interest. Inasmuch as
what is infinite alone is permanent, the Infinite ex-
ists; and that is all! "

The Devil has gradually extended his huge wings,
and now they cover space.

Antony can no longer see. He is on the point of
fainting:

"A horrible chill freezes me to trie bottom of my
soul. This exceeds the utmost pitch of pain. It is
as it were, a death more profound than death. |
whedl through the immensty of darkness. It enters
into me. My consciousness is shivered to atoms
under this expansion of nothingness/'

The Devil—"But things happen only through the
medium of your mind. Like a concave mirror, it
digtorts objects, and you need every resource in order
to verify facts.

"Never shall you undergand the universe in its
full extent; consequently you cannot form an idea as to
its cause, 0 as to have a jugt notion of God, or even
say that the universe is infinite, for you should first
comprehend the Infinitel

"Form is perhaps an eror of your senses, sub-
gtance an illusion of your intellect. Unless it be that
the world, being a perpaual flux of things, appear-
ances, by a sort of contradiction, would not be a test
of truth, and illuson would be the only reality.

"But are you sure that you see? Are you sure
that you live? Perhaps nothing at all exists!"
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The Devil has seized Antony, and, holding him
by the extremities of his arms, stares at him with
open jaws ready to swallow him up.

"Come, adore me! and curse the phantom that
you cdl God!"

Antony raises his eyes with a last movement of
lingering hope.

The Devil quits him.



CHAPTER VII.

THE CHIMERA AND THE SPHINX,

8 NTONY finds himsdf stretched on
A{(# his back at the edge of the diff.
The <ky is beginning to grow
» white.

" Isthis the brightness of dawn ?
- * or is it the reflection of the moon ?"

He tries to rise, then sinks back, and with chat-
tering teeth:

"1 fed fatigued . . . as if dl my bones were
broken!

"Why?

"Ahl itistheDevill | remember; and he even re-
peated to me al 1 had learned from old Didymus
concerning the opinions of Xenophanes, of Heraditus,
of Mdissus, and of Anaxagoras, as well as concern-
ing the Infinite, the creation, and the impossbility
of knowing anything!

"And | imagined that | could unite mysdf to
God!"

Laughing bitterly:

"Ah! madnesst madness! Is it my fault? Praye
is intolerable to me! My heart is drier than a rock!
Formerly it overflowed with love!

(151)
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"The sand, in the morning, used to send forth
exhalations on the horizon, like the fumes of a
censer. At the setting of the sun blossoms of fire
burg forth from the cross, and, in the middle of the
night, it often seemed to me that al creatures and
al things, gathered in the same slence, were with
me adoring the Lord. Oh! charm of prayer, bliss of
ecdtasy, gifts of Heaven, what has become of you ?

"I remember a journey | made with Ammon in
search of a solitude in which we might establish
monagteries. It was the lag evening, and we quick-
ened our steps, murmuring hymns, side by side, with-
out uttering a word. In proportion as the sun went
down, the shadows of our bodies lengthened, like
two obelisks, always enlarging and marching on
in front of us. With the pieces of our affs we
planted the cross here and there to mark the site of
a cdl. The night came on slowly, and black waves
sread over the earth, while an immense sheet of
red sill occupied the sky.

"When | was a child, | used to amuse mysdf in
congructing hermitages with pebbles. My mother,
close beside me, used to watch what | was doing.

" She was going to curse me for abandoning her,
tearing her white locks. And her corpse remained
dretched in the middle of the cel, beneath the
roof of reeds, between the tottering walls. Through
a hole, a hyena, sniffing, thrusts forward his jaws!

. Horor 1 horror!"

He sobs.

"No: Ammonaria would not have left her!

"Where is Ammonaria now?

"Perhaps, in a hot bath she is drawing off her
garments one by one, first her cloak, then her girdle,
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then her outer tunic, then he inner one, then the
wrappings round he neck; and the vapour of cinna-
mon envelops her naked limbs. At lag she sinks to
deep on the tepid floor. Her hair, falling around
her hips, looks like a black fleece —and, almost suf-
focating in the overheated atmosphere, she draws
breath, with he body bent forward and her breags
projecting. Holdl here is my flesh breaking into re-
volt. In the midst of anguish, | am tortured by vol-
uptuousness. Two punishments at the same time—
it is too much! | can no longer endure my own
body!"

He stoops down and gazes over the precipice.

"The man who falls over that will be Kkilled.
Nothing easier, by simply rolling over on the left side:
it is necessary to take only one step! only onel”

Then appears an old woman.

Antony rises with a dart of eror. He imagines
that he sees his mother risen from the dead.

But this one is much older and excessively ema-
ciated. A winding-sheet, fasened round her head,
hangs with he white hair down to the very ex-
tremities of her legs, thin as sticks. The brilliancy
of her teeth, which are like ivory, makes he clayey
skin look darker. The sockets of her eyes are full of
gloom, and in ther depths flicker two flames, like
lamps in a sepulchre.

"Come forward,” she says, "what keeps you
back?"

Antony, stammering—"1 am afraid of committing
a sin!"

She resumes:

"But King Saul was dain! Raiias, a jus man,
was dainl Saint Peagius of Antioch was dain!
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Dominius of Aleppo and his two daughters, three
more saints, were dain; —and recall to your mind al
the confessors who, in ther eagerness to die, rushed
to meet ther executioners. In order to taste death
the more speedily, the virgins of Miletus srangled
themselves with their cords. The philosopher, Hege-
das, at Syracuse preached 0 well on the subject,
that people deserted the brothds to hang themsdves
in the fidds The Roman patricians sought for death
as if it were a debauch.”

Antony—"Yes, it is a powerful passonl Many
an anchorite has yiedded to it."

The old woman—"To do a thing which makes
you egual to God—think of that! He created you;
you are about to destroy His work, you, by your
courage, fredy. The enjoyment of Erodrates was
not greater. And then, your body is thus mocked by
your soul In order that you may avenge youiself in
the end. You will have no pain. It will soon be
over. What are you afraid of? A large black hole!
It is empty, perhaps!”

Antony listens without saying anything in reply;
—and, on the other side, appears another woman,
marveloudy young and beautiful. At fire, he takes
her for Ammonaria. But she is taller, fair as honey,
rather plump, with paint on her cheeks, and roses on
her head. He long robe covered with spangles, is
sudded with metallic mirrors  Her fleshly lips have
a look of blood, and her somewhat heavy eyelashes
are 0 much bathed in languor that one would im-
agine she was blind. She murmurs:

"Come, then, and enjoy yoursdf. Solomon re
commends pleasure. Go where your heart leads you,
and according to the dedre of your eyes."
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Antony—"To find what pleasure? My heart is
sick; my eyes are dim!"

She replies:

"Hasten to the suburb of Racotis; push open a
door painted blue; and, when you are in the atrium,
where a ja of water is gurgling, a woman will pre
sent hersdf—in a peplum of white slk edged with
gold, her hair dishevelled, and he laugh like sounds
made by rattlesnakes. She is clever. In he cares
you will taste the pride of an initiation, and the satis-
faction of a want. Have you pressed againg your
bosom a maiden who loved you? Recal to your
mind he remorse, which vanished under a flood of
sweet tears. You can imagine yoursdf—can you
not?—walking through the woods beneath the light
of the moon. At the pressure of your hands joined
with hers a shudder runs through both of you; your
eyes, brought close together, overflow from one to
the other like immaterial waves, and your heart is
full; it is burgting; it is a delicious whirlwind, an
overpowering intoxication."

the old woman—"You need not experience joys
to fed ther bitterness! You need only see them
from afar, and disgust takes possession of you. You
must needs be wearied with the monotony of the
same actions, the duration of the days, the ugliness
of the world, and the stupidity of the sun!"

Antony—"'Oh! yes; all that it shines upon is dis-
pleasng to me."

The young woman — " Hermit! hermit! you shall
find diamonds among the pebbles, fountains beneath
the sand, a delight in the dangers which you despise;
and there are even places on the earth so beautiful

that you are filled with a longing to embrace them."
7-11
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The old woman—"Every evening when you lie
down to deep on the earth, you hope that it may
soon cover you."

The young woman—" Nevertheless, you believe in
the resurrection of the flesh, which is the trangport of
life into eternity.”

The old woman, while speaking, has been grow-
ing more emaciated, and, above he skull, which has
no hair upon it, a bat has been making circles in the
air.

The young woman has become plumper. Her
robe changes colour; her nodrils swell; her eyes rall
softly.

The firg says, opening her arms.

"Cornel | am consolation, rest, oblivion, eternal
peace!"

And the second offering her breast:

"1 am the soother, the joy, the life, the happiness
inexhaustible!"

Antony turns on his hed to fly. Each of them
places a hand upon his shoulder.

The winding-sheet flies open, and reveals the
skeleton of Death. The robe burds open, and pre-
sents to view the entire body of Lud, which has a
dender figure, with an enormous development behind,
and great, undulating masses of hair, disappearing to-
wards the end.

Antony remains motionless between the pair, con-
templating them.

Death says to him —

"This moment, or a little later—what does it
matter? You belong to me, like the suns, the na-
tions, the cities, the kings, the snow on the moun-
tains, and the grass in the fidds. | fly higher than
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the sparrow-hawk, | run more quickly than the
gazelle; 1 keep pace even with hope; | have con-
quered God!"

Lust—"Do not resist; | am omnipotent. The
forests echo with my sighs; the waves are dirred by
my agitations. Virtue, courage, piety, are dissolved
in the perfume of my breath. | accompany man at
every step he takes;, and on the threshold of the
tomb he comes back to me"

Death—"1 will reveal to you what you tried to
grasp by the light of torches on the features of the
dead — or when you rambled beyond the Pyramids in
those vast sand-heaps composed of human remains.
From time to time, a piece of skull rolled under
your sandal. You took it out of the dust; you made
it dip between your fingers, and your mind, becom-
ing absorbed in it, was plunged into nothingness."

Lust—"Mine is a deeper gulf! Marble dabs have
inspired impure loves. People rush towards meet-
ings that terrify them, and rivet the very chains
which they curse. Whence comes the witchery of
courtesans, the extravagance of dreams, the immen-
sty of my sadness?"

Death—" My iiony surpasses that of al other
things. There are convulsions of joy at the funerals
of kings and at the extermination of peoples; and
they make war with music, plumes, flags, golden
harnesses, and a display of ceremony to pay me the
greater homage."

Lust—"My anger is as strong as yours. 1 howl,
| bite, | have sweats of agony, and corpselike ap-
pearances.”

Death—"It is | who make you serious; let us
embrace each other!”
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Death chuckles, Lug roars They seize each
other's figures, and sing together:

"1 hagen the dissolution of matter."

"1 fadlitate the scattering of germs!"

"Thou destroyest that | may renew 1"

"Thou engenderest that 1 may destroy!"

" Active my power!"

"Fruitful my decay!"

And their voices, whose echoes, raling forth, fill
the horizon, become so powerful that Antony falls
backward.

A shock, from time to time, causes him to haf
open his eyes;, and he perceives, in the mids of the
darkness, a kind of monster before him.

It is a death'shead with a crown of roses. It rises
above the torso of a woman white as mother-of-pearl.
Beneath, a winding-sheet, darred with points of gold,
makes a kind of train;—and the entire body undu-
lates, like a gigantic worm holding itself erect.

The vison grows fainter, and then fades away.

Antony, rises again—"This time, once more, it
was the Devil, and under his two-fold aspect — the
spirit of voluptuousness and the spirit of destruction.
Neither terrifies me. | thrugt happiness aside, and
fed that | am eernal.

"Thus, death is only an illuson, a veil, masking
at certain points the continuity of life. But substance,
being one, why is there a variety of forms? There
must be somewhere primordial figures, whose bodies
are only images. If one could see, one would know
the bond between mind and matter, wherein Being
consists!

"There are those figures which were painted at
Babylon on the wall of the temple of Bdus, and they
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covered a mosaic in the port of Carthage. |, mysdf,
have sometimes seen in the sky what seemed like
forms of spirits. Those who traverse the desert meet
animals passing al conception "

And, opposite him, on the other side of the Nile,
lo! the Sphinx appears.

It stretches out its feet, shakes the fillets on its
forehead, and lies down upon its belly.

Jumping, flying, spirting fire through its nostrils,
and striking its wings with its dragon's tail, the
Chimera with its green eyes, winds round, and
barks. The curls of its head, thrown back on one
side, intermingle with the hair on its haunches; and
on the other side they hang over the sand, and move
to and fro with the swaying of its entire body.

The Sphinx is motionless, and gazes at the Chi-
mera:

"Here, Chimera; stop!"

The Chimera—"No, never!"

The Sphinx—"Do not run so quickly; do not fly
so high; do not bark so loud!"

The Chimera— "Do not address me, do not ad-
dress me any more, since you remain forever silent!"

The Sphinx—"Cease casting your flames in my
face and flinging your yells in my ears; you shall not
melt my granite!”

The Chimera—"You will not get hold of me,
terrible Sphinx!"

The Sphinx—"You are too foolish to live with
mel”

The Chimera—"You ae too clumsy to follow
mel™"

The Shinx—"And where are you going that you
run so quickly?"
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The Chimera—"1 gallop into the corridors of the
l[abyrinth; | hover over the mountains, | skim along
the waves; | yelp at the bottoms of precipices; | hang
by my jaws on the skirts of the clouds. With my
trailing tail | scratch the coasts, and the hills have
taken ther curb according to the foom of my shoul-
ders. But as for you, | find you perpetually motion-
less, or, rather, with the end of your claw tracing
letters on the sand.”

The Sphinx—""That is because | keep my secret!
| reflect and | calculate. The sea returns to its bed;
the blades of corn balance themselves in the wind;
the caravans pass; the dug flies off; the cities crum-
ble;— but my glance, which nothing can turn aside,
remains concentrated on the objects which cover an
inaccessible horizon."

The Chimera—"As for me, | am light and joy-
ous 1 | discover in men dazzling perspectives, with
Paradises in the clouds and digant fdicities. | pour
into their souls the eernal insanities, projects of hap-
piness, plans for the future, dreams of glory, and
oaths of love, as well as virtuous resolutions. | drive
them on perilous voyages and on mighty enterprises.
I have carved with my claws the marvels of archi-
tecture. It is | that hung the little bels on the tomb
of Porsenna, and surrounded with a wall of Corin-
thian brass the quays of the Atlantides.

"I seek fresh perfumes, larger flowers, pleasures
hitherto unknown. If anywhere | find a man whose
soul reposes In wisdom, | fal upon him and drangle
him."

The Sphinx—"All those whom the desire of God
torments, | have devoured.

"The strongest, in order to climb to my roya
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forehead, mount upon the dripes of my fillets as on
the steps of a dstaircase Weariness takes possession
of them, and they fal back of ther own accord.”

Antony begins to tremble. He is not before his
cdl, but in the desert, having at ether side of him
those two mongrous animals, whose jaws graze his
shoulders.

The Sphinx—"0O Fantasy, bear me on thy wings
to enliven thy sadness!"

The Chimera—"0O Unknown One, | am in love
with thine eyes! | turn round thee, soliciting allay-
ment of that which devours me!"

The Sphinx—"My feet cannot raise themsdves*
The lichen, like a ringworm, has grown over my
mouth. By dint of thinking, | have no longer any-
thing to say."

The Chimera—"You lie, hypocritical Sphinx!
How is it that you are always addressng me and ab-
juring me?"

The Sphinx—"It is you, unmanageable caprice,
who pass and whirl about."

The Chimera—"Is that my fault? Come, now,
jugt let me be!"

It barks.

The Sphinx—"You move away; you avoid me!"

The Sphinx grumbles.

The Chimera—"Let us make the attempt! You
crush me!”

The Sphinx—"No; impossible!"

And sinking, little by little, it disappears in the
sand, while the Chimera, crawling, with its tongue
out, departs with a winding movement.

The breath issuing from its mouth has produced

a fog.
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In this fog Antony traces masses of clouds and im-
perfect curves. Finadly, he distinguishes what appear
to be human bodies.

And first advances the group of Astomi, like air-
balls passing across the sun.

" Don't puff too strongly! The drops of rain bruise
us; the fdse sounds excoriate us; the darkness blinds
us. Composed of breezes and of perfumes, we roll,
we floa — a little more than dreams, not entirely
beings."

The Nisnas have but one eye, one cheek, one
hand, one leg, hdf a body, and hdf a heart. And
they say, in a very loud tone:

"We live quite a our ease in our haves of houses
with our halves of wives and our haves of children.”

The Blernmyes, absolutely bereft of heads—

"Our shoulders are the largest; — and there is not
an ox, a rhinoceros, or an eephant that is capable of
carrying what we carry.

"Arrows, and a sort of vague outline are im-
printed on our breasts—that is al! We reduce di-
gestion to thought; we subtilise secretions. For us
God floats peacefully in the internal chyle.

"We proceed straight on our way, passing through
every mire, running along the verge of every abyss,
and we are the most industrious, happy, and virtuous
people.”

The Pygmies—"Little good-fellows, we swarm
over the world, like vermin on the hump of a drome-
dary.

"We are burnt, drowned, or run over; but we
always reappear more ful of life and more numerous
—terrible from the multitude of us that exists!"

The Sciapodes—"Kept on the ground by our
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flowing locks, long as creeping plants, we vegetate
under the shelter of our feet, which are as large as
parasols;, and the light reaches us through the spaces
between our wide heels. No disorder and no toil!
To keep the head as low as possible—that is the se-
cret of happiness!"

Their lifted thighs, resembling trunks of trees, in-
crease in number. And now a forest appears in
which huge apes rush aong on four paws. They
are men with dogs' heads.

The Cynocephali—"We leap from branch to branch
to suck the eggs, and we pluck the little birds; then
we put their nests upon our heads after the fashion of
caps.
"We do not fal to snatch away the worst of the
cows, and we destroy the lynxes eyes. Tearing the
flowers, crushing the fruits, agitating the springs, we
are the masters—by the strength of our arms and
the fierceness of our hearts.

"Be bold, comrades, and snap your jaws!"

Blood and milk flow from their lips. The ran
streams over their hniry backs.

Antony inhales the freshness of green leaves which
are agitated as the branches of the trees dash against
each other. All a once appears a large black stag
with a bull's head, carrying between his two ears a
mass of white horns.

The Sadhu{ag—'My seventy-four antlers are hollow
like flutes. When | turn mysdf towards the south
wind, sounds go forth from them that draw around
me the ravished beasts. The serpents come winding
to my feet; the wasps stick in my nostiils; and the
parrots, the doves, and the ibises alight upon my
branches. Listen!"
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He bends back his horns, from which issues an
unutterably sweet music.

Antony presses both his hands above his heart. It
seems to him as if this melody were about to carry
off his soul.

The Sadhuzag—"But, when | turn towards the
north wind, my horns, more bushy than a battalion of
spears, emit a howling noise. The foreds thrill; the
rivers swell; the husks of the fruit burst, and blades
of grass g¢and erect like a coward's hair. Listen!”

He bows down his branches, from which now
come forth discordant cries. Antony feds as if he
were torn asunder, and his horror is increased on
seeing the Mantichor, a gigantic red lion with a hu-
man figure and three rows of teeth:

"The dlky texture of my scarle hair mingles
with the yellowness of the sands. | breathe through
my nogrils the teror of solitudes. | spit forth the
plague. | devour armies when they venture into the
desert. My nails are twisted like gimlets, my teeth
are cut like a saw; and my hair, wriggled out of
shape, bridles with darts which 1 scatter, right and
left, behind me. Hold! hold!"

The Mantichor casts thorns from his tail, which
radiate, like arrows, in al directions. Draops of blood
flow, spattering over the foliage.

The Catoblepas appears, a black buffalo, with a
pig's head hanging to the earth, and connected with
his shoulders by a dender neck, long and flabby as
an empty gut. He is wallowing on the ground; and
his feet disappear under the enormous mane of hard
hairs that descend over his face:

"Fat, medancholy, savage, | remain continually
feding the mire under my stomach. My skull is s0
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heavy that it is impossible for me to carry it. | rall
it around slowly; and, opening my jaws, | snatch
with my tongue the poisonous herbs that are mois-
tened with my breath. 1 once devoured my paws
without noticing it.

"No one, Antony, has ever seen my eyes, or
those who have seen them are dead. If | but raised
my eyelids—my eyelids red and swollen—that in-
gant you would die."

Antony— " Oh! that thing' . . . Well welll
Asif 1 had any such longing! Its stupidity attracts
me. No! no! 1 will notl" He looks fixedly on the
ground. But the grass lights up, and, in the twist-
ings of the flames, stands erect the Badlik, a huge,
violet serpent, with a trilobate crest and two teeth —
one above, the other below:

"Take carel You are about to fal into my jaws!
| drink fire 1 am fire mysdf; and from every quar-
ter 1 suck it in—from clouds, from pebbles, from
dead trees, from the hair of animals, and from the
aurface of marshes. My temperature supports the vol-
canoes. 1 causethe lugre of precious stones and the
colour of metals/

The Griffin, a lion with a vultures beak, white
wings, red paws, and blue neck—"1 am the mager
of the profound splendours. | know the secret of the
tombs where the old kings sleep. A chain, which is-
sues from the wall, keeps ther heads erect. Near them,
in basns of porphyry, women whom they have loved
float upon black liquids. Ther treasures are ranged
in halls, in lozenges, in hillocks, and in pyramids, and,
lower, far below the tombs, after Jong journeys in the
midst of suffocating darkness, are rivers of gold with
forests of diamonds, meadows of carbuncles, and lakes
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of quicksilver. With my back against the door of
the vault, and my claws in the ar, | watch with
my flaming eyes those who may think fit to come
there. The immense plain, even to the furthest
point of the horizon, is quite bare and whitened
with travellers bones. For you the bronze doors will
open, and you will inhale the vapour of the mines;
you will descend into the caverns. . . . Quickl
quick!"

He digs the earth with his claws, crowing like a
cock.

A thousand voices reply to him. The forest trem-
bles.

And dl sorts of horrible beasts arise: the Tragela-
phus, half-stag, haf-ox; the Myrmecoleo, a lion in
front, an ant behind, whose genitals are turned back-
wards; the python, Aksar, of sixty cubits, who
frightened Moses; the great weasel, Pastinaca, which
kills trees by its odour; the Presteros, which renders
idiotic those who touch it; the Mirag, a horned hare
dwelling in the idands of the sea. The Copard Phal-
mant bursts his bely by dint of howling; the Senad,
a bear with three heads, tears its little ones with its
mouth; the dog, Cepus, scatters on the rocks the blue
milk of its dugs. Mosquitoes begin to buzz, toads to
jump, and serpents to hiss. Lightnings flash; down
comes the hail.

Then there are squalls, which reveal anatomical
marvels. There are alligators heads with roebucks
feet, owls with serpents tails, swine with tigers
muzzles, goats with asses' rumps, frogs covered with
hair like bears, chameleons large as hippopotami,
calves with two heads, one of which weeps while the
other bellows, four foetuses holding each other by the
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navd and spinning like tops, and winged bellies
which flutter like gnats.

They rain down from the sky; they spring out of
the ground; they glide from the rocks. Everywhere
eyes flash, mouths roar; the breasts bulge out; the
claws lengthen; the teeth gnash; the flesh quivers.
Some of them bring forth their young; others with a
single bite, devour one ancther.

Suffocating from their very numbers, multiplying
by their contact, they cimb on top of one another;
and they all keep sirring about Antony with a regular
swaying motion, as if the soil were the deck of a
vessel.

He feds close to his calves the trailing of slugs,
and on his hands the cold touch of vipers; and spi-
ders spinning ther webs enclose him in their network.

But the cirde of mongers begins to open; the sky
suddenly becomes blue, and the unicorn makes its
appearance:

"Off | gallop! Off | gallop!

"1 have hoofs of ivory, teeth of steel, a head col-
oured purple a body like snow, and the horn on my
forehead has the varied hues of the rainbow.

" | travd from Chaldea to the Tartar desert, on the
banks of the Ganges, and into Mesopotamia. | out-
grip the ostriches. | run so rapidly that | draw the
wind along with me. | rub my back againg, the
paim-trees;, | rol mysdf in the bamboos. With one
bound | jump across tie rivers. Doves fly above my
head. Only a virgin can bridle me.

"Off | gallop! Off | gallop!"

Antony watches him flying away.

And, keeping his eyes gill raisad, he perceves dl
the birds that are nourished by the wind: the Gouith,
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the Ahutl, the Alphaim, the Jukneth from the
mountains of Cdf, and the Homa of the Arabs,
which are the souls of murdered men. He hears the
parrots utter human speech, then the great web-
footed Pelasgians, who sob like children or chuckle
like old women.

A briny breath of air strikes his nostrils. A sea
shore is now before him.

At a distance rise waterspouts, lashed up by the
whales; and at the extremity of the horizon the beasts
of the sea, round, like leather bottles, flat, like strips
of metal, or indented, like saws, advance, crawling
over the sand:

"You are about to come with us into our unfath-
omable depths, never penetrated by man before. Dif-
ferent races dwell in the country of the ocean. Some
are in the abode of the tempests; others swim openly
in the transparency of the cold waves, browse like
oxen over the cora plains, siff in with their nostrils
the ebbing tide, or carry on their shoulders the weight
of the ocean-springs."

Phosphorescences flash from the hairs of the sedls
and from the scales of the fishes. Sea-hedgehogs turn
around like wheels; Ammon's horns unroll themselves
like cables; oysters make sounds with the fastenings
of their shells; polypi spread out their tentacles;
medusae quiver like crystal balls; sponges float; anem-
ones sguirt out water; and mosses and sea-weed
shoot up.

And dl kinds of plants spread out into branches,
twist themselves into tendrils, lenghten into points, and
grow round like fans. Pumpkins present the appear-
ance of bosoms, and creeping plants entwine them-
selves like serpents.
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The Dedaims of Babylon, which are trees, have as
their fruits human heads; mandrakes sing; and the
root Baaras runs into the grass.

And now the plants can no longer be distinguished
from the animals. Polypanes, which have the appear-
ance of sycamores, carry arms on their branches.
Antony fancies he can trace a caterpillar between two
leaves; it is a butterfly which flits away. He is on the
point of walking over some shingle when up springs
a grey grasshopper. Insects, like petals of roses,
garnish a bush; the remains of ephemera make a bed
of snow upon the soil.

And, next, the plants are indistinguishable from
the stones.

Pebbles bear a resemblance to brains, stalactites to
udders, and iron-dust to tapestries adorned with fig-
ures. In pieces of ice he can trace efflorescences, im-
pressons of bushes and shells—so that one cannot
tell whether they are the impressions of those objects
or the objects themselves. Diamonds glisten like eyes,
and minerals palpitate.

And he is no longer afraid! He lies down flat on
his face, resting on his two elbows, and, holding in
his breath, he gazes around.

Insects without stomachs keep eating; dried-up
ferns begin to bloom afresh; and limbs which were
wanting sprout forth again.

Finally, he perceives little globular bodies as large
as pins heads, and garnished al round with eye-
lashes. A vibration agitates them,

Antony, in ecstasy —

"0 bliss! blisst | have seen the birth of life; |
have seen the beginning of motion. The blood beats
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S0 grongly in my veins that it seems about to burg
them. | fed a longing to fly, to swim, to bark, to
bellow, to howl. 1 would like to have wings, a
tortoise-shell, a rind, to blow out smoke, to wear a
trunk, to twist my body, to soread mysdf every-
where, to be in everything, to emanate with odours,
to grow like plants, to flow like water, to vibrate like
sound, to shine like light, to be outlined on every
form, to penetrate every atom, to descend to the very
depths of matter—to be matter!”

The dawn appears at last; and, like the uplifted
curtains of a tabernace golden clouds, wreathing
themselves into large volutes, revea the sky.

In the very middle of it, and in the disc of the
aun itsdf, shines the face of Jesus Chrid.

Antony makes the sign of the Cross, and resumes
his prayeis.
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OVER STRAND AND FIELD
A TRIP THROUGH BRITTANY

CHAPTER |I.

CHATEAU DB CHAMBORD.

fg‘}f/’u\“&w’“} E WALKED through the empty gal-
spiders spin their cobwebs over the
Y salamanders of Francis the First.
One is overcome by a feding of
‘dlstress a the sight of this pov-
erty WhICh has no grandeur. It is not absolute
ruin, with the luxury of blackened and mouldy debris,
the delicate embroidery of flowers, and the drapery of
waving vines undulating in the breeze, like pieces of
damask. It is a conscious poverty, for it brushes its
threadbare coat and endeavours to appear respectable.

* Gustave Flaubert was twenty-six years old when he sarted on
this journey. He travelled on foot and was accompanied by M. Max-
ime Ducamp. When they returned, they wrote an account of thdr
Journey. It Is by tar the most important of the unpublished writings,
for in it the author gives his persond genius ful sway and it abounds
a picturesque descriptions and higtorica  reflections.
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The floor has been repaired in one room, while in the
next it has been allowed to rot. It shows the futile
effort to preserve that which is dying and to bring
back that which has fled. Strange to say, it is al
very melancholy, but not at al imposing.

And then it seems as if everything had contributed
to injure poor Chambord, designed by Le Pnmatice
and chisdled and sculptured by Germain Pilon and
Jean Cousin. Upreared by Francs the Fird, on his
return from Spain, after the humiliating treaty of Mad-
rid (1526), it is the monument of a pride that sought
to dazzle itsdf in order to forget defeat. It firs har-
bours Gagon d'Orllans, a crushed pretender, who is
exiled within its walls, then it is Louis XIV, who,
out of one floor, builds three, thus ruining the beau-
tiful double staircase which extended without inter-
ruption from the top to the bottom. Then one day,
on the second floor, facing the front, under the mag-
nificent ceiling covered with salamanders and painted
ornaments which are now crumbling away, Mdltere
produced far the firg time Le Bourgeois gentil-
homtne. Then it was given to the Marshal de
Saxe; then to the Polignacs, and finally to a plain
soldier, Berthier. It was afterwards bought back by
subscription and presented to the Due de Bordeaux.
It has been given to everybody, as if nobody cared
to have it or dedred to keep it. It looks as if it had
hardly ever been used, and as if it had always been
too gspacious. It is like a deserted hogdry where
trandent guests have not left even ther names on the
walls.

When we walked through an outsde gallery to
the Orleans daircase, in order to examine the cary-
atids which are supposed to represent Frands the Firg,
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M. de Chateaubriand, and Madame d'fetampes, and
turned around the cdebrated lantern that terminates
the big staircase, we stuck our heads several times
through the railing to look down. In the courtyard
was a little donkey nursng its mother, rubbing
up againg her, shaking its long ears and playfully
Jumping around. This is what we found in the court
of honour of the Chateau de Chambord; these are its
present hosts: a dog ralling in the grass, and a nurs
ing, braying donkey frolicking on the threshold of
kings!

CHATEAU D'AMBOISE.

The Chateau d'Amboise, which dominates the
whole city that appears to be thrown at its feet like
a mass of pebbles at the foot of a rock, looks like an
imposing fortress, with its large towers pierced by
long, narrow windows; its arched gallery that extends
from the one to the other, and the brownish tint of its
walls, darkened by the contragt of the flowers, which
droop over them like a nodding plume on the bronzed
forehead of an old soldier. We spent fully a quarter
of an hour admiring the tower on the left; it is su-
perb, imbrowned and yellowish in some places and
coated with soot in others; it has charming charlocks
hanging from its battlements, and is, in a word, one
of those speaking monuments that seem to breathe and
hold one spellbound and pensve under their gaze,
like those paintings, the onginals of which are un-
known to us, but whom we love without knowing
why.

The Chateau is reached by a dight incline which
leads to a garden eevated like a ten ace, from which
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the view extends on the whole surrounding country.
It was of a delicate green; poplar trees lined the
banks of the river; the meadows advanced to its edge,
mingling their grey border with the bluish and vapour-
ous horizon, vaguely enclosed by indistinct hills. The
Loire flowed in the middle, bathing its islands, wet-
ting the edge of the meadows. turning the wheels of
the mills and letting the big boats glide peacefully,
two by two, over its silvery surface, lulled to deep
by the creaking of the heavy rudders;, and in the dis-
tance two big white sails gleamed in the sun.

Birds flew from the tops of the towers and the
edge of the machicolations to some other spot,
described circles in the air, chirped, and soon passed
out of sight About a hundred fest below us were
the pointed roofs of the city, the empty courtyards of
the old mansions, and the black holes of the smoky
chimneys. Leaning in the niche of a battlement, wc
gazed and listened, and breathed it dl in, enjoying the
beautiful sunshine and balmy air impregnated with
the pungent odour of the ruins. And there, without
thinking of anything in particular, without even
phrasing inwardly about something, | dreamed of
coats of mail as pliable as gloves, of shields of buffao
hide soaked with sweat, of closed visors through
which shot bloodthirsty glances, of wild and desper-
ate night attacks with torches that set fire to the walls,
and hatchets that mutilated the bodies; and of Louis XI,
of the lover's war, of D'Aubigne and of the charlocks,
the birds, the polished ivy, the denuded brambles,
tasting in my pensive and idle occupation—what is
greatest in men, their memory;—and what is most
beautiful in nature, her ironical encroachments and
eternal youth.
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In the garden, among the lilac-bushes and the
shrubs that droop over the aleys, rises the chapd,
a work of the sixteenth century, chisdled at every
angle, a pefect jewel, even more intricately decorated
inside than out, cut out like the paper covering of a
bonbonniire, and cunHingly sculptured like the handle
of a Chinese parasol. On the door is a basrelief
which is very amusing and ingenuous. It represents
the meeting of Saint Hubert with the mystic stag,
which bears a cross between its antlers. The saintis
on his knees; above him hovers an angel who is
about to place a crown on his cap; near them stands
the saint's horse, watching the scene with a surprised
expression; the dogs are barking and on the mountain,
the sides and facets of which are cut to represent
crystals, creeps the serpent. You can see its flat
head advancing toward some ledfless trees that look
like cauliflowers. They are the sort of trees one
comes upon in old Bibles, spare of foliage, thick and
clumsy, bearing blossoms and fruit but no leaves,
the symbolical, theological, and devout trees that are
amost fantastical on account of their impossible ugli-
ness. A little further, Saint Christopher is carrying
Jesus on his shoulders; Saint Antony is in his cdl,
which is built on a rock; a pig is retiring into its
hole and shows only its hind-quarters and its cork-
screw tail, while a rabbit is sticking its head out of
its house.

Of course, it is dl a little clumsy and the mould-
ing is not faultless. But there is so much life and
movement about the figure and the animals, so much
eharm in the details, that one would give a great
ded to be able to carry it away and take it home.

Insde of the Chateau, the insipid Empire style is
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reproduced in every apartment. Almost every room
is adorned with busts of Louis-Philippe and Madame
Addaide. The presnt reigning family has a craze
for being portrayed on canvas. It is the bad taste of
a parvenu, the mania of a grocer who has accumu-
lated money and who enjoys seeing himsdf in red,
white, and yellow, with his watch-charms dangling
over his somach, his bewhiskered chin and his chil-
dren gathered around him.

On one of the towers, and in spite of the most or-
dinary common sense, they have built a glass rotunda
which is used faor a dining-room. True the view
from it is magnificent. But the building presents
s0 shocking an appearance from the outside, that one
would, | should think, prefer to see nothing of the
environs, or else to eat in the kitchen.

In order to go back to the city, we came down
by a tower that was used by carriages to approach
the Chateau. The doping gravelled walk turns around
a gone axle like the steps of a gaircase. The arch is
dark and lighted only by the rays that creep through
the loop-holes. The columns on which the interior
end of the vault rests, are decorated with grotesque
or vulgar subjects. A dogmatic intention seems to
have presded over ther compostion. It would be
well for travelers to begin the ingpection at the bot-
tom, with the Aristofeles equitatus (a subject which
has aready been treated on one of the choir statues
in the Cathedral of Rouen) and reach by degrees a pair
embracing in the manner which both Lucretius and
VAmour Conjugal have recommended. The greater
part of the intermediary subjects have been removed,
to the despair of seekers of comical things, like our-
selves; they have been removed in cold blood, with
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ddiberate intent, for the sake of decency, and be-
cause, as one of the servants of his Mgesty informed
us convincingly, "a great many were improper for
the lady visitors to see'

CHATEAU DE CHENONCEAUX.

A something of infinite suavity and aristocratic
serenity pervades the Chateau de Chenonceaux. It is
situated outside of the village, which keeps at a respect-
fu distance. It can be seen through a large avenue
of trees, and is enclosed by woods and an extensive
park with beautiful lawns. Built on the water, it
proudly uprears its turrets and its square chimneys.
The Cher flows below, and murmurs a the foot of
its arches, the pointed corners of which form eddies
in the tide. It is dl very peaceful and charming,
graceful yet robust. Its cadm is not wearying and its
melancholy has no tinge of bitterness.

One enters through the end of a long, arched hall-
way, which used to be a fencing-room. It is deco-
rated with some armours, which, in spite of the
obvious necessity of their presence, do not shock one's
taste or appear out of place. The whole scheme
of interior decoration is tastefully carried out; the fur-
niture and hangings of the period have been preserved
and cared for intelligently. The great, venerable
mantel-pieces of the sixteenth century do not shelter
the hideous and economical German stoves, which
might easily be hidden in some of them.

In the kitchen, situated in a wing of the castle,
which we visited later, a maid was peding vegetables
and a scullion was washing dishes, while the cook
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was standing in front of the stove, superintending a
reasonable number of shining saucepans. It was dl
very ddightful, and bespoke the idle and intelligent
home life of a gentleman. | like the owners of
Chenonceaux.

In fact, have you not often seen charming old
paintings that make you gaze at them indefinitely,
because they portray the period in which their own-
ers lived, the ballets in which the farthingales of dl
those beautiful pink ladies whirled around, and the
sword-thrusts which those noblemen gave each other
with their rapiers? Here are some temptations of
history. One would like to know whether those
people loved as we do, and what difference existed
between their passions and our own. One would like
them to open their lips and tdl their history, tell us
everything they used to do, no matter how futile,
and what their cares and pleasures used to be. It is
an irritating and seductive curiosity, a dreamy de-
sire for knowledge, such as one feds regarding the
past life of a mistress. . . . But they are deaf to
the questions our eyes put to them, they remain dumb
and motionless in their wooden frames, and we pass
on. The moths attack their canvases, but the latter
are revarnished; and the pictures will smile on when
we are buried and forgotten. And others will come
and gaze upon them, till the day they crumble to
dust; then people will dream in the same old way
before our own likenesses, and ask themselves what
used to happen in our day, and whether life was not
more aluring then.

| should not have spoken again of those handsome
dames, if the large, full-length portrait of Madame
Deshoulteres, in an elaborate white deshabille, (it was
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really a fine picture, and, like the much decried and
sddom read efforts of the poetess, better at the sec-
ond look than at the frst), had not reminded me, by
the expresson of the mouth, which is large, full, and
sensual, of the peculiar coarseness of Madame de
Stad's portrait by Gerard. Wnen 1 saw it two years
ago, at Coppet, in bright sunshine, | could not hdp
being impressed by those red, vinous lips and the
wide, aspiring nostrils. George Sand's face offers a
smilar peculiarity. In al those women who were
half masculine, spirituality revealed itsdf only in the
eyes. All the res remained material.

In point of amusing incidents, there is dill at
Chenonceaux, in Diane de Poitierss room, the wide
canopy bedstead of the royal iavounte, done in white
and red. |If it belonged to me it would be very
hard for me not to use it once in a while. To deep
in the bed of Diane de Poitiers, even though it be
empty, is worth as much as deeping in that of many
more palpable redlitiess Moreover, has it not been
said that al the pleasure in these things was only
imagination ? Then, can you conceive of the peculiar
and higorical voluptuousness, for one who possesses
some imagination, to lay his head on the pillow that
belonged to the migress of Francdis the Firg, and to
gretch hislimbs on he mattress? (Ohl how willingly
| would give al the women in the world for the
mummy of Cleopatral) But | would not dare to
touch, for fear of breaking them, the porcdains be-
longing to Catherine de Medicis, in the dining-room,
nor place my foot in the girrup of Frands the Fird,
for fear it might remain there, nor put my lips to the
mouth-piece of the huge trumpet in the fencing-ioom,
for fear of rupturing my lungs.



CHAPTER IlI.

CHATEAU DE CLISSON.

S N A hill at the foot of which two
g h rivers mingle their waters, in a
#3\ fresh landscape, brightened by the
light colours of the inclined roofs,
that are grouped like many
3" sketches of Hubert, near a water-
fall that turns the wheel of a mill hidden among the
leaves, the Chateau de Clisson raises its battered roof
above the tree-tops. Everything around it is calm and
peaceful. The little dwellings seem to smile as if they
had been built under softer skies; the waters sing their
song, and patches of moss cover a stream over which
hang graceful clusters of foliage. The horizon ex-
tends on one side into a tapering perspective of
meadows, while on the other it rises abruptly and
is enclosed by a wooded valley, the trees of which
crowd together and form a green ocean.

After one crosses the bridge and arrives at the
steep path which leads to the Chateau, one sees,
standing upreared and bold on the moat on which it
is built, a formidable wall, crowned with battered
machicolations and bedecked with trees and ivy, the
luxuriant growth of which covers the grey stones

12)
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and sways in the wind, like an immense green vell
which the lecumbent giant moves dreamily across his
shoulders. The grass is tal and dark, the plants
are drong and hardy; the trunks of the ivy are
twisted, knoUed, and rough, and lift up the walls as
with levers or hold them in the network of ther
branches. In one spot, a tree has grown through the
wall horizontally, and, suspended in the air, has let
its branches radiate around it. The moats, the steep
dope of which is broken by the earth which has de-
tached itsdf from the embankments and the stones
which have fallen from the battlements, have a wide,
deep curve, like hatred and pride and the portal,
with its strong, dightly arched ogive, and its two
bays that raise the drawbridge, looks like a great he-
met with holes in its visor.

When one enters, he is surprised and astonished
at the wonderful mixture of ruins and trees, the ruins
accentuating the freshness of the trees, while the lat-
ter in turn, render more poignant the meancholy of
the rums Here indeed, is the beautiful, eternal, and
brilliant laughter of nature over the skeleton of things;
here is the insolence of he wealth and the deep
grace of her encroachments, and the mdodious inva-
sions of he slence. A grave and pensive enthusasm
fills on€'s soul; one feds that the sap flows in the trees
and that the grass grows with the same grength and
the same rhythm, as the stones crumble and the walls
cave in. A sublime art, in the supreme accord of
secondary discordances, has contrasted the unruly ivy
with the sinuous sweep of the ruins the brambles
with the heaps of crumbling stones, the cdearness of
the atmosphere with the strong projections of the
masses, the colour of the sky with the colour of the
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earth, reflecting each one in the other: that which
was, and that which is. Thus hisory and nature
always reveal, though they may accomplish it in a
crcumscribed spot of the world, the unceasing relation,
the eernal hymen of dying humanity and the grow-
ing daisy; of the gars that glow, and the men who
expire, of the heart that beats and the wave that
rises. And this is 0 dearly indicated here, is so
overwhelming, that one shudders inwardly, as if this
dua life centred in one's own body; so bruta and
immediate is the perception of these harmonies and
developments. For the eye also has its orgies and the
mind its ddights.

At the foot of two large trees, the trunks of which
are intersected, a dream of light floods the grass and
seems like a luminous river, brightening the solitude.
Overhead, a dome of leaves, through which one can
see the sky presenting a vivid contrag of blue,
reverberates a bright, greenish light, which illuminates
the ruins accentuating the deep furrows, intensfying
the shadows, and disclosing al the hidden beauties.
You advance and walk between those walls and
under the trees, wander along the barbicans pass
under the falling arcades from which spring large,
waving plants. The vaults, which contain corpses,
echo under your footfalls, lizards run in the grass,
beetles creep along the walls, the sky is blue, and
the deepy ruins pursue their dream.

With its triple enclosure, its dungeons, its interior
courtyards, its machicolations, its underground pas-
sages, its ramparts piled one upon the other, like a
bark on a bark and a shiddd on a shidd, the ancient
Chateau of the Clissons rises before your mind and is
recongructed. The memory of past existences exudes
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from its walls with the emanations of the nettles and
the coolness of the ivy. In that castle, men altogether
different from us were swayed by passons sronger
than ours, ther hands were brawnier and ther chests
broader.

Long black dgresks ill mark the walls, as in the
time when logs blazed in the eighteen-foot fireplaces.
Symmetrical holes in the masonry indicate the floors
to which one ascended by winding daircases now
crumbling in ruins while their empty doors open
into space. Sometimes a bird, taking flight from its
nest hanging in the branches would pass with soread
wings through the arch of a window, and fly far
away into the country.

At the top of a high, bleek wall, several sguare
bay-windows, of unequal length and postion, let the
pure sky shine through their crossed bars, and the
bright blue, framed by the stone, attracted my eye with
surprisng perssency. The sparrows in the trees
were chirping, and in the mids of it al a cow,
thinking, no doubt, that it was a meadow, grazed
peacefully, her horns sweeping over the grass.

There is a window, a large window that looks out
into a meadow called la prairie des chevaliers. It
was there, from a stone bench carved in the wall,
that the high-born dames of the period watched the
knights urge ther iron-barbed steeds against one
another, and the lances come down on the hemets
and snap, and the men fal to the ground. On a fine
summer day, like to-day, perhaps, when the mill that
enlivens the whole landscape did not exist, when
there were roofs on the walls, and,Flemish hangings,
and oil-cloths on the window-sills, when there was
less grass, and when human voices and rumours filled
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the ar, more than one heart beat with love and
anguish under its red velvet bodice. Beautiful white
hands twitched with fear on the stone, which is now
covered with moss, and the embroidered veils of high
caps fluttered in the wind that plays with my cravat
and that swayed the plumes of the knights.

We went down into the vaults where Jean V
was imprisoned. In the men's dungeon we saw the
large double hook that was used for executions, and
we touched curioudy with our fingers the door of the
women's prison It is about four inches thick and
is plated with heavy iron bars In the middle is
a little grating that was used to throw in whatever
was necessary to prevent the captive from sarving.
It was this grating which opened insead of the door,
which, being the mouth of the most terrible confes
sons, was one of those that always closed but never
opened. In those days there was red hatred. If you
hated a person, and he had been kidnapped by sur-
prise or traitoroudy trapped in an interview, and was
in your power, you could torture him at your own
sweet will. Every minute, every hour, you could
delight in his anguish and drink histears. You could
go down into his cdl and speak to him and bargain
with him, laugh at his tortures, and discuss his ran-
som; you could live on and off him, through his
slowly ebbing life and his plundered treasures.  Your
whole cagtle, from the top of the towers to the bot-
tom of the trenches, weighed on him, crushing and
burying him; and thus family revenges were accom-
plished by the family itsdf, a fact which constituted
their potency and symbolised the idea.

Sometimes, however, when the wretched prisoner
was an arigocrat and a wealthy man, and he was
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near death, and one was tired of him, and his tears
had acted upon the hatred of his master like refresh-
ing bleedings, there was tak of releasing him. The
captive promised everything; he would return the
fortified towns, hand over the keys to his best cities,
give his daughter in marriage, endow churches and
journey on foot to the Holy Sepulchre. And money |
Money! Why, he would have more of it coined by
the Jews! Then the treaty would be signed and
dated and counter-signed; the relics would be brought
forth to be sworn on, and the prisonei would be a
free man once more. He would jump on his horse,
galop away, and when he reached home he would
order the drawbridge hoisted, cal his vassas together,
and take down his sword from the wall. His hatred
would find an outlet in terrific explosions of wrath.
It was the time of frightful passions and victorious
rages. The oath? The Pope would free him from it,
and the ransom he simply ignored.

When Clisson was imprisoned in the Chateau de
THermine, he promised for his freedom a hundred
thousand francs worth of gold, the restitution of the
towns belonging to the duke of Penthtevre, and the
cancelling of his daughter Marguerite's betrothal to
the Duke of Penthtevre. But as soon as he was set
free, he began by attacking Chateladren, Guingamp,
Lamballe and St. Mao, which cities either were taken
or they capitulated. But the people of Brittany paid
for the fun.

When Jean V. was captured by the Count of Pen-
thtevre at the bridge of Loroux, he promised a ran-
som of one million; he promised his eldest daughter,
who was dready betrothed to the King of Sicily.

He promised Montcontour, Sesson and Jugan, etc.,
7-1
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but he gave ndther his daughter nor the money, nor
the cities. He had promised to go to the Holy Sepulchre.
He acquitted himsdf of this by proxy. He had taken
an oath that he would no longer levy taxes and sub-
sidies. The Pope freed him from this pledge. He
had promised to give NotreDame de Nantes his
weight in gold; but as he weighed nearly two hun-
dred pounds, he remained greatly indebted. With all
that he was able to pick up or snatch away, he quickly
formed a league and compelled the house of Penthtevre
to buy the peace which they had sold to him.

On the other side of the SEvre, a forest coversthe
hill with its fresh, green maze of trees, it isla
Garenne, a park that is beautiful in itsdf, in spite
of the artifidal embelishments that have been intro-
duced. M. Semat, (the father of the present owner),
was a painter of the Empire and a laureate, and he
tried to reproduce to the best of his ability that cold
Italian, republican, Roman style, which was so popu-
lar in the time of Canova and of Madame de SaS.
In those days people were inclined to be pompous and
noble. They used to place chisdled urns on graves
and paint everybody in a flowing cloak, and with long
hair; then Corinne sang to the accompaniment of her
lyre besde Oswald, who wore Russan boots; and it
Was thought proper to have everybody's head adorned
with a profuson of dishevelled locks and to have a
multitude of ruins in every landscape.

This style of embdlishment abounds throughout
La Garenne. There is a temple erected to Vedta,
and directly opposte it another erected to Friend-
ship. . . .

Inscriptions, artifidal rocks, factitious ruins, are
scattered lavishly, with artlessness and conviction.
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* But the poeticd riches centre in the grotto
of Heolse, a sort of naturd dolmen on the bank of
the Sevre.

Why have people made Hdolss who was
such a great and noble figure, gopear commonplace
and dlly, the prototype of dl crossed loves and the
narrow ided of sentimental schoolgirls? The unfor-
tunate midress of the great Abdad desarved a better
fae, for she loved him with devoted admiration, d-
though he was hard and taciturn at times and spared
her neither bitterness nor blows. She dreeded offend-
ing him more than she dreaded offending God, and
grove harder to pleese him. She did not wish him
to mary her, because she thought that "it was
wrong and deplorable that the one whom nature hed
cregted for dl should be gppropriated by one

woman." She found, she sad, "more happiness in
the gppdlation of mistress or concubine, than in that of
wife or empress,” and by humiliating hersdf in him,
she hoped to gain a stronger hald over his heart

The park is redly ddightful. Alleys wind through
the woods and clugters of trees bend over the mean-
dering stream.  You can hear the bubbling water and
fed the coolness of the foliage. If we were irritated
by the bad taste digplayed here, it was because we
hed just left Clisson, which has a red, smple, and
solid beauty, and dter dl, this bad taste is not that
of our contemporaries. But what is, in fact, bad
taste? Invaiadly it is the taste of the period which
has preceded ours. Bad taste a the time of Ronsard
was represented by Marot; a the time of Boileau, by
Ronsard; a the time of Voltaire, by Cornelle, and by
Voltare in the day of Chateaubriand, whom many
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people nowadays begin to think a trifle weak, O
men of taste in future centuries, le¢ me recommend
you the men of taste of to-day 1 You will laugh at
ther cramps ther superb disdain, ther preference for
veal and milk, and the faces they make when under-
done meat and too ardent poetry is served to them.
Everything that is beautiful will then appear ugly;
everything that is graceful, stupid; everything that is
rich, poor; and oh! how our ddightful boudoirs, our
charming salons, our exquisite costumes, our palpitat-
ing plays, our intereting novels, our serious books
will all be consigned to the garret or be used for old
pape and manurel O pogerity, above al things do
not forget our gothic salons, our Renaissance furniture,
M. Pasquier's discourses, the shape of our hats and
the aesthetics of La Revue des Deux Mondes

While we were pondering upon these lofty philo-
sophical considerations, our wagon had hauled us over
to Tiffanges. Seated side by sidein a sort of tin tub,
our weight crushed the tiny horse, which swayed to
and fro between the dhafts It was like the twitch-
ing of an ed in the body of a musk-rat. Going down
hill pushed him forward, going up hill pulled him
backward, while uneven places in the road threw him
from side to side, and the wind and the whip lashed
him alternately. The poor brute!l | cannot think of
him now without a certain feding of remorse.

The road down hill is curved and its edges are
covered with clumps of sea-rushes or large patches of
a certain reddish moss. To the right, on an emi-
nence that darts from the bottom of the dale and
swells in the middle like the carapace of a tortoise,
one perceives high, unequal walls, the crumbling tops
of which appear one above ancther.



OVER STRAND AND FIELD 21

One follows a hedge, climbs a path, and enters an
open portal which has sunken into the ground to the
depth of one third of its ogive. The men who used to
pass through it on horseback would be obliged to
bend over their saddles in order to enter it to-day.
When the earth is tired of supporting a monument,
it swells up undernesath it, creeps up to it like a wave,
and while the sky causes the top to crumble away,
the ground obliterates the foundations. The court-
yard was deserted and the calm water that filled the
moats remained motionless and flat under the pond-
lilies.

The sky was white and cloudless, but without
sunshine. Its bleak curve extended fa away, cover-
ing the country with a cold and cheerless monotony.
Not a sound could be heard, the birds did not sing,
even the horizon was mute, and from the empty fur-
rows came neither the scream of the crows as they soar
heavenward, nor the soft creaking of plough-wheels.
We climbed down through brambles and underbrush
into a deep and dark trench, hidden at thefoot of a large
tower, which stands in the water surrounded by reeds.
A lone window opens on one side: a dark sguare
rlieved by the grey line of its stone crossbar. A
capricious cluster of wild honeysuckle covers the dl,
and its maze of perfumed blossoms cregps along the
walls. When one looks up, the openings of the big
machicolations reveal only a part of the sky, or some
little, unknown flower which has nestled in the bat-
tlement, its seed having been wafted there on a
sgormy day and left to sprout in the cracks of the
stones.

Presently, a long, balmy breeze swept over us like
a digh, and the trees in the moats, the moss on the
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stones, the reeds in the water, the plants among
the ruins, and the ivy, which covered the tower from
top to bottom with a layer of shining leaves, all
trembled and shook their foliage, the corn in the
fidds rippled in endless waves that again and again
bent the swaying tops of the ears; the pond wrinkled
and welled up againg the foot of the tower; the
leaves of the ivy all quivered at once, and an apple-
tree in bloom covered the ground with pink blossoms.

Nothing, nothing! The open sky, the growing
grass, the passing wind. No ragged child tending a
browsing cow; not even, as esewhere, some soli-
tary goat sticking its shaggy head through an aperture
in the walls to turn at our approach and flee in terror
through the bushes, not a song-bird, not a ned,
not a sound! This cadle is like a ghost: mute and
cold, it stands abandoned in this deserted place, and
looks accursed and replete with terrifying recollec-
tions. Sill, this meancholy dwelling, which the owls
now seem to avoid, was once inhabited. In the
dungeon, between four walls as livid as the bottom
of an old drinking-trough, we were able to discover
the traces of five floors. A chimney, with its two
round pillars and black top, has remained suspended
in the ar at a height of thirty feet. Earth has accu-
mulated on it, and plants are growing there as if it
were a jardiniere

Beyond the second enclosure, in a ploughed fidd,
one can recognise the ruins of a chapd by the broken
shafts of an ogive portal. Grass has grown around
it, and trees have replaced the columns. Four hundred
years ago, this chapd was filled with ornaments of
gold coth and dlk, censers, chanddiers, chalices,
crosses, precious stones, gold vessels and vases, a
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choir of thirty singers, chaplains muscians, and chil-
dren sang hymns to the accompaniment of an organ
which they took along with them when they travelled.
They were dad in scarlet garments lined with pearl
grey and vair. There was one whom they caled
archdeacon, and another whom they called bishop,
and the Pope was asked to allow them to wear
mitres like canons, far this chapd was the chapd,
and this castle one of the casles of Gilles de Laval,
lord of Rouci, of Montmorency, of Retz and of Craon,
lieutenant-general of the Duke of Brittany and fidd*
marshal of France, who was burned at Nantes on the
25th of October, 1440, in the Pree de la Maddene
for being a counterfeiter, a murderer, a magician, an
athelst and a Sodomite,

He possessed more than one hundred thousand
crowns® worth of furniture an income of thirty thou-
sand pounds a year, the profits of his fiefs and his
sdary as fidd-maishal; fifty magnificently appointed
horsemen escorted him. He kept open house, served
the rares viands and the oldest wines at his board,
and gave representations of myseries, as cities
used to do when a king was within ther gates.
When his money gave out, he sold his estates; when
those were gone, he looked around for more gold,
and when he had destroyed his furnaces, he called on
the devil. He wrote him that he would give him 4l
that he possessed, excepting his life and his soul. He
made sacrifices, gave alms and ingtituted ceremonies
in his honour. At night, the bleak walls of the castle
lighted up by the glare of the .torches that flared
amid bumpers of rare wines and gipsy jugglers, and
blushed hotly under the unceasing breath of magical
bellows. The inhabitants invoked the devil, joked
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with death, murdered children, enjoyed frightful and
atrocious pleasures;, blood flowed, instruments played,
everything echoed with voluptuousness, horror, and
madness.

When he expired, four or five damsds had his
body removed from the stake, laid out, and taken to
the Carmdites, who, after performing the cusomary
services, buried him in state

On one of the bridges of the Loire reates Gu6pin,
opposite the H6td de la Boule-d'Or, an expiatory
monument was erected to his memory. It was a
niche containing the satue of the Bonne Vierge de crlc
lait, who had the power of creating milk in nurses;
the good people offered her butter and dmilar rugtic
products. The niche gill exists, but the datue is
gone; the same as at the town-house, where the
casket which contained the heart of Queen Anne is
also empty. But we did not care to see the casket;
we did not even give it a thought. | should have
preferred gazing upon the trousers of the marsha of
Retz to looking at the heart of Madame Anne de
Bretagne.



CHAPTER III.

CARNAC.

=% HE fidd of Carnac Is a large, open

space where eleven rows of black

stones are aligned at symmetrical

N\ intervals. They diminish in size

f as they recede from the ocean.

=< Cambry asserts that there were four

thoumd of th&e rocks and Frdminville has counted

twelve hundred of them. They are certainly very
numer ous.

What was their use? Was it a temple?

One day Saint Cornille, pursued along the shore
by soldiers, was about to jump into the ocean, when
he thought of changing them all into stone, and forth-
with the men were petrified. But this explanation
was good only for fools, little children, and poets.
Other people looked for better reasons.

In the sixteenth century, OlaOs Magnus, archbishop
of Upsal (who, banished to Rome, wrote a book on
the antiquities of his country that met with widespread
success except in his native land, Sweden, where
it was not trandated), discovered that, when these
stones form one long, draight row, they cover the
bodies of warriors who died while fighting duels;
(25)
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that those arranged in squares are consecrated to
heroes that perished in battle that those disposed
in a crcle are family graves, while those that form
corners or angular figures are the tombs of horsemen
or foot-soldiers, and more especially of those fighters
whose party had triumphed. All this is quite dear,
but OlaQs Magnus has forgotten to tdl us how two
cousins who killed each other in a dud on horse
back could have been buried. The fact of the dud
required that the stones be draight; the redationship
required that they be circular; but as the men were
horsemen, it seems as if the stones ought to have
been arranged sguardy, though this rule it is true,
was not formal, as it was applied only to those whoss
party had triumphed. O good Olaus Magnus Yov
mugt have liked Monte-Pulciano exceeding well!  Ano
how many draughts of it did it take for you to ac-
quire al this wonderful knowledge?

According to a certain English doctor named Bor-
lase, who had observed smilar stones in Cornouailles.
"they buried soldiers there, in the very place where
they died." As if, usually, they were carted to the
cemetery! And he builds his hypothesis on the fol-
lowing comparison: ther graves are on a draight
ling, like the front of an army on plains that were
the scene of some great action.

Then they tried to bring in the Greeks, the Egyp-
tians, and the Cochin Chinesel There is a Karnac in
Egypt, they said, and one on the coast of Brittany.
Now, it is probable that this Karnac descends from
the Egyptian one; it is quite certain! In Egypt they
are sphinxes;, here they are rocks, but in both in-
stances they are of stone. So it would seem that the
Egyptians (who never travelled), came to this coast (of
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the existence of which they were ignorant), founded
a colony (they never founded any), and It these crude
statues (they produced such beautiful ones), as a posi-
tive proof of ther sojourn in this country (which
nobody mentions).

People fond of mythology thought them the col-
umns of Hercules, people fond of natura higory
thought them a representation of the python, because,
according to Pausanias, a smilar heap of stones, on
the road from Thebes to Elissonte, was called "the
serpent's head," and especially because the rows of
stones at Carnac present the sinuosities of a serpent.
People fond of cosmography discovered a zodiac, like
M. de Cambry, who recognised in those eleven rows
of stones the twelve signs of the zodiac, "for it must
be stated,” he adds, "that the ancient Gauls had only
eleven signs to the zodiac."

Subsequently, a member of the Inditute conjec-
tured that it might perhaps be the cemetery of the
Venetians, who inhabited Vannes, stuated six miles
from Carnac, and who founded Venice, as everybody
knows. Another man wrote that these Venetians,
conquered by Caesr, erected al those rocks solely in
a soirit of humility and in order to honour ther victor.
But people were getting tired of the cemetery theory,
the serpent and the zodiac; they set out again and
this time found a Druidic temple.

The few documents that we possess, scattered
through Pliny and Dionysius Cassius, agree in stating
that the Druids chose dark places for their ceremo-
nies, like the depths of the woods with "their vast
slence” And as Carnac is Stuated on the coast, and
surrounded by a barren country, where nothing but
these gentlemen's fancies has ever grown, the first
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grenadier of France, but not, in my egtimation, the
cleverest man, followed by Pdloutier and by M. Mahe,
(canon of the cathedral of Vannes), concluded that
it was "a Druidic temple in which political meetings
must also have been hed."

But al had not been said, and it ill remained to
be discovered of what use the empty spaces in the
rows could have been. "Let us look for the reason,
a thing nobody has ever thought of before” cried M.
Mah6, and, quoting a sentence from Pomponius Mda:
"The Druids teach the nobility many things and in-
gruct them secretly in caves and forests;” and this
one from Tucain: "You dwel in tall forests" he
reached the conclusion that the Drufds not only of-
ficated at the sanctuaries, but that they also lived
and taught in them. "So the monument of Car-
nac being a sanctuary, like the Gallic foreds, (O
power of Induction! where are you leading Father
Mahe canon of Vannes and correspondent of the
Academy of Agriculture at Poitiers?), there is reason
to believe that the intervals, which bresk up the rows
of stones, hedd rows of houses where the Druids
lived with their families and numerous pupils, and
where the heads of the nation, who, on dgate days,
betook themselves to the sanctuary, found comfortable
lodgings. Good old Druidsl Excelent ecclesiastics!
How they have been calumnied! They lived there so
righteoudy with their families and numerous pupils,
and even were amiable enough to prepare lodgings
for the principals of the nation!

But at las came a man imbued with the genius of
ancient things and disdainful of trodden paths. He was
able to recognize the rests of a Roman camp, and,
grangey enough, the rests of one of the camps of
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Caesr, who had had these stones upreared only to
serve as support for the tents of his soldiers and pre-
vent them from being blown away by the wind.
What gales there mugt have been in those days, on
the coasts of Armoncal

The honest writer who, to the glory of the great
Julius, discovered this sublime precaution, (thus re-
turning to Caesr that which never belonged to Caesar),
was a former pupil of I'ficole Polytechnique, an en-
gineer, a M. de la Sauvagere. The collection of all
these data constitutes what is called Celtic Arche-
ology, the mysteries of which we shall presently dis-
close.

A stone placed en ancther one is called a " dolmen*
whether it be horizontal or perpendicular. A group
of upright stones covered by succeeding flat stones,
and forming a series of dolmens, is a " fairy grotto,”
a "fairy rock,” a "devil's sable or a "giant's
palace"; for, like the people who serve the same
wine unde different labds, the Cdto-maniacs, who
had almost nothing to offer, decorated the same
things with various names. When these stones form
an dlipse, and have no head-covering, one mug say:
There is a "cromlech”; when one perceives a stone
laid horizontally upon two upright stones, one is con-
fronted by a "lichaven" or a "trilithe” Often two
enormous rocks are put one on top of the other, and
touch only at one point, and we read that "they are
balanced in such a way that the wind alone is suffi-
cient to make the upper rock sway perceptibly,” an
assertion which | do not dispute, although | am
rather suspicious of the Cdtic wind, and although
these swaying rocks have always remained unshaken
in spite of the fierce kicks | was artless enough to
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give them; they are called "rolling or rolled stones,”
"turned or transported stones/' "stones that dance
or dancing stones" "stones that twist or twisting
stones.” You mug ill learn what a pierre fichade,
a pierre fiche, a pierre fixte are, and what is meant
by a haute borne, a pierre latte and a pierre lait; in
what a pierre fonte differs from a pierre fiette, and
what connection there is between a chaire d diable
and a pierre droite; then you will be as wise as ever
were Pdloutier, DSric, Latour d'Auvergne, Penhoet
and others, not forgetting Mah6 and FrSminville Now,
al this means a pulvan, also called a men-hir, and
designates nothing more than a stone of greater or
lesser size, placed by itsdf in an open fidd.

1 was about to forget the tumulil Those that are
composed of silica and soil are called "barrows' in
high-flown language, while the smple heaps of
stones are " gals-gals."

People have pretended that when they were not
tombs the " dolmens" and "trilithes' were atars, that
the "fairy rocks' were assembling places or sepultures,
and that the business meetings at the time of the Druids
were hed in the "cromlechs” M. de Cambry saw in
the "swaying rocks' the emblems of the suspended
world. The "barrows' and "gals-gals’ have un-
doubtedly been tombs, and as for the "men-hirs"
people went 0 far as to pretend that they had a
forom which led to the deduction that a certain cult
reigned throughout lower Brittany. O chaste immod-
esty of science, you respect nothing, not even a
peulvenl

A reverie, no matter how undefined, may lead up
to splendid creations, when it darts from a fixed
point Then the imagination, like a soaring hippo-
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griff, ssamps the earth with al its might and journeys
straightway towards infinite regions. But when it ap-
plies itself to a subject devoid of plagtic art and history,
and tries to extract a science from it, and to recon-
druct a world, it remains even poorer and more bar-
ren than the rough stone to which the vanity of some
praters has lent a shape and dignified with a history.

To reurn to the stones of Carnac (or rather, to
leave them), if anyone should, after all these opinions,
ak me mine, | would emit an irresstible, irrefutable,
incontestable one, which would make the tents of M.
de la Sauvagere stagger, blanch the face of the Egyp-
tian PenhoSt, breek up the zodiac of Cambry and
smash the python into a thousand bits. This is my
opinion: the stones of Carnac are smply large stones |

So we returned to the inn and dined heartily, for
our five hours tramp had sharpened our appetites.
We were served by the hostess, who had large blue
eyes, deicate hands, and the sweet face of a nun. It
was not yet bedtime, and it was too dark to work,
so we went to the church.

This is small, although it has a nave and side-
aides like a city church. Short, thick stone pillars
support its wooden rodf, painted in blue, from which
hang miniature vessels, votive offerings that were
promised during raging storms. Spiders cregp along
their sails and the riggings are rotting under the
dust. No service was being held, and the lamp in
the choir burned dimly in its cup filled with yellow
oil; overhead, through the open windows of the
darkened vault, came broad rays of white light and
the sound of the wind rugtling in the tree-tops. A
man came in to put the chairs in order, and placed
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two candles in an iron chanddier riveted to the stone
pillar; then he pulled into the middle of the aide a sort
of dretcher with a pedestal, its black wood <ained
with large white spots. Other people entered the
church, and a priest cdad in his surplice passed us.
There was the intermittent tinkling of a bdl and then
the door of the church opened wide. The jangling
sound of the little bel mingled with the tones of an-
other and their sharp, dear tones swelled louder as
they came nearer and nearer to us.

A cart drawn by oxen appeared and halted in
front of the church. It hdd a corpse, whose dull
white feet protruded from under the winding-sheet
like bits of washed alabager, while the body itsdf
had the uncertain form peculiar to dressed corpses.
The crowd around was slent. The men bared ther
heads;, the priet shook his holy-water sprinkler and
mumbled orisons, and the pair of oxen swung ther
heads to and fro under the heavy, creaking yoke.
The church, in the background of which gleamed a
dar, formed one huge shadow in the greenish outdoor
atmosphere of a rainy twilight, and the child who
hdd a light on the threshold had to keep his hand
in front of it to prevent the wind from blowing it
out.

They lifted the body from the cart, and in doing
0 druck its head againgt the pole. They carried it
into the church and placed it on the dretcher. A
crowd of men and women followed. They knet on
the floor, the men near the corpse, and the women
a little farther away, near the door; then the service
began.

It did not last very long, at least it impressed us
that way, for the low psalmodies were recited rapidly
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and drowned now and then by a gifled sob which
came from under the black hoods near the door.
A hand touched me and 1 drew asde to let a bent
woman pass. With her cenched figs on her bread,
and face averted, she advanced without appearing to
move her feet, eager to see, yet trembling to behold,
and reached the row of lights which bur/ied beside
the bier. Sowly, very dlowly, lifting up he am as
if to hide hersdf under it, she turned he head on
her shoulder and sank in a heap on a chair, as limp
as her garments.

By the light of the candles, | could see he garing
eyes, framed by lids that looked as if they had been
scalded, 0 red were they; he idiotic and contracted
mouth, trembling with despair, and he whole pitiful
face, which was drenched with tears.

The corpse was that of he hushand, who had
been lot at sea; he had been washed ashore and
was now being laid to red.

The cemetery adjoined the church. The mourners
passed into it through a sdedoor, while the corpse
was being nailed in its coffin, in the vestry. A fine
ran moistened the atmosphere; we fdt cold; the
earth was dippery and the grave-diggers who had
not completed ther task, found it hard to raise the
heavy soil, for it stuck to ther shovels. In the back-
ground, the women kneding in the grass, throwing
back their hoods and ther big white caps, the sarched
wings of which fluttered in the wind, appeared at a
digance like an immense winding-sheet hovering over
the earth.

When the corpse reappeared, the prayers began
again, and the sobs broke out anew, and could be

heard through the dropping rain.
7-14
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Not far from us, issued, at regular intervals, a sort
of subdued gurgle that sounded like laughter. In any
other place, a person hearing it would have thought
it the repressad explosion of some overwhelming joy
or the paroxysm of a ddirious happiness. It was the
widow, weeping. Then she walked to the edge of
the grave, as did the rest of the mourners, and little
by little, the soil assumed its ordinary level and
everybody went home.

As we walked down the cemetery steps, a young
fellow passed us and said in French to a companion:
"Heavens! didn't the felow stink! He is almost
completely mortified! It isn't surprising, though, after
being in the water three weeks!"

One morning we darted as on other mornings;
we chose the same road, and passed the hedge of
young ems and the doping meadow where the day
before we had seen a little girl chasing cattle to the
drinking-trough; but it was the lag day, and the lagt
time perhaps, that we should pass that way.

A muddy sretch of land, into which we sank up
to our ankles, extends from Carnac to the village of
PO. A boat was waiting for us; we entered it, and
they hoisted the sail and pushed off. Our sailor, an
old man with a cheerful face sat aft; he fagened a
line to the gunwale and let his peaceful boat go its
own way. Therewas hardly any wind; the blue sea
was cam and the narrow track the rudder ploughed
in the waters could be seen for a long time. The
old fellow was talkative, he spoke of the priests
whom he didiked, of meat, which he thought was a
good thing to eat even on fag days, of the work he
had had when he was in the navy, and of the shots
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he had receved when he was a customs officer.

The boat glided along slowly, the line fol-
Iowed us and the end of the tape-cul hung in the
water .

The mile we had to walk in order to go from
Saint-Pierre to Quiberon was quickly covered, in
spite of a hilly and sandy road, and the sun, which
made our shoulders smart beneath the draps of our
bags, and a number of " men-hirs" that were scattered
along the route.



CHAPTER V.

QUIBERON.

¥ N QUIBERON, we breskfagted at old
@ Rohan Bdlelde's, who keeps the
Hotd Penthtevre. This gentleman
had his bare fest suck in old
dippers, on account of the heat,
and was drinking with a mason,
afact which does not prevent him from being the
descendant of one of the first families of Europe, an
arigocrat of the old stock! a real arigocrat! Vive
Ditut He immediately set to work to pound a steak
and to cook us some lobsters. Our pride was flat-
tered to its innermogt fibre

The pag of Quiberon is concentrated in a mas
sacre. Its greatest curiosity is a cemetery, which is
filled to its utmost capacity and overflows into the
street. The head-stones are crowded together and in-
vade and submerge one another, as if the corpses
were uncomfortable in their graves and had lifted up
their shoulders to escape from them. It suggests a
perified ocean, the tombs being the waves, and the
crosses the masts of shipwrecked vessels.

In the middle, an open ossuary contains skeletons
that have been exhumed in order to make room for

(36
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other corpses. Who has said: "Life is a hosdry,
and the grave is our home?" But these corpses do
not remain in ther graves, for they are only tenants
and are ¢gected at the expiration of the lease
Around this charnd-house, where the heaps of bones
resemble a mass of fagots, is arranged, breast-high,
a series of little black boxes, six inches square, sur-
mounted by a cross and cut out in the shape of 1
heart in front, so that one can see the skulls inside.
Above the heart-shaped opening are the following
words in painted letters. "This is the head of ——
——, deceased on such and such a day, in such and
such a year." These heads belonged to persons of a
certain standing, and one would be consdered an
ungrateful son if, after seven years, he did nat give
his parents skulls the luxury of one of these little
black boxes. The remainder of the bodies is thrown
into the bone-house, and twenty-five years afterwards
the heads are sent to join them. A few years ago
they tried to abolish the custom; but a riot ensued
and the practice continued.

Perhaps it is wicked to play with those round
skulls which once contained a mind, with those
empty circles in which passon throbbed. Those
boxes aurrounding the ossuary and scattered over the
graves, over the wall and in the grass, without any
attempt at order, may appear horrible to a few and
ridiculous to many; but those black cases rotting
even as the bones blanch and crumble to dust; those
skulls, with noses eaten away and foreheads streaked
by the dimy trails of snails, and hollow, staring eyes;
those thigh-bones piled up as in the great charnd-
houses mentioned in the Bible those pieces of skulls
tying around filled with earth, in which a flower
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springs up sometimes and grows through the holes of
the eyes; even the wvulgarity of those inscriptions,
which are as gmilar as the corpses they identify — all
this human rottenness appeared beautiful to us, and
procured us a splendid sight.

If the post of Auray had arrived, we should have
darted at once for Belle-lde; but they were waiting
for it. Trandent sailors with bare arms and open
shirts sat in the kitchen of the inn, drinking to pass
away the time.

"At what time is the post due here in Auray ?"

"That depends; usually at ten o'clock," replied the
innkeeper.

"No, at eleven," put in a man.

" At twelve," said M. de RoHan.

" At one."

"At half-pag one."

" Sometimes it doesn't reach here until two o'clock.”

"It isn't very regular!"

We were aware of that; it was already three. We
could not gart before the arrival of this ill-fated mes-
senger, which brings Bdlellde the despatches from
terra Jirma, so we had to resign oursdves. Once in
a while some one would get up, go to the door, look
out, come back, and dart up again. Oh! he will
not come to-day.—He must have stopped on the
way.— Let's go home—No, let's wait for him.—If,
however, you are tired of waiting gentlemen. .
After all, there may not be any letters. . . . No,
jug wait a little longer.— Oh! here he comes!—But
it was some one else, and the dialogue would begin
al over again.

At last we heard the beating of tired hoofs on the
cobblestones, the tinkling of oells, the cracking of a
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whip and a man's voice shouting: "Ho! Ho! Herées
the post! Herées the post!"

The horse stopped in front of the door, hunched
its back, dretched its neck, opened its mouth, dis-
closed its teeth, soread its hind legs and rose on its
hocks.

The animal was lean and tall, and had a moth-
eaten mane, rough hoofs and loose shoes;, a seton
bobbed up and down on its breas. Log in a sad-
dle that swallowed him up, supported at the back
by a valise and in front by the mail-bag, which was
passed through the saddle-bow, its rider sat huddled
on it like a monkey. His amall face, adorned with
straggling blond whiskers and as wrinkled and rough
as a winter apple, was hidden by a large oail-cloth
hat lined with fdt; a sort of gray coutil coat was
drawn up to his hips and bagged around his ssomach,
while his trousers stopped at the knees and disclosed
his bare legs reddened by the rubbing of the stirrup-
straps, and his blue hose, which hung over his shoes.
The harness was hdd together with srings, the
rider's clothes had been mended with threads of dif-
ferent colours; all sorts of patches and al kinds of
spots, torn linen, greasy leather, dried mud, recent
dugt, hanging straps, bright rags, a dirty man and a
mangy horse, the lormer sickly and perspiring, the
latter consumptive and almost spent; the one with
his whip and the other with its bells—all this formed
but one object which had the same colour and move-
ment and executed almogt the same gestures, which
searved the same purpose, the conducting of the
Auray post.

After another hour, when all the packages and
commissions had been attended to and we had
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waited for several passengers who were to come, we
finally left the inn and went aboard. At firg there was
nothing but a confused mass of people and luggage,
oars that caused us to stumble, sails that dropped
on our heads, men faling over each other and not
knowing where to go; then everything quieted down,
each one found his nook, the luggage was put in the
bottom of the boat, the sailors got on the benches,
and the passengers seated themselves as best they
could.

There was no breeze and the sails clung limply to
the masts. The heavy boat hardly moved over the
amog motionless sea, which swelled and subsided
with the gentle rhythm of a deeping bread.

Leaning againg one of the gunwales, we gazed
at the water, which was as blue and cam as the sky,
and listened to the splashing of the oars;, sitting in
the shadow of the sail, the six rowers lifted ther
oars regularly to make the forward stroke, and when
they dipped them into the water and brought them
up again, drops of crystal clung to their paddies.
Reclining on the draw, or dtting on the benches,
with their legs dangling and their chins in ther
hands, or leaning against the sides of the boat, be-
tween the big jambs of the hull, the tar of which was
melting in the heat, the slent passengers hung their
heads and closed ther eyes to shut out the glare of
the sun, that shone on the flat ocean as on a mirror.

A white-haired man was deeping at my fed, a
gendarme was sweltering under his three-cornered hat,
and two soldiers had unfagtened their knapsacks and
used them as pillows. Near the bowsprit stood a
cabin-boy looking into the stay-sail and whistling for
wiid, while the <kipper remained aft and man-
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aged the tiller. Sill no wind arose. Orders were
given to haul in the sails; slowly and gently they
came down and fdl in a heap on the benches; then
each sailor took off his waistcoat, stowed it away
under the bow of the boat, and the men began to
row again with all their might.

Our departure had been so ddayed that there was
hardly any water left in the harbour and we had
great difficulty in landing. Our boat grated on the
pebbles, and in order to leave it, we were compdled
to walk on an oar as if it were a tight-rope.

Ensconced between the citadd and its ramparts,
and cut in two by an almost empty port, the Palay
appeared to us a useless little town overcome with
military ennui, and put me in mind, | do not know
why, of a gaping sous-officier.

One fails to see the low-crowned, broad-brimmed
black fdt hats of Le Morbihan, that give protection to
the shoulders as well as the head. The women do
not affect the big, white caps that stand out from
ther faces, and reach down ther backs like those
worn by the nuns so that when worn by little
girls they cover half of their bodies. Ther gowns
are made without the wide dripe of velvet applied
on each shoulder and rounding away under the arms.
Nor do they wear the low shoes with sguare toes,
high heels, and long black ribbon sreamers. Here
as elsawhere, we found faces that resemble other
faces, costumes that redlly are no costumes at all,
cobblestones, and even a sdewalk.

Was it worth while to expose oursaves to sea-
sickness (which, by the way, we escaped, a fact
that inclined us to leniency), only to see a citadd that
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we do not admire, a lighthouse that did not appea
to us in the least, and a rampart built by Vauban,
of whom we were already heartily tired ? But people
had spoken to us of Belle-ld€e's rocks. So we started
at once, and taking a short cut across the fields,
walked to the beach.

We saw one grotto, only one (the day was near
its close), but it appeared so beautiful to us (it was
draped with sea-weed and decorated with shells, and
water dripped from the top), that we resolved to
spend a day in Belelde, in order to discover more
of them, if there were any, and feast our eyes leisurely
upon their beauties.

The following day, a dawn, having filled our
flasks and put some sandwiches in our knapsacks,
we decided to go where we pleased; so, without a
guide or information of any sort (this is the best
way), we set out to walk, having resolved that we
would go anywhere, provided it were far, and would
return home at any time, provided it were late.

We began by a path which led to the top of a
diff, then followed its asperities and valleys and con-
tinued around the whole island. When we reached
places where landdips had obliterated it, we struck
out into the country and let our eyes roam over the
horizon of the sea, the deep blue line of which
touched the sky; then we waked back to the edge
of the rocks, whcih had suddenly reappeared a our
side. The perpendicular diff, the top of which we
were treading, conceadled the flank of the rocks, and
we could only hear the roaring of the breakers
below us.

Sometimes the rock was split in its entire length,
disclosing its two amost straight sides, dreaked



OVER STRAND AND FIELD 43

with layers of dlica, with tufts of yellow flowers
scattered here and there. If we threw a stone, it
appeared suspended in the air for a time, would then
strike the sides of the diff, rebound from the one to
the other, break into a thousand bits, scattering
earth and pebbles in its course, and findly land at
the bottom of the pit, where it frightened the cormo-
rants, which shrieked and took flight.

Freguent storms and thaws have pushed a part of
the upper grounds into these gorges, and so their
steep slope has grown less abrupt, and one is able to
climb down to the bottom. We attempted to do so
by dliding down like children, holding ourselves back
with our hands and feet, and finaly we landed safely
on the soft, wet sand.

The tide was going out, but in order to be able
to pass, we had to wait until the breakers receded.
We watched them approach us. They dashed against
the rocks, swirled in the crevices, rose like scarfs on
the wind, fdl back in drops and sprays, and with
one long, sweeping libration, gathered their green
waters together and retreated. When one wave
left the sand, its currents immediately joined, and
sought lower levels. The sea-weed moved its dimy
branches; the water bubbled between the pebbles,
oozed through the cracks of the rocks and formed a
thousand rivulets and fountains. The drenched sand
absorbed it dl, and soon its yellow tint grew white
again through the drying action of the sun.

As soon as we could, we jumped over the rocks
and continued on our way. Soon, however, they in-
creased in numbers, their weird groups being crowded
together, piled up and overturned on one another.
We tried to hold on with our hands and feet, but we
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did on their dippery asperities. The diff was so
Yeay high that it quite frightened us to look up at
it Although it crushed us by its formidable placid-
ity, «ill it fascinated us, for we could not help look-
ing at it and it did not tire our eyes.

A swallow passed us and we watched its flight;
it came from the sea; it ascended slowly through the
air, cutting the luminous, fluid atmosphere with its
sharp, outstretched wings that seemed to enjoy being
absolutdy untrammelled. The bird ascended higher
and higher, rose above the diff and finally disappeared.

Meanwhile we were creeping over the rocks, the
perspective of which was renewed by each bend of
the coast. Once in a while, when the rocks ended,
we walked on sguare stones that were as flat as
marble dabs and ssamed by almost symmetrical fur-
rows, which appeared like the tracks of some ancient
road of another world.

In some places were great pools of water as
cam as ther greenish depths and as limpid and mo-
tionless as a woodland sream on its bed of cresses.
Then the rocks would regppear closer than before
and more numerous. On one side was the ocean
with its breskers foaming around the lower rocks; on
the other, the gtraight, unreenting, impassive coast.

Tired and bewildered, we looked about us for
some issue; but the diff stretched out before us, and
the rocks, infinitedy multiplying their dark green
forms, succeeded one another until their unequal crags
seemed like so many tall, black phantoms rising out
of the earth.

We gumbled around in this way until we sud-
denly perceived an undulating series of rough steps
which enabled us to climb up to flat land again.
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It is always a pleasure, even when the country is
ugly, to walk with a friend, to fed the grass under
on€'s feet, to jump over fences and ditches, to bresk
thistles with one's ick, to pull leaves from the
bushes and wheat from the fieds, to go where on€e's
fancy dictates, whistling, singing, talking, dreaming,
without strange ears to listen to on€'s conversation,
and the sound of drange footsteps behind one, as
absolutely free as if one were in the desert!

Ah! L& us have air! arl And more spacel
Since our contracted souls suffocate and die on the
window-sill, since our captive spirits, like the bear in
Its cage, turn around and around, and stagger againgt
the walls of ther prison, why not, at lead, let our nos-
trils breathe the different perfumes of al the winds
of the earth, why not let our eyes rove over every
horizon ?

No steeple shone in the distance, no hamlet with
thatched roofs and square yards framed by clugers of
trees, appeared on the side of a hill; not a soul was
to be seen, not even a peasant, a grazing sheep, or
a dray dog.

All those cultivated fidds look uninhabited; the
peasants work in them, but they do not live there.
One is led to believe that they benefit by them but
do not care about them in the least.

We saw a farm and walked in; a ragged woman
served us some ice-cold milk in earthen cups. The
silence al around was peculiar. The woman watched
us eagerly, and we soon took our departure.

We walked into a valley, the narrow gorge of
which appeared to extend to the ocean. Tall grass
with yellow flowers reached up to our waists, and
we had to take long drides in order to advance
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We could hear the murmur of flowing water near by,
and we sank ankle-deep into the marshy soil. Pres
ently the two hills parted; their barren sides were
covered with short, stubby grass and here and there
were big yellow patches of moss. At the foot of
one hill a gream wends its way through the droop-
ing boughs of the stunted shrubs that grow on its
edges, and loses itsdf in a quiet pond where long-
legged insects disport themselves on the leaves of
the water-lilies. The sun beat down on us. The
gnats rubbed ther wings together and bent the
dender ends of the reeds with the weight of ther
tiny bodies. We were alone in the tranquillity of
this desert

At this point, the valley curved and widened and
foomed a sharp bend. We dimbed a little hill, in
order to locate ourselves, but the horizon ether ended
abruptly, enclosed by another hill, or else dretched
out over new plains. We did not lose courage,
however, and continued to advance, while we
thought of the travelers on desert idands who climb
on promontories in the hope of sighting some vessel
setting sail towards them.

The soil was growing less moist, and the grass
less high; presently the ocean came in view, en-
sconced in a narrow bay, and soon the shore, strewn
with debris of shells and madrepores, crunched be-
neath our footsteps. We let oursdves drop to the
ground and as we were exhausted, we soon fdl
adeep. An hour later the cold woke us up, and we
garted homeward without any fear of losing our way
this time. We were on the coagt facing France, and
Palay was on our left. It was here the day before,
that we had discovered the grotto we admired so
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much. It did not take us long to find others, higher
and deeper even than the first one.

They always opened through large, pointed arches
which were either upright or inclined, their bold
columns supporting enormous pieces of rock. Black,
veined with purple, fiery red, or brown streaked with
white, these beautiful grottoes displayed for their vis-
itors the infinite variety of their shapes and colouring,
their graces and their grand caprices. There was one
dl of dlver veined with deep red; in another, tufts
of flowers resembling periwinkles had grown on
glazings of reddish granite, and drops of water fdl
from the ceilling on the fine sand with never-ceasing
regularity. In the background of another grotto, be-
neath a long semi-circle, a bed of polished white
gravel, which the tide no doubt turns and makes
fresh every day, seemed to be waiting to receive the
body of a mermaid; but the bed is empty and has
lost her forever! Only the moist seaweed remains
on which she used to stretch her delicate nude limbs
when she was tired of swimming, and on which she
reclined till daybreak, in the pae light of the moon.

The sun was setting, and the tide was coming in
over the rocks that melted in the blue evening migt,
which was blanched on the level of the ocean by the
foam of the tumbling waves. In the other part of
the horizon, the sky streaked with orange stripes
looked as if it had been swept by a gale. Its light
reflected on the waters and spread a gleaming sheen
over them, and projected on the sand, giving it a
brownish tinge and making it glitter like steel.

Haf a mile to the south, the coast is covered by
a line of rocks that extends to the sea. In order to
reach them, we should have been compelled to tramp
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as we had aready done that morning. We were
tired, and it was far; but a temptation seemed to
push us forward. The breeze played in the cracks of
the rocks and wrinkled the surface of the pools; the
sea-weed, cleaving to the sides of the diff, shook in
the wind, and from the part of the ky where the
moon was to rise, a pae light soread over the waters.
It was the hour when the shadows lengthen. The
rocks appeared larger, and the breskers a deeper
green. The sky seemed to expand, and al nature
assumed a different appearance.

So we darted, without giving a thought to the
incoming tide or whether or not we should find
later a way to get back to land. We wished to en-
joy our pleasure to the fullet extent. We seemed
lighter than in the morning, and ran and jumped
without the dightest feding of fatigue An abun-
dance of animal spirits impelled us onward and we
fdt a peculiarly robug twitching in our muscles.
We shook our heads in the wind and touched the
grasses with our fingers. We breathed the salt air
of the ocean, and noted and assmilated every color,
every sunbeam, every sound, the design of the sea-
weed, the softness of the sand, the hardness of the
rocks that echoed under our footsteps, the height
of the diffs, the fringe of the waves, the accidents
of the coast, and the voice of the horizon; and the
breeze that passed over our faces like intangible
Kisses, the sky with its passing clouds, the rising
moon, the peeping dars. Our souls bathed in all
this splendour, and our eyes feagted on it; we opened
our ears and nostrils wide; something of the very
life of the elements, forced from them undoubtedly
by the attraction of our eyes, reached us and was
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assmilated, so that we were able to comprehend
them in a closer rdation and fed them more keenly,
thanks to this complex union.

By thus entering and penetrating into nature, we
became a part of it, diffused oursdves in it, and were
claimed by it once more; we fdt that it was over power -
ing us, and we rgoiced; we desred to be logt in it, to
be borne away, or to cary it away with us. Asin the
raptures of love, one wishes more hands with which
to caress, more lips with which to kiss, more eyes
with which to see, more soul with which to worship;
spreading oursaves out in nature, with a joyful and
delirious abandon, we regretted that our eyes could
not penetrate to the innermost parts of the rocks, to
the bottom of the sea, to the end of the heavens, in
order to see how the stones grow, how the breakers
are made, how the gars are lighted; we regretted that
our ears could not catch the rumour of the fermentation
of the granite in the bowels of the earth, could not
hear the sap circulate in the plants and the cora rall
in the solitudes of the ocean. And while we were
under the spel of that contemplative effusion, we
wished that our souls, radiating everywhere, might
live al these different lives, assume al these dif-
ferent forms and, varying unceasingly, accomplish
their metamorphoses under an eernal sunl

But man was made to enjoy each day only a
small portion of food, colours, sounds, sentiments and
ideas. Anything above the allotted quantity tires or
intoxicates him; it becomes the idiocy of the drunk-
ard or the ravings of the ecstatic, 0, Godl How
snall is our glass and how large is our thirst |
What weak heads we havel



CHAPTER V.

RETURN.

¥ N ORDER to return to Quiberon,
® we were compelled, on the fol-
lowing day, to arise before seven
oclock, a feat which required
some courage. While we were

N gill &iff from fatigue and shiver-
ing Wlth deep, we got into a boat along with a
white horse, two drummers, the same one-eyed gen-
darme and the same soldier who, this time, however,
did not lecture anybody. Asdrunk as a lord, te kept
dipping under the benches and had al he could do to
keep his shako on his head and extricate his gun from
between his feet. | could not say which was the
dllier of the two. The gendarme was sober, but he
was very stupid. He deplored the soldier's lack of
manners, enumerated the punishments that would be
dealt out to him, was 'scandalised by his hiccoughs
and resented his demeanour. Viewed from the side
of the missing eye, with his three-cornered hat, his
sabre and his yellow gloves, the gendarme presented
one of the sorriet aspects of human life Besides,
there is something so essentially grotesque about
gendarmes that 1 cannot help laughing at them; these

(50)
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upholders of the law always produce the same comic
effect on me, and so do attorneys for the king,
magistrates, and professors of literature.

Tipped to one side, the boat skimmed lightly
through the foaming waves. The three sdls were
comfortably swelled; the masts creaked and the wind
rattled the pulleys. A cabin-boy stood at the helm
singing. We could not catch the words, but it was
some slow, monotonous lay which neither rose nor
fdl and was repeated again and again, with long-
drawn-out inflections and languid refrain.  And it
swept softly and sadly out over the ocean, as some
confused memory sweeps through one's mind.

The horse stood as straight as it could on its four
legs and pulled at a bundle of hay. The sailors, with
folded arms, looked absently at the sails and smiled
a far-away smile.

So we journeyed on without speaking a word
and as best we could, without reaching the edge of
the bay, where it looked as if Plonharnel might be.
However, dfter a while we arrived there. But when
we did, we were confronted by the ocean, for we
had followed the right side of the coast instead of
the left, and were forced to turn back and go over
a part of the route.

A muffled sound was heard. A bdl tinkled and a
hat appeared. It was the Auray post. Again the same
man, the same horse, the same mail-bag. He was
ambling quietly towards Quiberon; he would be back
directly and return again the next day. He is the
guest of the coast; he passes in the morning and
again a nighx. His life is spent going from one
point to another; he is the only one who gives the
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coast some animation, something to look forward to,
and, | was almost going to say, some charm.

He stopped and talked to us for a few minutes,
then lifted his hat and was off again.

What an ensemble 1 What a horse, and what a
ridee 1 What a picture! Callot would probably have
reproduced it, but it would take Cervantes to write it.

After passing over large pieces of rock that have
been placed in the sea in order to shorten the route
by cutting the back of the bay in two, we finally ar-
rived at Plouharnd.

The village was quiet; chickens cackled and
scratched in the dtreets, and in the gardens enclosed
by stone walls, weeds and oats grew side by side.

While we were ditting in front of the host's door,
an old beggar passed us. He was as red as a lob-
ger, dirty and unkempt and covered with rags and
vermin. The sun shone on his dilapidated garments
and on his purple skin; it was amost black and
seemed to transude blood, He kept belowing in a
terrible voice, while beating a tattoo on the door of *
neighbouring house.




CHAP'IbR VI.

QUIMPER.

of the real Brittany, is diginctly dif-
ferent from it. The em-tree prome-
nade that folows the winding
J/ river, which has quays and boats,

renders the town very prety and
the big H6te| de la Prefecture which alone covers
the little western delta, gives it a thoroughly admin-
igrative and French appearance. You are aware
that you are in the chef-lieu of a department, a fact
brought home to you by the latter's divison in
arrondissemenis, with ther large, medium, and small
parishes, its committee of primary ingruction, its sav-
ing banks, its town council and other modern inven-
ticrs, which rob the cities of local colour, dear to the
heart of the innocent tourigt.

With al due deference to the people who pro-
nounce the name of Quimper-Corentin as the syno-
nyme of al that is ridiculous and provincial, it is a
most ddightful place, and well worth other more
respected ones. You will not, it is true find the
charms and riotous wealth of colouring possessed by
Quimperte; «ill, | know of few things that can egual

3)
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the charming appearance of that alley following the
edge of the river and shaded by the escarpment of a
neighbouring mountain, which casts the dark shadows
of its luxuriant foliage over it.

It does not take long to go through cities of this
kind, and to know their most intimate recesses, and
sometimes one stumbles across places that stay on€e's
steps and fill on€'s heart with gladness.

Small cities, like small apartments, seem warmer
and cosier to live in. But keep this illusion! There
are more draughts in such apartments than in a
palace, and a city of this kind is more deadly monot-
onous than the desert.

Returning to the hotd by one of those paths we
dearly love, that rises and falls and winds, sometimes
through a fied, sometimes through grass and bram-
bles, sometimes along a wall, which are filled in
turn with daisies, pebbles and thistles, a path made
for light thoughts and bantering conversation,—te-
turning, ! said, to the city, we heard cries and
plaintive wails issue from under the dated roof of a
gquare building. It was the daughter-house.

At that moment | thought of some terrible city,
of some frightful and immense plaje like Babylon
or Babd, filled with cannibals and daughter-hous-s
where they butchered men instead of animals, and
| tried to discovel a likeness to human agovies
in those bleating and sobbing voices. | thought of
groups of daves brought there with ropes around
their necks, to be tied to iron rings, and killed in
order to feed ther masters, who would eat ther flesh
from tables of carved ivory and wipe ther lips on fine
linen. Would their attitudes be more deected, ther
eyes sadder or ther prayers more pitiful?
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While we were in Quimper, we went out one
day through one side of the town and came back
through the other, after tramping about eight hours.

Our guide was waiting for us under the porch
of the hote. He darted in front of us and we fol-
lowed. He was a little white-haired man, with a
linen cap and torn shoes, and he wore an old brown
coat that was many sizes too large for him. He
gsuttered when he spoke, and when he walked he
knocked his knees together; but in spite of al this,
he managed to advance very quickly, with a sort of
nervous, amog febrile perseverance. From time to
time, he would pull a leaf off a tree and clap it over
his mouth to coal his lips. His business consists in
going from one place to another, attending to letters
and errands. He goes to Douarnenez, Quimperte,
Bret and even to Rennes, which is forty miles away
(a journey which he accomplished in four days, in-
cluding going and coming). His whole ambition,
he said, was to return to Rennes once more during
his lifetime. And only for the purpose, mind you,
of going back, of making the trip, and being able to
boagt of it afterwards He knows every road and
every commune that has a steeple; he takes short
cuts across the fidds, opens gates, and when he
passes in front of a farm, he never fals to greet its
owners. Having lisgened to the birds al his life
he has learned to imitate their chirpings, and when he
walks along the roads, under the trees, he whistles as
his feathered friends do, in order to charm his solitude.

Our firg stop was at Loc-Maria, an ancient mon-
astery, given in olden times by Conan HI to the
abbey of Fontevrault; it is Stuated a quarter of a mile
from the town. This monastery has not been shame-
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fully utilised like the abbey of poor Robert d'Arbris
swl* It is deserted, but has not been sullied. Its
Gothic portal does nat re-echo the voices of jailers,
and though there may not be much of it, one ex-
periences nether disgust nor rebdlion. In that little
chapd, of a rather severe Romance style, the only
curious thing is a large granite holy-water basn
which stands on the floor and is amogt black. It is
wide and deep and represents to perfection the red
Cathalic holy-water basin, made to receive the entire
body of an infant, and not in the least like those
narrow shells in our churches in which you can only
dip your fingers. With its dear water rendered more
limpid by the contragt of a greenish bed, the vegeta-
tion which has grown dl around it during the re-
ligious cam of centuries, its crumbling angles, and
its great mass of bronzed stone, it looks like one of
those hollowed rocks which contain salt water.

After we had inspected the chapd carefully, we
walked to the river, crossed it in a boat, and plunged
into the country.

It is absolutely deserted and drangedy empty.
Trees, bushes, sea-rushes, tamarisks, and heather grow
on the edge of the ditches We came to broad
stretches of land, but we did not see a soul anywhere.
The sky was bleak and a fine rain moisened the at-
mosphere and sread a grey vell over the country.
The paths we chose were hollow and shaded by
cdugers of foliage, the branches of which, uniting,
drooped over our heads and almost prevented us
from walking erect. The light that filtered through
the dome of leaves was greenish, and as dim as on a

* Founder of the abbey of Fontevrault, in 1009.
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winter evening. But farther away, it was brilliant,
and played around the edges of the leaves and accen-
tuated their delicate pinking. Laer we reached the
top of a barren slope, which was flat and smooth,
and without a blade of grass to relieve the monotony of
its colour. Sometimes, however, we came upon a long
avenue of beech-trees with moss growing around the
foot of their thick, shining trunks. There were wagon-
tracks in these avenues, as if to indicate the presence
of a neighbouring castle that we might see at any
moment; but they ended abruptly in a stretch of flat
land that continued between two valeys, through
which it would spread its green maze furrowed by
the capricious meanderings of hedges, spotted here
and there by a grove, brightened by clumps of sea
rushes, or by some field bordering the meadows which
rose slowly to meet the hills and lost themselves in
the horizon. Above these hills, far away in the mist,
stretched the blue surface of the ocean.

The birds are either absent or they do not sing;
the leaves are thick, the grass deadens one's foot-
fdls, and the country gazes at you like some melan-
choly countenance. It looks as if it had been created
expressly to harbour ruined lives and shattered hopes,
and to foster their bitterness beneath its weeping sky,
to the low rustling of the trees and the heather. On
winter nights, when the fox creeps stedthily over the
dry leaves, when the tiles fdl from the pigeon-house
and the reeds bend in the marshes, when the beech-
trees stoop in the wi id, and the wolf ambles over the
moonlit snow, while one is alone by the dying embers
listening to the wind howl in the empty hallways,
how charming it must be to let one's heart dwell on
its most cherished despairs and long forgotten loves!
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We spied a hovel with a Gothic portal; further on
was an old wal with an ogive door; a ledfless bush
swayed there in the breeze. In the courtyard the
ground is covered with heather, violets, and pebbles;
you wak in, look around and go out again. This
place is cdled "The temple of the fdse gods' and
used to be, it is thought, a commandery of Temp-
lars.

Our guide started again and we followed him.
Presently a steeple rose among the trees;, we crossed
a stubble-field, climbed to the top of a ditch and
caught a glimpse of a few of dwellings: the village
of Pomelin. A rough road constitutes the main street
and the village consists of severa houses separated
by yards. What tranquillity! or rather what forlorn-
nessl The thresholds are deserted; the yards are
empty.

Where are the inhabitants? One would think that
they had dl Ieft the village to lie in wait behind the
furze-bushes to catch a glimpse of the Blues who are
about to pass through the ravine.

The church is poor and perfectly bare. No beau-
tiful painted saints, no pictures on the walls or on
the roof, no hanging lamp oscillating at the end of
a long, straight cord. In a corner of the choir, a
wick was burning in a glass filled with oil. Round
wooden pillars hold up the roof, the blue pai it of
which has been freshened recently. The bright light
of the fieds, filtering through the green foliage which
covers the roof of the church, shines through the
white window-panes. The door, a little wooden
door that closes with a latch, was open; a flight of
birds came in, chirping and beating their wings
againg the walls; they fluttered for awhile beneath
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the vault and around the altar, two or three alighted
upon the holy-water basin, to moisten their beaks, and
then al flew away as suddenly as they had come.

It is not an unusua thing to see birds in the
Breton churches, many live there and fagten their
nests to the stones of the nave, they are never dis
turbed. When it rains they al gather in the church,
but as soon as the sun pierces the clouds and the
rain-spouts dry up, they repair to the trees again.
So that during the sorm two frail creatures often
enter the blessed house of God together; man to
pray and allay his fears, and the bird to wait until
the rain stops and to warm the naked bodies of its
frightened young.

A peculiar charm pervades these churches. It is
not their poverty that moves us, because even when
they are empty, they appear to be inhabited. Is it
not, then, ther modesty that appeals to us? Far,
with ther unpretentious steeples, and ther low roofs
hiding under the trees, they seem to shrink and hu-
miliate themselves in the sight of God. They have
not been upreared through a spirit of pride, nor
through the pious fancy of some mighty man on his
death-bed. On the contrary, we fed that it is the
smple impression of a need, the ingenuous cry of an
appetite, and, like the shepherd's bed of dried leaves,
it is the retreat the soul has built for itself where it
comes to res when it istired. These village churches
represent better than ther city dsters the digtinctive
features of the places where they are built, and they
seem to participate more directly in the life of the
people who, from father to son, come to kned at the
same place and on the same stone'slab. Every day,
every Sunday, when they enter and when they leave,
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do they not see the graves of their parents, are these
not near them while they pray, and does it not seem
to them as if the church was only a larger family
circle from which the loved ones have not altogether
departed? These places of worship thus have a
harmonious sense, and the life of these people is in-
fluenced by it from the baptismal font to the grave
It is not the same with us, because we have relegated
eternity to the outskirts of the city, have banished
our dead to the taubourgs and laid them to res in
the carpenter's quarter, near the soda factories and
night-soil magazines.

About three o'dock m the afternoon, we arrived
at the chapd of Kerfeunteun, near the entrance to
Quimper. At the upper end of the chapd is a fine
glass window of the sixteenth century, representing
the genealogical tree of the Holy Trinity. Jacob forms
the trunk, and the top is figured by the Cross sur-
mounted by the Etenal Fathe with a tiara on His
head. On each side, the sguare steeple represents a
quadrilateral pierced by a long sraight window. This
steeple does not ret sgquardy on the rodf, but in-
stead, by means of a dender bass, the narrow sides
of which almog touch, it forms an obtuse angle near
the ridge of the roof. In Brittany, almost every church
has a steeple of this kind.

Beore returning to the city, we made a detour in
order to vidt the chapd of La Mere-Dieu. As it is
usually closed, our guide summoned the custodian,
and the latter accompanied us with his little niece,
who stopped along the road to pick flowers. The
young man walked in front of us. His dender and
flexible figure was encased in a jacket of light blue
cloth, and the three velvet greamers of his black hat,
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which was carefully placed on the back of his head,
over his knotted hair, hung down his back.

At the bottom of a valley, or rather a ravine, can
be seen the church of La Mire-Dieu, veiled by thick
foliage. In this place, amid the slence of al these
trees and because of its little Gothic portal (which
appears to be of the thirteenth century, but which, in
reality, is of the sixteenth), the church reminds one
of the discreet chapels mentioned in old novels and
old melodies, where they knighted the page sarting
for the Holy Land, one morning when the gars were
dim and the lark trilled, while the migress of the
cagle dipped he white hand through the bars of
the iron gate and wept when he kissed her good-
bye.

We entered the church. The young custodian
took off his hat and kndt on the floor. His thick,
blond hair uncoiled and fdl around his shoulders. It
clung a moment to the coarse cloth of his jacket,
and then, little by little, it separated and spread like
the hair of a woman. It was parted in the middle
and hung on both sides over his shoulders and neck.
The golden mass rippled with light every time he
moved his head bent in prayer.

The little girl kneded besde him and let her
flowers fall to the ground. For the firg time in my
life, I understood the beauty of a man's locks and the
fascination they may have for bare and playful arms.
A drange progress, indeed, is that which consists in
curtailing everywhere the grand superfetations nature
has bestowed upon us, so that whenever we discover
them in al ther virgin splendour, they are a revela-
tion to us.



CHAPTER VII.

& PONI-L'ABBE.
N8 T FIVE odock in the evening, we
$ & ("‘ arrived at Pont-1'Abbe, covered with

{ N\ quite a respectable coating of mud
A7 and dust, which fdl from our cloth-
j‘g 4= ing upon the floor of the inn with
bISF=S "quch  disastrous abundance, every
time we moved, that we were almost mortified at
the mess we made.

Pont-T'Abb is a peaceful little town, cut in two
in its entire length by a broad, paved sreet. Its
modest inhabitants cannot possibly look any more
gupid or indgnificant than the place itsdf.

For those who mus see something wherever they
go, there are the unimportant remains of the castle
and the church, an edifice that would be quite pass-
able were it not for the thick coat of paint that
covers it. The chapd of the Virgin was a bower of
flowers; bunches of jonquils, pansies, roses, jessa-
mine, and honeysuckle were arranged in blue glasses
or white china vases and sporead ther bright colours
over the altar and upward between the two tall can-
dlesticks framing the Virgin's face and her silver crown,
from which fdl a long vell caught on the gold Sar

<69)
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of the plager Infant she held in he arms. One could
amell the odour of the holy water and the flowers. It
was a pefumed, myserious little nook all by itsdf,
a hidden retreat decorated by loving hands, and pecul-
iarly adapted for the exhalation of mystical desires and
long, heart-broken orisons. All his heart's sensuous-
ness, compressed by the climate and numbed by misery,
is brought here by man and laid at the feet of Mary,
the Divine Mather, and he is thus able to satidfy hrs
unguenchable longing for love and enjoyment. No
matter if the roof leaks and there are no benches or
chairs in the rest of the church, you will always find
the chapd of the Virgin bright with flowers and
lights, for it seems as if all the rdigious tenderness
of Brittany has concentrated there it is the softest
spot of its heart; it is its weakness, its passion,
its treasure. Though there are no flowers in these
parts, there are flowers in the church; though the
people are poor, the Virgin is always sumptuous
and beautiful. She smiles at you, and despairing souls
go to warm themselves at her knees as at a hearth-
stone that is never extinguished. One is astonished
at the way these people cling to ther bdief; but
does one know the pleasure and voluptuousness they
derive from it? Is not asceticism superior epicu-
reanism, fasting, refined gormandising? Réigion can
supply one with almogt carnal sensations; prayer has
its debauchery and mortification its raptures, and the
men who come at night and kned in front of this
dressed datue, fed their hearts beat thickly and a sort
of vague intoxication, while in the dreets of the
city, the children on ther way home from school
stop and gaze dreamily at the woman who smiles a
them from the stained window of the church.
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But you must attend a fSte in order to gain an in-
sight into the gloomy character of these people.
They don't dance; they merely turn; they don't sing;
they only whistle. That very evening we went to a
neighbouring village to be present a the inaugura-
tion of a threshing-floor. Two biniou players were
stationed on top of the wall surrounding the yard,
and played continuously while two long lines of men
and women, following in one anothers footsteps,
trotted around the place and described severa figures.
The lines would turn, break up and form again at
irregular intervals. The heavy feat of the dancers
struck the ground without the dlightest attempt at
rhythm, while the shrill notes of the music succeeded
one another rapidly and with desperate monotony. The
dancers who tired withdrew without interrupting the
dance, and when they had rested, they re-entered it.
During the whole time we watched this peculiar per-
formance, the crowd stopped only once, while the
musicians drank some cider; then, when they had
finished, the lines formed anew and the dance began
again. At the entrance of the yard was a table cov-
ered with nuts; beside it stood a pitcher of brandy
and on the ground was a keg of cider; near by
stood a citizen in a green frock coat and a leather
cap; a little farther away was a man wearing a jacket
and a sword suspended from a white shoulder-belt;
they were the commissaire de police, of Pont-I'Abbe
and his garde-champUre. Suddenly, M. le commis-
saire pulled out his watch and motioned to the garde.
The latter drew several peasants aside, spoke to them
in a low tone, and presently the assembly broke up.

All four of us returned to the city together,
which afforded us the opportunity of again admiring
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another of the harmonious combinations of Provi-
dence which had created this commissaire de police
for this garde-champitre and this garde- champitre for
this commissaire de police. They were made for each
other. The same fact would give rise in both of
them to the same reflections;, from the same idea both
would draw paradle conclusions. When the commis-
saire laughed, the garde grinned; when he assumed
a serious expression, his shadow grew gloomy; if the
frock-coat said, "This must be done," the jacket re-
plied, "I think so, too;" if the coat added, "It !s
necessary;" the waistcoat affirmed: "It is indispensa
ble/* Notwithstanding this inward comprehension,
their outward relations of rank and authority remained
unchanged. For the garde spoke in alower tone than
the commissaire, and was a trifle shorter and walked
behind him. The commissaire was pohsned, impor-
tant, fluent; he consulted himsdf, ruminated, talked
to himsdf, and smacked his tongue; the garde was
deferentia, attentive, pensive and observing, and would
utter an exclamation from time to time and scratch
his nose. On the way, he inquired about the news,
asked the commissaire's advice, and solicited his orders,
while his superior questioned, meditated, and issued
commands.

We had just come in sight of the first houses of
the city, when we heard shrieks issue from one of
them. The street was blocked by an excited crowd,
and severa persons rushed up to the commissaire and
exclaimed: "Come, come quickly, Monsieur, they're
having a fightt Two women are being killed!"

"By whom?"

"We don't know."

"Why?"

7-16
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"They are bleeding'

"But with what?"

"With a rake'

"Where's the murderer?"

"One on the head and the other on thearm. Go
in, they're waiting for you; the women are there"

So the commissaire went in and we followed.
We heard sobs, screams, and excited conversation and
saw a jostling, curious mob. People stepped on one
another's toes, dug one ancther's ribs, cursed, and
caused general confusion.

The commissaire got angry; but as he could not
speak Breton, the garde got angry for him and chased
the crowd out, taking each individual by his shoul-
ders and shoving him through the door into the
Street.

When the room had been deared of al except a
dozen persons, we managed to discover in a corner,
a piece of flesh hanging from an am and a mass of
black hair dripping with blood. An old woman and
a young girl had been hurt in the fight. The old
woman was tall and angular and had skin as yellow
and wrinkled as parchment; she was standing up,
groaning and holding her left arm with her right
hand; she did not seem to be suffering much, but
the girl was crying. She was dtting on a chair with
her hands soread out on her knees and her head bent
low; she was trembling convulsively and shaking
with low sobs. As they replied by complaints to all
our questions, and as the testimony of the witnesses
was conflicting, we could not ascertain who had
darted the fight or what it was about. Some said
that a hushand had surprised his wife; others, that
the women had darted the row and that the owner
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of the house had tried to kill them in order to make
them stop. But no one knew anything definite. M.
le cotntnissaire was greatly perplexed and the garde
perfectly nonplussed.

A3 the doctor was away, and as it might be that
the good people did not wish his services, because
it meant expense, we had the audacity to offer the
help of our limited knowledge and rushed off for
our satchels, a piece of cerecloth, and some linen and
lint which we had brought with us in anticipation
of possible accidents.

It would redlly have been an amusing sight for
our friends, had they been able to see us spread
out our bistoury, our pincers, and three pairs of scis-
sors, one with gold branches, on the table of this
hut. The commissaire praised our philanthropy, the
women watched us in awed silence, and the tallow can-
dle melted and ran down the iron candle-stick in
spite of the efforts of the garde, who kept trimming
the wick with his fingers. We attended to the old
woman first. The cut had been given conscien-
tiously ; the bare arm showed the bone, and atriangle
of flesh about four inches long hung over it like a cuff.
We tried to put this back in its place by adjusting
it carefully over the edge of the gaping wound and
bandaging the arm. It is quite possible that the vio-
lent compression the member was subjected to caused
mortification to set in, and that the patient may have
died.

We did not know exactly what aled the girl.
The blood trickled through her hair, but we could
not see whence it came; it formed oily blotches dl
over it and ran down into her neck. The garde, our
interpreter, bade her remove the cotton band she
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wore on he head, and he tresses tumbled down in
a dull, dark mass and uncoiled like a cascade full of
bloody threads. We parted the thick, soft, abundant
locks, and found a swelling as large as a nut and
pierced by an oval hole on the back of he head.
We shaved the surrounding parts and after we had
washed and sanched the wound, we medted some
tallow and spread it over some lint, which we adapted
to the swelling with srips of diachylum. Over this
we placed first a bandage, then the cotton band, and
then the cap. While this was taking place the
judtice of the peace arrived. The firg thing he did
was to ak for the rake, and the only thing he seemed
to care about was to examine it. He took hold of
the handle, counted the teeth, waved it in the air,
tested the iron and bent the wood.

is this" he demanded, "the ingrument with
which the assault was committed? Jerdme, are you
wreitis?”

"They say so, Mongeur."

"You were not present, Monseur le commissaire?"

"No, Mongeur le juge de paix."

"I would like to know whether the blows were
really dealt with a rake or whether they were given
with a blunt ingrument. Who is the assailant ? And
did the rake belong to him or to some one else?
Was it redlly with this that these women were hurt?
Or was it, | repeat, with a blunt ingrument? Do
they wish to lodge a complaint? What do you think
about it, Mondeur le commissaire?"

The victims said little, remarking only that they
auffered great pain; so they were given over night to
decide whether or not they wished to seek redress by
law. The young girl could hardly speak, and the
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old woman's ideas were muddled, seeing that she was
drunk, according to what the neighbours intimated,—a
fact which explained he insengbility when we had
endeavoured to relieve her suffering.

After they had looked at us as keenly as they could
in order to ascertain who we were, the authorities of
Pont-I'Abbe bade us good night and thanked us tor
the services we had rendered the community. We
put our things back into our satche, and the com-
missaire departed with the garde, the garde with his
sword, and the justice of the peace with the rake




CHAPTER VIII.

ROAMING.

un is shining, aid our feet are
eager to tread on the grass. From
Crozon to Leudevenec the coun-
try is quite flat, and there is not a

) = house nor atreeto beseen. Asfar
as the eye can reach, reddish moss spreads over the
ground. Sometimes fidds of ripe wheat rise above
the little sunted sea-rushes. The latter are flowerless
now. and look as they did before the springtime.
Deep wagon-tracks, edged by rolls of dried mud, make
their appearance and continue for a long time; then
they suddenly describe a bend and are lost to the eye.
Grass grows in large patches between these sunken
furrows. The wind whistles over the flats, we walk
on; a welcome breeze dries the beads of perspiration
on our chesks, and when we halted we were able to
hear, above the sound of our beating arteries, the
rugling of the wind in the grass.

From time to time, a mill with rapidly revolving
wheels would rise up and point the way. The creak-
ing wooden fans descended, grazed the ground and
then rose. Standing erect in the open garret-window,
the miller watched us pass.

(70)
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We waked on; coming to a hedge of elm-trees
which probably concealed a village, we caught sight
of a man standing in a tree, at the foot of which was
a woman with her blue apron spread out to catch the
plums he was throwing to her. 1 recollect a crop of
dark hair faling in masses over her shoulders, two
uplifted arms, the movement of the supple neck and
the sonorous laughter that floated over the hedge to me.

The path we were following grew narrower.
Presently the plain disappeared and we found our-
selves on the crest of a promontory dominating the
ocean. Looking towards Bred, it seemed to extend
indefinitely; but on the other side, it projected its
sinuosities into the land, between short hills covered
with underwood. Each guif is ensconced between
two mountains; each mountain is flanked by two
gulfs, and nothing can equa the beauty of those vast
green dopes rising amost in a straight line out of the
sea. The hills have rounded tops and flattened bases,
and describe a wide, curved chain which joins the
plateaux with the graceful sweep of a Moorish arch;
following so closdy upon one another, the colour of
their foliage and their formation are amost exactly
dlike. Propeled by the seabreeze, the breakers
dashed up against the foot of these hills, and the sun,
fdling on them, made them gleam; the whole surface
of the ocean was blue and glittering with silver, and
we could not get enough of its beauty. Then we
watched the sunbeams glide over the hills. One of
the latter had already been deserted by them, and ap-
peared more indistinct than the rest, while a broad
black shadow was rapidly gathering over another.
As we approached the level of the shore the moun-
tains that faced us a moment ago seemed to grow
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loftier; the gulfs deepened and the ocean expanded.
We walked on, oblivious to everything, and let our
eyes roam at will, and the pebbles that our feat dis
lodged rodled down the hill quickly and disappeared
in the bushes edging the road.

The roads followed hedges that were as compact
and thick as walls; we climbed up and we climbed
down; meanwhile, it was growing dark, and the
country was settling into the deep slence character-
istic of midsummer evenings.

As we failed to meet anybody who could show
us the way, the few peasants we had questioned
having responded by unintdligible cries, we produced
our map and our compass, and, locating oursdves by
the setting sun, we resolved to head draight for
Daoulas. Ingantly our vigour returned, and we darted
across the fidds, vaulting fences and ditches, and up-
rooting, tearing and breaking everything in our way,
without giving a thought to the gtiles we left open
or the damaged crops.

At the top of a dope, we discovered the village
of I'Hdpital lying in a meadow watered by a stream.
A bridge spans the latter and on this bridge is a mill;
beyond the meadow is a hill, which we darted
to cimb nimbly, when suddenly we saw, by a
ray of light, a beautiful yellow and black salaman-
der cregping along the edge of a ditch with its slen-
der tail dragging in the dust and undulating with
every motion of its speckled body. It had come
from its retreat under a big stone covered with moss,
and was hunting insects in the rotten trunks of old
oak-trees.

A pavement of uneven cobblestones echoed be-
neath our feet, and a sreet dretched out before us.
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We had arrived in Daoulas. There was light enough
to enable us to distinguish a sguare sign swinging on
an iron rod on one of the houses. We should have
recognised the inn even without the sign, as houses,
like men, have their professons stamped on their
faces. So we entered, for we were ravenous, and
told the host above dl things not to keep us waiting.

While we were sitting in front of the door, wait-
ing for our dinner, a little girl in rags came aong
with a basket of strawberries on her head. She en-
tered the inn and came out again after a short while,
holding a big loaf of bread in both hands. Uttering
shrill cries, she scampered of with the aertness of a
kitten. Her dusty hair fluttered in the wind and stood
out straight from her wizened face, and her bare legs,
which she lifted high in the air when running, disap-
peared under the rags that covered her form.

After our meal, which comprised, besides the un-
avoidable omelet and the fad vea, the strawberries
the little girl had brought, we went up to our rooms.

The winding staircase with its worm-eaten steps
groaned beneath our weight, like a sensitive woman
under a new disillusion. At the top was a room
with a door that closed on the outside with a hook.
We dept there. The plaster on the once yellow
walls was crumbling away; the beams of the ceiling
bent beneath the weight of the dated roof, and on
the window-panes was a layer of dust that softened
the light like a piece of unpolished glass. The beds,
four walnut boards carelesdy put together, had big,
round, worm-eaten knobs, and the wood was split
by the dryness. On each bed was a*mattress and a
matting, covered with a ragged green spread. A
piece of mirror in a varnished frame, an old game-bag
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on a nail, and a worn slk cravat which showed the
crease of its folds, indicated that the room belonged
to some one who probably dept there every night.

Under one of the red cotton pillows | discovered
a hideous object, a cap of the same color as the
coverlet, but coated with a greasy glazing which pre-
vented its texture from being recognisable, a worn,
shapeless, clammy, oaily thing. | am sure that its
owner prizes it highly and that he finds it warmer
than any other cap. A man's life, the perspiration of
an entire existence, is secreted in this layer of mouldy
cerate. How many nights it mug have taken to
make it so thick! How many nightmares have gal-
loped under this cap? How many dreams have been
dreamed beneath it? And charming ones, too, per-
haps—why not?

If you are neither an engineer, nor a blacksmith,
nor a builder, Bres will not interest you very much.
The port is magnificent, | admit; beautiful, if you say
so; gigantic, if you wish. It is imposing, you know,
and gives the impresson of a powerful nation. But
those piles of cannons and anchors and cannon-balls,
the infinite extension of those quays, which enclose a
calm, flat sea that appears to be chained down, and
those big workshops filled with grinding machinery,
the never-ceasing clanking of galley chains, the con-
victs who pass by in regular gangs and work in si-
lence—this entire, pitiless, frightful, forced mechanism,
this organized defiance, quickly disgusts the soul and
tires the eye. The latter can rest only on cobble-
stones, shells, piles of iron, madriers, dry docks con-
taining the naked hulls of vessels, and the grey walls
of the prison, where a man leans out of the windows
and tests the iron bars with a hammer.
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Nature is absent and more completely banished
from this place, than from any other spot on the face
of the earth; everywhere can be seen denia and
hatred of it, a much in the crowbar which demolishes
the rocks, as in the sabre of the garde-chiourme who
watches over the convicts.

Outside of the arsenal and the penitentiary, there
is nothing but barracks, corps-de-garde, fortifications,
ditches, uniforms, bayonets, sabres and drums. From
morning until night, military music sounds under
your windows, soldiers pass through the streets,
come, go, and drill; the bugle sounds incessantly and
the troops file past. You understand a once that
the arsend constitutes the red city and that the other
is completely swallowed up by it Everywhere and
in every form reappear discipline, administration,
ruled paper. Factitious symmetry and idiotic cleanli-
ness are much admired. In the navy hospita for
instance, the floors are so highly polished that a con-
valescent trying to wak on his mended leg
would probably fdl and break the other. But it
looks nice. Between each ward is a yard, but the
sun never shines in it, and the grass is carefully kept
out. The kitchens are beautiful, but are situated so
far from the main building that in winter the food
must be cold before it reaches the patients. But who
cares about them? Aren't the saucepans like polished
suns? We saw a man who had broken his skull in
fdling from a vessel,,and who for eighteen hours had
receved no medica assistance whatsoever; but his
sheets were immaculate, for the linen department is
very well kept.

In the prison ward | was moved like a child by
the sight of a litter of kittens playing on a convict's
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bed. He made them little paper bals, and they
would chase them dal over the bed-spread, and cling
to its edges with their claws. Then he would turn
them over, stroke them, kiss them and cuddle them
to his heart. More than once, when he is put back
to work and sits tired and depressed on his bench,
he will dream of the quiet hours he spent adone with
the little animals, and of the softness of their fur on
his rough hands and the warmth of their little bodies
against his breast. | believe, though, that the rules
forbid this kind of recreation and that probably he
had them through the kindness of the sister in charge.

But here, as well as elsewhere, rules have their
exceptions, for, in the first place, the distinction of
caste does not disappear (equality being a lie, even
in the penitentiary). Delicately scented locks some-
times show beneath the numbered caps, just as the
deeve of the red blouse often reveals a cuff surround-
ing a well-kept hand. Moreover, special favours are
shown toward certain professions, certain men. How
have they been able, in spite of the law and the jeal-
ousy of their fellow-prisoners, to attain this eccentric
position which makes them amost amateur convicts,
and keep it without anybody trying to wrest it from
them? At the entrance to the workshop, where
boats are built, you will find a dentist's table filled
with instruments. In a pretty frame on the wall,
rows of plates are exhibited, and when you pass,
the artist utters a little speech to advertise his ability.
He stays in his place al day, polishing his instru-
ments and stringing teeth; he can tak to visitors
without feding the restraint of being watched, be in-
formed of what is going on in the medica world,
and practise his professon like a licensed dentist. At
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the present time, | daresay, he must use ether. More
than that, he may have pupils and give lectures. But
the man who has the most enviable position of dl is
the cur6 Delacollonge* He is the mediator between
the convicts and the ban; the authorities use his as-
cendency over the prisoners, and they, in turn, ad-
dress themselves to him when they want to obtain
any favours.

He lives apart from the rest of them in a neat
little room, has a man to wait on him, eats big bowls
of Plougastel strawberries, takes his coffee and reads
the newspapers.

If Delacollonge is the head of the penitentiary,
Ambroise is its arm. Ambroise is a superb negro al-
most six fea tal, who would have made a fine
servant for a sixteenth century man of quality.
Heliogobalus must have kept some such fdlow to fur-
nish amusement for himsalf and his guests by stran-
gling lions and fighting gladiators single-handed. His
polished skin is quite black, with steely reflections;
his body is well knit and as vigorous as a tiger's, and
his teeth are so white that they amost frighten one.

King of the penitentiary by right of strength, dl
the convicts fear and admire him; his athletic reputa-
tion compels him to test every newcomer, and up to
the present time, al these contests have turned out in
his favour. He can bend iron rods over his knee,
cary three men with one hand, and knock down
eight by opening his arms;, he eats three times as
much as an ordinary man, for he has an enormous
appetite and a heroic constitution.

*He drangled his misress whose mutilated body was found
floating in a sack on a pond. (See Causes Citthrts}
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When we saw him, he was watering the plants
in the botanical garden. He is always hanging around
the hot-house behind the plants and the palm-trees,
digging the soil and cleansing the wood-work.

On Thursday, when the public is admitted, Am-
broise receives his midresses behind the boxed
orange-trees, he has several of them, in fact, more
than he wishes. He knows how to procure them,
whether by his charms his grength or his money,
which he always carries in quantities about his per-
son and spends lavishly whenever he wishes to enjoy
himsdf. So he is very popular among a certain class
of women, and the people who have put him where he
is, have never perhaps been loved as much as Ambroise.

In the middle of the garden, in a little lake shaded
by a willow-tree and bordered by plants is a swan.
With one groke of its leg it can swim from one side
of the pond to the other, and although it crosses it a
hundred times a day and catches gold fishes to while
away the time, it never thinks of wandering away.

Furthe on, in a line againg the wall, are some
cages for rare animals from foreign lands destined for
the Musaum of Paris Mog of the cages, however,
were empty. In front of one in a narrow grated
yard, a convict was teaching a young wild-cat to
obey commands like a dog. Hax't this man had
enough of davery himsdf? Why does he torment
this poor little beast? The lashes with which he is
threatened he gives the wild-cat, which, some day,
will probably take its revenge by jumping over the
iron railing and killing the swan.

One moonlit evening, we decided to take a
grall through the streets known to be frequented by
filles de joie. They are very numerous. The navy,
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the artillery, the infantry, each has its own particular
streets, without mentioning the penitentiary, which
covers a whole didrict of the city. Seven parald
streets ending at its walls, compose what is called
Kerave, and are filled by the mistresses of jailers and
convicts. They are old frame houses, crowded to-
gether, with every door and window closed tight.
No sound issues from them, nobody is seen coming
out, and there are no lights in the windows; at the
end of each dreet is a lamp-post which the wind
sways from side to side, thus making its long yellow
rays oscillate on the sdewalk. The rest of the
guarter is in absolute darkness. In the maoonlight,
these dlent houses with their uneven roofs projected
fantagtic glimmerings.

When do they open? At unknown hours, at the
mogt dlent time of the darket nights. Then comes
the jailer who has dipped away from his watch, or
the convict who has managed to escape from the
prison, though sometimes they arrive together, aiding
and abetting each other; then, when daylight dawns,
the jaler turns his head away and nobody is the
wiser.

In the sailor's digtrict, on the contrary, everything
is open and above-board. The diseputable houses
are full of noise and light; there is dancing and
shouting and fighting. On the ground floors, in
the low rooms, women in filmy attire sit on the
benches that line the white-washed walls lighted by
an oil lamp; others, in the doorway, beckon to you,
and ther animated faces sand out in rdief on the
background of the lighted resort, from which issues
the sound of clinking glasses and coarse caresses.  You
can hear the kisses which fal on the opulent shoul-
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ders of the women and the laughter of the girl who
is sitting on some tanned sailor's lap, her unruly locks
dipping from under her cap and her bare shoulders
issuing from her chemise. The street is thronged, the
place is packed, the door is wide open, anybody who
wishes may go in. Men come and peep through
the windows or tak in an undertone to some hdf-
cdad creature, who bends eagerly over their faces.
Groups stand around and wait their turn. It is dl
quite informal and unrestrained.

Being conscientious travellers, and desiring to see
and study everything at close range, we entered.

In a room papered in red, three or four girls were
sitting at a round table, and a man with a cap on his
head and a pipe in his mouth was reclining on the
sofa;, he bowed politedly when we entered. The
women wore Parisan dresses and were modest in
their demeanour. The mahogany furniture was covered
with red plush, the floor was polished and engravings
of battles decorated the walls. O Virtuel you are
beautiful, for very stupid is vicee The woman who
was sitting by my side had hands which were suf-
ficient in themselves to make a man forget her sex, and
not knowing how to spend our time we treated the
whole company to drinks. Then | lighted a cigar,
stretched out on the divan, and, sad and depressed,
while the voices of the women rose shrilly and the
glasses were being drained, | sad to myself:

Where is she? Where can she be? Is she dead
to the world, and will men never see her again?

She was beautiful, in olden times, when she walked
up the steps leading to the temple, when on her
shell-like feet fdl the golden fringe of her tunic, or
when she lounged among Persian cushions, twirling
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he collar of cameos and chatting with the wise
men and the philosophers.

She was beautiful when she stood naked on the
threshold of her cella in the street of Suburra, under
the rodn torchlight that blazed in the night, dowly
chanting he Campanian lay, while from the Tiber
came the rdrains of the orgies.

She was beautiful, too, in he old house of the
CM behind the Gothic windows, among the noisy
students and dissipated monks, when, without fear of
the sergeants, they druck the oaken tables with ther
pewter mugs, and the worm-eaten beds creaked be-
neath the weight of ther bodies.

She was beautiful when she leaned over the green
cloth and coveted the gold of the provincials, then
she wore high heds and had a gmall waig and a
large wig which shed its perfumed powder on he
shoulders, a roe over he ear and a paich on he
cheek.

She was beautiful also among the goat-skins of
the Cossacks and the English uniforms, pushing her
way through the throngs of men and letting her bare
shoulders dazzle them on the steps of the gambling
houses, under the jewellers windows, beneath the
lights of the cafes, between darvation and wealth.

What are you regretting? | am regretting the
fille dejoie.

On the boulevard, one evening, | caught a glimpse
of her as she passed under the gadight, with watch-
ful and eager eyes, dragging he feet over the side-
walk. | saw he pae face on the dreet-corner,
while the rain wet the flowers in her hair, and heard
her soft voice calling to the men, while he flesh

shivered in he low-necked bodice.
7-17
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It was her last day; dfter that she disappeared.

Fear not that she will ever return, for she is dead,
quite dead! Her dress is made high, she has morals,
objects to coarse language, and puts the sous she
earns in a savings bank.

Cleared of her presence, the street has lost the
only poetry it ill retained; they have filtered the
gutter and sorted the garbage.

In a little while, the mountebanks will also have
disappeared, in order to make room for magnetic
stances and reform banquets, and the rope-dancer
with her spangled skirt and long balancing-pole will
be as remote from us as the bayadere of the Ganges.

Of dl that beautiful, glittering world as flighty as
fancy itsdf, so melancholy and sonorous, so bitter
and yet so gay, ful of inward pathos and glaring
sarcasms, where misery was warm and grace was
sad, the last vestige of a lost age, a distant race,
which, we are told, came from the other end of the
earth and brought us in the tinkling of its bells the
echo and vague memory of idolised joys, some cov-
ered wagon moving slowly aong the road, with rolled
tents on its roof and muddy dogs beneath it, a man
in a yellow jacket, selling muscade in tin cups, the
poor marionnettes in the Champs-Elysees, and the
mandolin players who visit the cafes in the outskirts
of the city, are dl that is left.

Since then, it is true, we have had a number of
farces of a higher class of humour. But is the new as
good as the old? Do you prefer Tom Thumb or
the Museum of Versalles?

On a wooden stand that formed a balcony around
a sguare tent of grey canvas, a man in a blouse was
beating a drum; behind him was a big painted sign
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representing a sheep and a cow, and some ladies,
gentlemen, and soldiers. The animals were the two
young phenomena from GuSrande with one am and
four shoulders. Ther exhibitor, or editor, was shout-
ing himsdf hoarse and announcing that besides these
two beautiful things, battles between wild beasts would
take place at once. Under the wooden sand stood a
donkey and three bears and the barking of the dogs,
which proceeded from the interior of the tent, min-
gled with the beating of the drum, the shouts of the
owner of the two phenomena and the cries of ancther
fellow who was not as jovial and fat as the former,
but tall and lanky, with a funereal expresson and
ragged clothes. This was the partner; they had met on
the road and had combined their shows. The lean one
contributed his bears his dogs and his donkey, while
the fat man brought his two phenomena and a grey
fdt hat which was used in their performance

The theatre was roofless and its walls were of
grey canvas;, they fluttered in the wind and would
have blown down had it not been for the poles which
hed them. Along the sides of the ring was a railing,
behind which was the audience, and in a reserved cor-
ner we perceved the two phenomena nibbling at a
bundle of hay half concealed by a gorgeous blanket. In
the middle of the ring a high post was sunk in the
ground, and here and there, attached to smaller posts,
were dogs, barking and tugging at their chains. The
men continued to shout and beat the drum, the bears
growled, and the crowd began to file in.

Firg they brought out a poor, half-paralyzed bear,
which seemed condderably bored. It wore a muzze
and had a big collar with an iron chain around its
neck, a rope in its nose, to make it obey commands
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promptly, and a sort of leather hood over its ears.
They tied bruin to the centre post, and the barks
grew louder and fiercer. The dogs stood up, a bris
tling, scratching crew, ther hind-quarters eevated,
their snouts near the ground, ther legs spread, while
their maders stood in opposte corners of the ring
and yeled at them in order to increase their ferocity.
They let three bull-dogs go and the brutes rushed at
the bear, which began to dodg* around the post. The
dogs followed, crowding and barking; sometimes the
bear would upset them and trample them with its
huge paws, but they would immediately scramble to
ther fet and make a dash for its head, clinging to
Its neck s0 that it was unable to shake off ther
wriggling bodies. With watchful eye, the two mas
ters waited the moment when it looked as if the bear
would be dgrangled; then they rushed at the dogs,
tore them away, pulled their necks and bit ther tails
to make them unlock their jaws. The brutes whined
with pain, but they would not let go. The bear strug-
gled to free itsdf from the dogs, the dogs bit the bear,
and the men bit the dogs. One young bull-dog espe-
cially, was remarkable for its ferocity; it clung to the
bear's back and would not let go, though they chewed
and bent its tail, and lacerated itsears. The men were
compelled to get a mattock to loosen itsjaws. When
they had all been disentangled, everyone took a rest;
the bear lay down on the ground, the gasping dogs
hung their tongues out, and the perspiring men pulled
the hairs from between ther teeth, while the dust that
had arisen during the fight scattered in the atmosphere
and settled on the heads of the spectators.

Two more bears were led into the ring, and one
acted the gardener of the fable, went on a hunting
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trip, waltzed, took off its hat, and played dead. After
this performance came the donkey. But it defended
itself well; its kicks sent the dogs flying through the
air like balloons; with its tail between its legs and
its ears back, it ran around the ring trying to get its
foes under its fordegs while they endeavoured to run
around it and fagen ther teeth in its throat. When
the men finally rescued it, it was completely winded
and shaking with fright; it was covered with drops
of blood which trickled down its legs (on which
repeated wounds had left scars), and, mingling with
sweat, moistened its worn hoofs.

But the best of the performance was the general
fight between the dogs; al took part in it, the big
and the little ones, the bull-dogs, the sheep-dogs, the
white ones, the black ones, the spotted ones, and
the russet variety.  Fully fifteen minutes were spent
in bringing them to the proper pitch of excitement.
The owners hed them between ther legs and point-
ing their heads in the direction of their adversaries,
would knock them together violently. The thin man,
especially, worked with great gusto. With much
effort he succeeded in producing a ferocious, hoarse
chest-note that maddened the whole irritated pack.
As serious as an orchestra leader, he would absorb
the discordant harmony, and direct and strengthen
its emission; but when the brutes were let loose and
the howling band tore one another to pieces, he would
be in a frenzy of enthusasm and delight. He would
applaud and bark and stamp his feet and imitate all
the motions of the dogs, he would have enjoyed
biting and being bitten, would gladly have been a
dog himsdf with a snout, so that he could wallow
in the dugt and blood, and snk his teeth in the hairy
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skins and warm flesh, and enjoy the fray to his
heart's content.

There was a critical moment when al the dogs,
one on top of another, formed a wriggling mass of
legs, backs, tails and ears, which oscillated to and
fro in the ring without separating, and in another in-
gant had torn down the railing and threatened to
harm the two young phenomena. The owner's face
paled and he hagily sprang forward, while his part-
ner rushed to his side. Then tails were bitten, and
kicks and blows were didributed right and left!
They grabbed the dogs everywhere, pulled them away
and flung them over their shoulders like bundles of
hay. It was al over in a second, but | had seen the
moment when the two young phenomena were near
being reduced to chopped meat, and | trembled for
the safety of the aam which grows on ther back.

Flugered, no doubt, by their narrow escape, they
did not care to be shown off. The cow backed and
the sheep bucked; but finally the green blanket with
yellow fringe was removed and their appendage was
exhibited to the public, and then the performance
ended. -



CHAPTER \X

BREST,

¢ T THE light-house of Brest. Here
¥ the Old World ends, This is its
most advanced point; its farthest
v limit. Behind you spread Europe
_ and Asia; before you lies the en-
“ tire ocean. Asgreat as space appears
to our eye, does it not always seem limited as soon
as we know that it has a boundary? Can you not
see from our shores, across the Channel, the streets
of Brighton and the fortresses of Provence; do you
not always think of the Mediterranean as an immense
blue lake ensconced in rocks, with promontories
covered with fdling monuments, yellow sands, sway-
ing pam-trees and curved bays? But here nothing
stops your eye. Thought can fly as rapidly as the
winds, spread out, divagate, and lose itsdf, without
finding anything but water, or perhaps vague America,
nameless islands, or some country with red fruits,
humming-birds and savages; or the silent twilight of
the pole, with its spouting whales; or the great cities
lighted by coloured glass, Japan with its porcelan
roofs, and China with its sculptured staircases and its
pagodas decorated with golden bells.
(87)
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Thus does the mind people and animate this in-
finity, of which it tires so soon, in order that it
may appear less vast. One cannot think of the des
ert without its caravans, of the ocean without its
ships, of the bowels of the earth without evoking
the treasures that they are supposed to conceal.

We returned to Conquet by way of the diff. The
breakers were dashing against its foot. Driven by a
sea-breeze, they would come rushing in, strike the
rocks and cover them with rippling sheets of water.
Haf an hour later, in a char-d-banc drawn by two
sturdy little horses, we reached Brest, which we left
with pleasure two days afterwards. When you leave
the coast and approach the Channel, the country un-
dergoes a marked change; it becomes less wild, less
Celtic; the dolmens become scarcer, the flats dimin-
ish as the wheat fields grow more numerous, and,
little by little, one reaches the fertile land of Leon,
which is, as M. Pitre-Chevalier has gracefully put it,
"the Attica of Brittany."

Landerneau is a place where there is an elm-tree
promenade, and where we saw a frightened dog run-
ning through the streets with a pan attached to its tail.

In order to go to the Chateau de la Joyeuse-Garde,
one must first follow the banks of the Eilorn and then
walk through a forest, in a hoUcw where few per-
sons go. Sometimes, when the underwood thins out
and meadows appear between the branches, one
catches sight of a boat saling up the river.

Our guide preceded us at quite a distance. Alone
together we trod the good old earth, flecked with
bunches of purple heather and fdlen leaves. The air
was perfumed with the breath of violets and straw-
berries; slender ferns spread over the trunks of the
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trees. It was warm; even the moss was hot. A
cuckoo, hidden in the foliage, now and then gave out
its long cry, and gnats buzzed in the glades. We
walked on with a feding of inward peace, and let
our conversation touch on many subjects, we spoke
of sounds and colours, of the masters and ther works,
and of the joys of the mind; we thought of different
writings, of familiar pictures and poses, we recited
aloud some wonderful verses, the beauty of which
thrilled us so that we repeated the rhythm again and
again, accentuating the words and cadencing them so
that they were almost sung. Foreign landscapes and
splendid figures rose before our mind's eye, and we
dwelt with rapture on soft Adgatic nights with the
moon shining on the cupolas; or our admiration was
aroused by some sonorous name; or we delighted in
the artlessness of some sentence sanding out in
relief in an ancient book.

Stretched out in the courtyard of Joyeuse-Garde,
near the filled-up subterranean vaults, beneath the
semi-circle of its unique ivy-covered arcade, we talked
of Shakespeare and wondered whether the sars were
inhabited.

Then we darted off again, having given but a
hasty glance at the crumbling home of good old
Lancdot, the one a fairy stole from his mother and
kept in a shining palace at the bottom of a lake
The dwarfs have disappeared, the drawbridge has
flown away, and lizards now crawl where formerly
the entrancing Genevieve dreamed of her lover gone
to fight the giants in Trebizonde.

We went back through the ,same paths to the
forest; the shadows were lengthening, the flowers
and shrubs were hardly visible, and the blue peaks of
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the low mountains opposite seemed to grow taler
against the fading sky. The river, which is bordered
by artificid quays for haf a mile outside the city, now
becomes free to spread its waters at will over the
meadow; its wide curve stretched far away into the
distance, and the pools of water coloured by the set-
ting sun looked like immense golden platters forgot-
ten on the grass.

Till it reaches Roche-Maurice, the Eilorn follows
the road, which winds around the foot of the rocky
hills, the uneven eminences of which extend into
the valley. We were riding in a gig driven by a boy
who sat on one of the shafts. His hat had no
strings and consequently blew of occasiondly, and
during his efforts to catch it, we had plenty of time
to admire the landscape.

The Chateau de la Roche-Maurice is a red bur-
grave's castle, a vulture's nest on the top of a moun-
tain. It is reached by an almost perpendicular slope
aong which great blocks of stone are strewn in place
of steps. At the top is a wall built of huge stones
laid one above another, and in the wall are large win-
dows, through which the whole surrounding country
can be viewed; the woods, the fields, the river, the
long, white road, the mountains with their uneven
peaks, and the great meadow, which separates them
through the middle.

A crumbling flight of steps leads to a dilapidated
tower. Here and there stones crop out among the
grass, and the rock shows amid the stones. Some-
times it seems as if this rock assumed artificia shapes,
and as if the ruins, on the contrary, by crumbling
more and more, had taken on a natural appearance
and gone back to origina matter.
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A whole side of the wall is covered with ivy; it
begins at the bottom and spreads out in an inverted
pyramid, the color of which grows darker towards the
top. Through an aperture, the edges of which are
concealed by the foliage, one can see a section of the
blue sky.

It was in these parts that the famous dragon lived,
which was killed in olden times by knight Derrien,
who was returning from the Holy Land with his friend,
Neventer. Derrien attacked it as soon as he had res-
cued the unfortunate Eilorn who, after giving over his
daves, his vassadls and his servants (he had no one
left but his wife and son), had thrown himsdf head-
long from the top of the tower into the river; but
the monster, moaally wounded, and bound by the
sash of its conqueror, soon drowned itsdf in the sea,
a Poulbeunzual, like the crocodile of Bate island,
which obeyed the behest of Saint Pol de Leon and
drowned itself with the stole of the Breton saint
wound around it. The gargoyle of Rouen met a simi-
lar fate with the stole of Saint Romain.

How beautiful those terrific old dragons were,
with their gaping, fire-spitting jaws, their scales,
their serpent-tails, their bat-wings, their lion-claws,
their equine bodies and fantastic headsl And the
knight who overpowered them was a wonderfully
fine specimen of manhood! First, his horse grew
frightened and reared, and his lance broke on the
scales of the monster, whose fiery breath blinded him.
Finaly he alighted, and after a day's battle, succeeded
in sinking his sword up to the hilt in the beast's

A contraction of Poulbeuzanneval, the swamp where the beast
was drowned
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belly. Black blood flowed in streams from the wound,
the audience escorted the knight home in triumph,
and he became king and married a far maiden.

But where did the dragons come from? Are they
a confused recollection of the mongers that existed
before the flood? Were they conceived from the
contemplation of the carcasses of the ichthyosaurus
and pteropod, and did the terror of men hear the
sound of their feet in the tall grass and the wind
howl when ther voices filled the caves? Are we
not, moreover, in the land of fairies, in the home of
the Knights of the Round Table and of Merlin, in the
mythological birthplace of vanished epopees? These,
no doubt, revealed something of the old worlds which
have become mythical, and told something of the
cities that were swallowed up, of Is and Herbadilla,
splendid and barbaric places, filled with the loves of
their bewitching queens, but now doubly wiped out,
firg, by the ocean which has obliterated them and
then by religion, which has cursed their memory.

There is much to be said on this subject. And,
indeed, what is there on which much cannot be said?
It might perhaps be Landivisan, for even the most
prolix man is obliged to be concise in his remarks,
when there is a lack of matter. | have noticed that
good places are usualy the ugliest ones. They are
like virtuous women; one respects them, but one
passes on in ssarch of others. Here surdy, is the
mogt productive spot of all Brittany; the peasants are
not as poor as elsewhere, the fidds are properly cul-
tivated, the colza is superb, the roads are in good
condition, and it is frightfully dreary.

Cabbages, turnips, beets and an enormous quantity
of potatoes, al enclosed by ditches, cover the entire
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country from Saint Pol de Leon to Roscoff. They
are forwarded to Bres, Rennes, and even to Havre
it is the indudry of the place, and a large busness
is done with them.

Roscoff has a dimy beach and a narrow bay,
and the surrounding sea is sprinkled with tiny black
idands that rise like the backs of so many turtles.

The environs of Saint Pol are dreary and cheer-
less. The blesk tint of the flats mingles without
trangition with the paleness of the sky, and the short
perspective has no large lines in its proportions, nor
change of colour on the edges. Here and there, while
grolling through the fidds, you may come across
some slent farm behind a grey stone wall, an aban-
doned manor deserted by its owners. In the yard
the pigs are deeping on the manure heap and the
chickens are pecking at the grass that grows among
the loose stones; the sculptured shigdd above the
door has worn away under the action of rain and
atmosphere.  The rooms are empty and are used
for storage purposes;, the plager on the celing is
peding oT, and s0 are the remaining decorations,
which, besides, have been tarnished by the cobwebs
of the spiders one sees crawling around the joists.
Wild mignonette has grown on the door of Kersa-
lion; near theturret is a pointed window flanked by a
lion and a Hercules, which sand out in bold rdief on
the wall like two gargoyles. At Kerland, | sumbled
againg a wolf-trap while I was ascending the large
winding staircase. Ploughshares, rusted shovels, and
jars filled with dried grain were scattered around the
rooms or on the wide stone window-seats.

Kerousere has retained its three turrets with
machicolations; in the courtyard can ill be seen
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the deep furrows of the trenches that have been filled
up little by little, and are now on levd with the
ground; they are like the track of a bark, which
spreads and spreads over the water till it finally disap-
pears. From the platform of one of the towers (the
others have pointed roofs), one can see the ocean be-
tween two low, wooded hills. The windows on the
firg floor are half stopped up, so as to keep the rain
out; they look out into a garden enclosed by a high
wall. The grass is covered with thistles and wheat
grows in the flower-beds surrounded by rose-bushes.

A narrow path wends its way between a fied
where the ripe wheat sways in the breeze and a line
of em-trees growing on the edge of a ditch. Pop-
pies gleamed here and there amongst the wheat; the
ditch was edged with flowers, brambles nettles,
sweet-brier, long prickly stems, broad shining leaves,
blackberries and purple digitalis, all of which mingled
their colours and various foliage and uneven branches,
and crossed their shadows on the grey dugt like the
meshes of a net.

When you have crossed a meadow wh~re an old
mill reuctantly turns its clogged wheel, you follow
the wall by stepping on large stones placed in the
water for a bridge; you soon come to the road that
leads to Saint-Pol, at the end of which rises the
dashed steeple of Kreisker; tall and dender, it
dominates a tower decorated with a balugrade and
produces a fine effect at a distance; but the nearer
one gets to it, the smaller and uglier it becomes, till
finally one finds that it is nothing more than an or-
dinary church with a portal devoid of satues. The ca-
thedral also is built in a rather clumsy Gothic style,
and is overloaded with ornaments and embroideries;
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but there is one notable thing, at least, in Saint-Pot
and that is the table d'hote of the inn.

The girl who waits on it has gold earrings
dangling againg he white neck and a cap with
turned up wings, like Molieréds soubrettes, and her
sparkling blue eyes would incline anyone to ak he
for something more than mere plates. But the guests 1
What guests! All habituts! At the upper end sat a
creature in a velvet jacket and a cashmere waistcoat.
He tied his napkin around the bottles that had been
uncorked, in order to be able to distinguish them.
He ladled the soup. On his left, sat a man in a light
grey frock-coat, with the cuffs and collar trimmed
with a sort of curly material representing fur; he ate
with his hat on and was the professor of music at
the local college. But he has grown tired of his
professon and is anxious to find some place that
would bring him from eight to twelve hundred francs
at the most. He does not care so much about the
salary, what he desres is the condderation that at-
taches to such a place. As he was always late, he
requested that the courses be brought up again from
the kitchen, and if he did not like them, he would
send them back untouched; he sneezed and expector-
ated and rocked his chair and hummed and leaned
his elbows on the table and picked his teeth.

Everybody respects him, the waitress admires
everything he says, and is, | am sure, in love with
him. The high opinion he has of himsdf shows in
his smile, his speech, his gestures, his silence, and in
his way of wearing his hair; it emanates from his
entire obnoxious personality.

Opposite to us sat a grey-haired,” plump man with
red hands and thick, moist lips, who looked at us so
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persisently and annoyingly, while he magticated his
food, that we fdt like throwing the carafes at him.
The other guests were indgnificant and only contrib-
uted to the picture.

One evening the conversation fdl upon a woman
of the environs who had left her husband and gone
to America with her lover, and who, the previous
week, and passed through Saint-Pol on her way
home, and had stopped at the inn. Everybody won-
dered at he audacity, and her name was accom-
panied by al sorts of unflattering epithets. Her
whole life was passed in review by these people, and
they all laughed contemptuoudy and insulted her and
grew quite hot over the argument. They would
have liked to have he there to tdl her what they
thought of he and see what she would say. Tirades
againg luxury, virtuous horror, moral maxims, hatred
of wealth, words with a double meaning, shrugs,
everything, in fact, was used to crush this woman,
who, judging by the ferocity these ruffians displayed
in their attacks, must have been pretty, refined, and
charming. Our hearts beat indignantly in our breasts,
and if we had taken another mea in Saint-Pol, | am
sure that something would have happened.



CHAPTER X.

SAINT-MALO.

ramparts, looks like a crown of
stones, the gems of which are
¥/ the machicolations. The breakers
dash againg its walls, and when the
tide is low they gently unfurl on the sand. Little
rocks covered with sea-weed dot the beach and look
like black spots on its light surface The larger
ones, which are upright and smooth, support the
fortifications, thus making them appear higher than
they redlly are

Above this draight line of walls, broken here and
there by a tower or the pointed ogive of a door, rise
the roofs of the houses with their open garret-win-
dows, their gyiating weather-cocks, and ther red
chimneys from which issue spirals of bluish smoke
that vanishes in the air.

Around Saint-Malo are a number of little barren
idands that have not a tree nor a blade of grass, but
only some old crumbling walls, great pieces of which
are hurled into the sea by each succeeding storm.

On the other side of the bay, opposte the city
and connected with dry land by a long pier, which

7-18 (97)
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separates the port from the ocean, is Saint-Servan, a
large, empty, almost deserted locality, which lies
peacefully in a marshy meadow. At the entrance to
Saint-Servan rise the four towers of the Chateau de
Solidor, which are connected by curtains and are
perfectly black from top to bottom. These alone are
aufficient compensation for having made that ex-
tended circuit on the beach, under the broiling July
sun, among the dock-yards and tar-pots and fires.

A walk around the city, over the ramparts is one
of the finest that can be taken. Nobody goes there.
You can st down in the embrasures of the cannons
and dangle your feet over the abyss. In front of you
lies the mouth of the Ranee, which flows between
two green hills, the coadt, the idands, the rocks, and
the ocean. The sentind marches up and down be-
hind you, and his even footsteps echo on the sonorous
stones.

One evening we remained out for a long time.
The night was beautiful, a true summer night, with-
out a moon, but brilliant with stars and perfumed by
the sea-breeze. The city was deeping. One by one
the lights went out in the windows, and the light-
houses shone red in the darkness, which was quite
blue above us and glittering with myriads of twink-
ling stars. We could not see the ocean, but we
could hear and smdll it, and the breakers that lashed
the walls flung drops of foam over us through the
big apertures of the machicolations.

In one place, between the wall and the city
houses, a quantity of cannon-balls are piled up in a
ditch. From that point you can see these words
written on the second floor of one of the dwellings:
" Chateaubriand was born here.
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Further on, the wall ends at the foot of a tower
caled Quiquengrogne; like its sister, La Generale, it
is high, broad, and imposing, and is swelled in the
middle like a hyperbola.

Though they are as good as new and absolutely
intact, these towers would no doubt be improved if
they lost some of their battlements in the sea and if
ivy spread its kindly leaves over their tops. Indeed,
do not monuments grow greater through recollection,
like men and like passions? And are they not com-
pleted by death?

We entered the castle The empty courtyard
planted with a few sickly lime-trees was as silent as
the courtyard of a monastery. The janitress went
and obtained the keys from the commander. When
she returned, she was accompanied by a pretty little
gil who wished to see the strangers. Her arms
were bare and she carried a large bunch of flowers.
Her black curls escaped from beneath her dainty little
cap, and the lace on her pantalettes rubbed against
her kid shoes tied around the ankles with black laces.
She ran up stairs in front of us beckoning and call-
ing.

The staircase is long, for the tower is high. The
bright daylight passes through the loop-holes like an
arrow. When you put your head through one of
these openings, you can see the ocean, which seems
to grow wider and wider, and the crude colour of the
sky, which seems to grow larger and larger, till you
are drad you will lose yoursdf in it. Vessds look
like launches and their masts like walking-sticks.
Eagles must think we look like ants. | wonder
whether they redly see us. Do they know that we
have cities and steeples and triumphal arches?
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When we arrived on the platform, and although
the battlement reached to our chest, we could not
hep experiencing the sensation one always feds at a
great height from the earth. It is a sort of voluptu-
ous uneasiness mingled with fear and delight, pride
and terror, a battle between one's mind and one's
nerves. You fed strangely happy; you would like to
jump, fly, spread out in the air and be supported by
the wind; but your knees tremble and you dare not
go too near the edge.

Still, one night, in olden times, men climbed this
tower with ropes. But then, it is not astonishing for
those times, for that wonderful sixteenth century, the
epoch of fierce convictions and frantic loves! How
the human instrument vibrated then in dl its chords!
How liberal-minded, productive, and active men were!
Does not this phrase of FEndon apply wonderfully
well to that period: "A sight well caculated to de-
light the eye?" For, without making any reference
to the foreground of the picture—Dbeliefs crumbling at
their foundation like tottering mountains, newly dis-
covered worlds, lost worlds brought to light again,
Michael-Angelo beneath his dome, laughing Rabelais,
observant Shakespeare, pensive Montaigne,—where can
be found a greater development in passions, a greater
violence in courage, a greater determination in will-
power, in fine, a more complete expansion of liberty
struggling against dl native fatalities? And with
Wha a bold relief the episode stands out in history,
and still, how wonderfully well it fits in, thereby
giving a glimpse of the dazzling brightness and broad
horizons of the period. Faces, living faces, pass be-
fore your eyes. You meet them only once; but you
think of them long afterwards, and endeavour to con-
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template them in order that they may be impressed
more deeply upon your mind. Was not the type of
the old soldiers whose race disappeared around 1598,
at the taking of Vervins, fine and terrible? It was a
type represented by men like Lamouche, Heurtand de
Saint-Offange, and La Tremblaye, who came back
holding the heads of his enemies in hishand; also La
Fontendle, of whom so much has been said. They
were men of iron, whose hearts were no softer than
their swords, and who, attracting hundreds of energies
which they directed with their own, entered towns
at night, galloping madly at the heads of their com-
panies, equipped corsairs, burned villages, and were
dealt with like kingsl Who has thought of depicting
those violent governors of the provinces, who daugh-
tered the people recklesdy, committed rapes and
swept in gold, like D'Epernon, an atrocious tyrant in
Provence and a perfumed courtier at the Louvre like
Montluc, who dgrangled Huguenots with his own
hands, or Baligui, the king of Cambrai, who read
Machiavd in order to copy the Valentinois, and whose
wife went to war on horseback, wearing a hdmet and
a cuirass.

One of the forgotten men of the period, or at
at least one of those whom most higorians mention
only dightly, is the Duke of Mercceur, the intrepid
enemy of Henri IV, who defied him longer than
Mayenne, the Ligue, and Philip H. Finaly he was
disarmed, that is, won over and appeased (by terms
that were such that twenty-three articles of the treaty
were not disclosed); then, not knowing what to do,
he enlisged in the Hungarian army and fought the
Turks. One day, with five thousand men, he at-
tacked a whole army, and, beaten again, returned to
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France and died of the fever in Nuremberg, at the
age of forty-four.

Saint-Malo put me in mind of him. He always
tried to get it, but he never could succeed in making
it his subject or his ally. They wished to fight on
their own account, and to do business through their
own resources, and although they were redlly ligueurs,
they spurned the duke as well as the Bearnais

When De Fontaines, the governor of the city, in-
formed them of the death of Henri HI, they refused
to recognize the King of Navarre They armed them-
selves and erected barricades, De Fontaines intrenched
himsdf in the castle and everybody kept upon the
defensive.  Little by little, the people encroached upon
him; first, they requested him to dedare that he was
willing to maintain their franchises. De Fontaines
complied in the hope of gaining time. The following
year (1589), they chose four generals who were in-
dependent of the governor. A year later, they obtained
permission to stretch chains. De Fontaines acceded to
everything. The king was at Laval and he was wait-
ing for him. The time was close at hand when he
would be able to take revenge for al the humilia-
tions he had suffered, and al the concessions he had
been forced to make. But he precipitated matters
and was discovered. When the people of Saint-Malo
reminded him of his promises, he replied that if the
king presented himsdf, he (De Fontaines) would let
him enter the city. When they learned this, they
decided to act.

The cagtle had four towers. It wasthe highest one,
La Generale, the one on which De Fontaines redied
the mogt, which they climbed. These bold attempts
were not infrequent, as proved by the ascension of
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the diffs of Fecamp by Bois-Rose, and the attack of
the Chateau de Blein, by Guebriant.

The rebels connived and assembled during severa
evenings at the place of a certain man named Frotet,
sieur de La Lanbelle; they entered into an understand-
ing with a Scotch gunner, and one dark night they
armed themselves, went out to the rampart, let them-
selves down with ropes and approached the foot of
La Genfrale.

There they waited. Soon a rustling sound was
heard on the wall, and a bdl of thread was lowered,
to which they fastened their rope ladder. The ladder
was then hoisted to the top of the tower and at-
tached to the end of a culvenn which was levelled
in an embrasure of the battlement.

Michd Frotet was the first to ascend, and after
him came Charles Ansdlin, La Blissais and the others.
The night was dark and the wind whistled; they had
to climb dlowly, to hold their daggers between
their teeth and fed for the rungs of the ladder with
their hands and feet. Suddenly (they were midway
between the ground and the top), they fdt them-
selves going down; the rope had dlipped. But they
did not utter a sound; they remained motionless.
Their weight had caused the culverin to tip forward;
it stopped on the edge of the embrasure and they
slowly resumed their ascension and arrived one dfter
another on the platform of the tower.

The deegpy sentinels did not have time to give
the alarm. The garrison was either asleep or playing
dice on the drums. A panic seized the soldiers and
they fled to the dungeon. The conspirators pursued
them and attacked them in the hallways, on the
staircase, and in the rooms, crushing them between
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the doors and daughtering them mercilessy. Mean-
while the townspeople arrived to lend assistance
some put up ladders, and entered the tower without
encountering any ressance and plundered it. La
PSandiSe lieutenant of the casle, perceving La
Blissais, said to him: "This, dr, is a most miserable
night." But La Blissais impressed upon him that this
was not the time for conversation. The Count of
Fontaines had not made his appearance. They went
in search of him, and found him lying dead across
the threshold of his chamber, pierced by a shot from
an arquebuse that one of the townspeople had fired
at him, as he was about to go out, escorted by a
servant bearing a light "Ingtead of rushing to face
the danger," says the author of this account,* "he
had dressed as lesurely as if he were going to a wed-
ding, without leaving one shoulder-knot untied.”

This outbreak in Saint-Malo, which so greatly
harmed the king, did not in the leas ben€fit the
Duke de Mercceur. He had hoped that the people
would accept a governor from his hands, his son, for
example, a mere child, for that would have meant
himsdf, but they obstinatdy refused to listen to it.
He sent troops to protect them, but they refused to
let them enter, and the soldiers were compelled to
take lodgings outside of the city.

Sill, in spite of al this, they had not become
more royalig, for some time later, having arrested
the Marquis of La Noussaie and the Viscount of De-
noual, it cost the former twelve thousand crowns
to get out of prison and the latter two thousand.

Jossdlin Frotet, seur de La Lanbelk, at whose place the rebes
congregated before the escalade. (Note on the manuscript of G. E)
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Then, fearing that Pont-Brient would interrupt
commercia relations with Dinan and the other cities
in the Ligue, they attacked and subjected it.

Presuming that their bishop, who was the tem-
poral master of the city, might be likely to deprive
them of the freedom they had just acquired, they
put him in prison and kept him there for a year.

The conditions at which they finaly accepted
Henri 1V are well-known: they were to take care
of themselves, not be obliged to receive any garrison,
be exempt from taxes for six years, etc.

Situated between Brittany and Normandy, this lit-
tle people seems to have the tenacity and granite-like
resistance of the former and the impulses and dash
of the latter. Whether they are sdlors, writers, or
travellers on foreign seas, their predominant trait is
audacity; they have violent natures which are almost
poetical in their brutality, and often narrow in their
obstinacy. There is this resemblance between these
two sons of Saint-Malo, Lamennais and Broussais:
they were always equaly extreme in their systems
and employed their latter years in fighting what they
had upheld in the earlier part of their life

In the city itsdf are little tortuous streets edged
with high houses and dirty fishmongers shops. There
are no carriages or luxuries of any description; every-
thing is as black and reeking as the hold of a ship.
A sort of musty smell, reminiscent of Newfoundland,
sat meat, and long sea voyages pervades the air.

" The watch and the round are made every night
with big English dogs, which are let loose outside of
the city by the man who is in charge of them, and it
is better not to be in their vicinity at that time. But
when morning comes, they are led back to a place
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in the city where they shed dl their ferocity which,
at night, is so great."*

Barring the disappearance of this four-legged police
which at one time devoured M. du Mollgt, the ex-
istence of which is confirmed by a contemporane-
ous text, the exterior of things has changed but
little, no doubt, and even the civilized people living
in Saint-Malo admit that it is very much behind the
times.

The only picture we noticed in the church is a
large canvas that represents the battle of Lepante
and is dedicated to Notre-Dame des Victoires, who
can be seen floating above the clouds. In the fore-
ground, al Christianity, together with crowned kings
and princesses, is kneeling. The two armies can be
seen in the background. The Turks are being hurled
into the sea and the Christians stretch their arms
towards heaven.

The church is ugly, has no ornamentation, and
looks amost like a Protestant house of worship. |
noticed very few votive offerings, a fact that struck
me as being rather peculiar in this place of sea perils.
There are no flowers nor candles in the chapels, no
bleeding hearts nor bedecked Virgin, nothing, in fact,
of dl that which causes M. Michelet to wax indignant.

Opposite the ramparts, at a stone's throw from the
city, rises the little idand of Grand-Bay. There, can
be found the tomb of Chateaubriand; that white spot
cut in the rock is the place he has designated for his
body.

We went there one evening when the tide was
low and the sun setting in the west. The water

DArgatre Hist, dt Bretagne, p. 6a
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was gill trickling over the sand. At the foot of the
idand, the dripping sea-weed spread out likethe hair
of antigue women over a tomb.

The idand is deserted; sparse grass growsin spots,
mingled here and there with tufts of purple flowers
and nettles. On the summit is a dilapidated case-
mate, with a courtyard enclosed by crumbling walls.
Beneath this ruin, and half-way up the hill, is a space
about ten feet square, in the middle of which rises a
granite dab surmounted by a Latin cross. The tomb
comprises three pieces: one for the socle, one for the
dab, and ancther for the cross.

Chateaubriand will res beneath it, with his head
turned towards the sea; in this grave, built on a rock,
his immortality will be like his life—deserted and
surrounded by tempests. The centuries and the break-
ers will murmur a long time around his great memory;
the breakers will dash against histomb during storms,
or on summer mornings, when the white sails unfold
and the swallow arrives from across the seas;, they
will bring him the meancholy voluptuousness of far-
away horizons and the caressing touch of the sea-
breeze. And while time passes and the waves of
his native srand swing back and forth between his
cradle and his grave, the great heart of Rene, grown
cold, will dlowly crumble to dust to the eternal
rhythm of this never-ceasing music.

We walked around the tomb and touched it, and
looked at it as if it contained its future host, and sat
down beside it on the ground.

The sky was pink, the sea was calm, and there
was a lull in the breeze. Not a ripple broke the
motionless surface of ocean on which the setting
sun shed its golden light. Blue near the coast and
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mingled with the evening migt, the sea was scarlet
everywhere else and deepened into a dark red line
on the horizon. The sun had no rays left; they had
fallen from its face and drowned ther brilliancy in
the water, on which they seemed to float. The red
disc set slowly, robbing the sky of the pink tinge it
had diffused over it, and while both the sun and the
delicate color were wearing away, the pale blue
shades of night crept over the heavens. Soon the
aun touched the ocean and sank into it to the middle.
For a moment it appeared cut in two by the horizon;
the upper half remained firm, while the under one
vacillated and lengthened; then it finally disappeared,
and when the reflection died away from the place
where the fiery ball had gone down, it seemed as if
a sudden gloom had spread over the sea.

The shore was dark. The light in one of the
windows in a city house, which a moment before
was bright, presritly went out. The dlence grew
deeper, though sounds could be heard. The breakers
dashed againgt the rocks and fdl back with a roar;
long-legged gnats sang in our ears and disappeared
with a buzzing of their trangparent wings, and the
indigtinct voices of the children bathing at the foot of
the ramparts reached us; mingled with ther laughter
and screams.

Young boys came out of the water, and, stepping
gingerly on the pebbles, ran up the beach to dress.
When they attempted to put on ther shirts the
moaist linen clung to their wet shoulders and we could
see their white torsos wriggling with impatience,
while their heads and arms remained concealed and
the deeves flapped in the wind like flags.

A man with his wet hair falling draight around
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his neck, passed in front of us. His dripping body
shone. Drops trickled from his dark, curly beard, and
he shook his head so as to let the water run out of
his locks. His broad chest was parted by a stubby
growth of hair that extended between his powerful
muscles. It heaved with the exertion of swimming
and imparted an even motion to his flat abdomen,
which was as smooth as ivory where it joined the
hips. His muscular thighs were set above dender
knees and fine legs ending in arched feet, with short
heels and spread toes. He walked dowly over the
beach.

How beautiful is the human form when it ap-
pears in its origina freedom, as it was created in the
first day of the world! But where are we to find it,
masked as it is and condemned never to reappear.
That great word, Nature, which humanity has re
peated sometimes with idolatry and sometimes with
fear, which philosophers have sounded and poets havfc
sung, how it is being lost and forgotten! If there are
gtill here and there in the world, far from the push-
ing crowd, some hearts which are tormented by
the constant search of beauty, and forever feding the
hopeless need of expressing what cannot be ex-
pressed and doing what can only be dreamed, it is
to Nature, as to the home of the ided, that they
must turn. But how can they? By what magic will
they be able to do so? Man has cut down the for-
ests, has conquered the seas, and the clouds that hover
over the cities are produced by the smoke that
rises from the chimneys. But, say others, do not his
mission and his glory consist in going forward and
attacking the work of God, and encroaching upon it ?
Man denies His work, he ruins it, crushes it, even in
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his own body, of which he is ashamed and which he
conceals like a crime.

Man having thus become the rarex and most diffi-
cult thing in the world to know (I am not speaking
of his heart, O moraligd), it follows that the artig
ignores his shape as well as the qualities that render
it beautiful. Where is the poet, nowadays, even
amongst the most brilliant, who knows what a
woman is like? Where could the poor fellow ever have
seen any? What has he ever been able to learn
about them in the salons, could he see through the
corset and the crinoling?

Better than al the rhetoric in the world, the plas
tic art teaches those who study it the gradation of
proportions, the fuson of planes, in a word, harmony.
The ancient races, through the very fact of their ex-
istence, left the mark of their noble attitudes and pure
blood on the works of the masers. In Juvenal, |
can hear confusedly the death-rattles of the gladiators;
Tacitus has sentences that resemble the drapery of a
laticlave, and some of Horaces verses are like the
body of a Gresk dave, with supple undulations, and
short and long syllables that sound like crotala.

But why bother about these things? Let us
not go so far back, and let us be satisfied with what
is manufactured. What is wanted nowadays is rather
the opposite of nudity, smplicity and truth ? Fortune
and success will fall to the lot of those who know
how to dress and clothe facts! The tailor is the king
of the century and the fig-leaf is its symbol; laws,
art, politics, al things, appear in tights 1 Lying
freedom, plated furniture water-colour pictures, why!
the public loves this sort of thingl So let us give it
al it wants and gorge the fooll



CHAPTER X!

MONT SAINT-MICHEL,

"8 HE road from Pontorson to the Mont
) Saint-Michel is wearying on ac-
count of the sand. Our post-chaise
N (for we aso travel by post-chaise),
¥ was disturbed every now and then
o ==& by a number of carts filled with
the grey soil which is found in these parts and
which is transported to some place and utilised as
manure. They became more numerous as we ap-
proached the sea, and defiled for several miles until
we findly saw the deserted strand whence they came.
On this white surface, with its conical heaps of earth
resembling huts, the fluctuating line of carts reminded
us of an emigration of barbarians deserting their na-
tive heath.

The empty horizon stretches out, spreads, and
finally mingles its greyish flats with the yellow sand
of the beach. The ground becomes firmer and a sdt
breeze fans your cheeks; it looks like a vast desert
from which the waters have receded. Long, flat
grips of sand, superposed indefinitely in indistinct
planes, ripple like shadows, and the wind playfully
(111)
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designs huge arabesques on ther surfaces. The sea
lies far away, so far, in fact, that its roar cannot be
heard, though we could distinguish a sort of vague,
dirial, imperceptible murmur, like the voice of the
solitude, which perhaps was only the effect produced
by the intense slence.

Opposite us rose a large round rock with em-
battled walls and a church on its top; enormous
counterparts resting on a steep dope support the
sides of the edifice Rocks and wild shrubs are
strewn over the incline. Half-way up the dope are a
few houses, which show above the white line of the
wall and are dominated by the brown church; thus
some bright colours are interspersed between the two
plain tints.

The post-chaise drove ahead of us and we fol-
lowed it, guiding oursdves by the tracks of the
wheels; finally it disappeared in the digance, and we
could digtinguish only its hood, which looked like
some big crab crawling over the sand.

Here and there a swift current of water compelled
us to move farther up the beach. Or we would sud-
denly come upon pools of dime with ragged edges
framed in sand.

Besde us walked two priests who were also go-
ing to the Mont Saint-Michd. As they were afraid
of soiling their new cassocks, they gathered them up
around ther legs when they jumped over the little
dreams. Their dlver buckles were grey with mud,
and their wet shoes gaped and threw water at every
step they took.

Meantime the Mount was growing larger. With
one sweep of the eye we were able to take in the
whole panorama, and could see digtinctly the tiles on









OVER STRAND AND FIELD 113

the roofs, the bunches of nettles on the rocks, and,
a little higher, the green shutters of a small window
that looks out into the governor's garden.

The first door, which is narrow and pointed,
opens on a sort of pebble road leading to the ocean;
on the worn shield over the second door, undulating
lines carved in the stone seem to represent water; on
both sides of the doors are enormous cannons com-
posed of iron bars connected by dmilar drcular
bands. One of them has retained a cannon-ball in
its mouth; they were taken from the English in 1423,
by Louis d'Estouteville, and have remained here four
hundred years.

Five or six houses built opposite one another com-
pose the street; then the line breaks, and they con-
tinue down the dopes and dairs leading to the cadtle,
in a sort of haphazard fashion.

In order to reach the cadtle, you first go up to the
curtain, the wall of which shuts out the view of the
ocean from the houses below. Grass grows between
the cracked stones and the battlements. The ram-
part continues around the whole idand and is elevated
by successive platforms. When you have passed the
watch-house, which is dtuated between the two
towers, you see a little straight flight of steps; when
you climb them, the roofs of the houses, with ther
dilapidated chimneys, gradually grow lower and lower.
You can see the washing hung out to dry on poles
fasgened to the garret-windows, or a tiny garden
baking in the sun between the roof of one house and
the ground-floor of another, with its parched leeks
drooping their leaves over the grey soil; but the other
side of the rock, the side that faces the ocean, is
barren and deserted, and so steep that the shrubs

7—19
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that grow there have a hard time to remain where
they are and look as if they were about to topple
over every minute.

When you are standing up there, enjoying as
much space as the human eye can possbly encom-
pass and looking at the ocean and the horizon of the
coast, which forms an immense bluish curve, or at
the wall of La Mervelle with its thirty-sx huge
counterparts upreared on a perpendicular diff, a laugh
of admiration parts your lips, and you suddenly hear
the sharp noise of the weaving-looms. The peo-
ple manufacture linen, and the shrill sound of the
shuttles produces a very lively racket.

Between two dender towers, which represent the
uplifted barrds of two cannons, is the entrance to
the castle, a long, arched hallway, at the end of
which is a flight of stone steps. The middle of the
hall is always dark, being insufficiently lighted by
two skylights one of which is at the bottom of the
hall and the other at the top, between the interval of
the drawbridge; it is like a subterranean vault.

The guard-room is at the head of the dairs as
you enter. The voice of the sergeants and the click-
ing of the guns reechoed along the walls. They
wer e, beating a drum.

Meanwhile a garde-chiourme returned with our
passports, which M. le gouverneur had wished to see;
then he motioned us to follow him; he opened
doors, drew bolts, and led us through a maze of
halls, vaults and gaircases. Really, one can lose one-
«f in this labyrinth, for a single vist does not
enable you to undersand the complicated plan of
these combined buildings, where a fortress, a church,
an abbey, a prison and a dungeon, are mingled, and
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where you can find every style of architecture, from
the Romance of the eleventh century to the bewilder-
ing Gothic of the sixteenth. We could catch only a
glimpse of the knights' hall, which has been converted
into a loom-room and is for this reason barred to the
public. We saw only four rows of columns support-
ing a ceiling ornamented with salient mouldings; they
were decorated with clover leaves. The monastery
is built over this hal, a an atitude of two hundred
feet above the sea level. It is composed of a quad-
rangular gdlery formed by a triple line of smal
granite, tufa, or stucco columns. Acanthus, thistles,
ivy, and oak-leaves wind around their caps; between
each mitred ogive is a cut-out rose; this galery isthe
place where the prisoners take the air.

The cap of the garde-chiourme now passes aong
these walls where, in olden times, passed the shaved
heads of industrious friars; and the wooden shoes of
the prisoners click on the dabs that used to be swept
by the trailing robes of monks and trodden by their
heavy leather sandals.

The church has a Gothic choir and a Romance
nave, and the two architectures seem to vie with
each other in magesty and elegance. In the choair, the
arches of the windows are pointed, and are as lofty as
the aspirations of love; in the nave, the arcades open
their semi-circles roundly, and columns as straight as
the trunk of a palm-tree mount aong the walls.
They rest on square pedestals, are crowned with
acanthus leaves, and continue in powerful mouldings
that curve beneath the ceiling and help support it.

It was noon. The bright daylight poured in
through the open door and rippled over the dark
sides of the building.
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The nave, which is separated from the choir by a
green curtain, is filled with tables and benches, for it
is used also as a dining-hall. When mass is cele-
brated, the curtain is drawn and the condemned men
may be present at divine service without removing
ther elbows from the table. It is a nove idea

In order to enlarge the platform by twelve yards
on the western side of the church, the latter itsaf
has been curtailed; but as it was necessary to recon-
druct some sort of entrance, one architect closed the
nave by a facade in Gresk style; then, perhaps, fed-
ing remorseful, or dedring (a presumption which
will be accepted more readily), to embellish his work
gill  further, he afteewards added some columns
"which imitate fairly well the architecture of the
eleventh century," says the notice. Let us be dlent
and bow our heads. Each of the arts has its own
particular leprosy, its mortal ignominy that eats its
face away. Painting has the family group, music the
ballad, literature the criticism, and architecture the
architect.

The prisoners were walking around the platform,
one after another, dslent, with folded arms, and in
the beautiful order we had the opportunity to admire
at Fontevrault. They were the patients of the hospital
ward taking the air.

Tottering along with the file was one who lifted
his feet higher than the rex and clung to the coat
of the man ahead of him. He was blind. Poor,
miserable wretchl God prevents him from seeing
and his fellow-men forbid him to speak 1

The following day, when the tide had again re-
ceded from the beach, we left the Mount under a
broiling sun which heated the hood of the carriage



OVER STRAND AND FIELD 117

and made the horses sweat. They only walked; the
harness cresked and the wheels sank deep into the
sand. At the end of the beach, when grass appeared
again, 1 put my eye to the little window that is in

the back of every carriage, and bade goodbye to
Mont Saint-Michd.



CHAPTER XII.

COMBOURG.

LETTER from the Viscount Vesin
) was to gain us entrance to the
castle. So as soon as we arrived, we
cdled on the steward, M. Corve-
I/ ser.  They ushered us into a large
%" kitchen where a young lady in black,
marked by smallpox and wearing horn spectacles over
her prominent eyes, was stemming currants. The
kettle was on the fire and chey were crushing
sugar with bottles. It was evident *hat we were in-
truding. After severa minutes had _apsed, we were
informed that M. Corveser was confined to his bed
with a fever and was very sorry that he could not be
of any service to us, but sent us his regards. In the
meantime, his clerk, who had just come in from an
errand, and who was lunching on a glass of cider
and a piece of buttered bread, offered to show us the
castle. He put his napkin down, sucked his teeth,
lighted his pipe, took a bunch of keys from the wall
and started ahead of us through the village.

After following a long wall, we entered through
an old door into a silent farm-yard. Silica here and
there shows through the beaten ground, on which

(118)
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grows a little grass soiled by manure. There was
nobody around and the stable was empty. In the
barns some chickens were roosting on the poles of
the wagons, with their heads under their wings.
Around the buildings, the sound of our footsteps was
deadened by the dust accumulated from the straw in
the lofts.

Four large towers connected by curtains showed
battlements beneath their pointed roofs; the openings
in the towers, like those in the man part of the
castle, are small, irregular windows, which form un-
even black squares on the grey stones. A broad
stoop, comprising about thirty steps, reaches to the firg
floor, which has become the ground-floor of the in-
terior apartments, since the trenches have been filled
up.
The yellow wall-flower does not grow here, but
instead, one finds nettles and lentisks, greenish moss
and lichens. To the left, next to the turret, is a clus-
ter of chestnut-trees reaching up to the roof and
shading it.

After the key had been turned in the lock and
the door pushed open with kicks, we entered a dark
hallway filled with boards and ladders and wheelbar-
rows.

This passage led into a little yard enclosed by the
thick interior walls of the castle. It was lighted from
the top like a prison yard. In the corners, drops of
humidity dripped from the stones. We opened an-
other door. It led into a large, empty, sonorous hall;
the floor was cracked in a hundred places, but there
was fresh paint on the wainscoting.

The green forest opposite sheds a vivid reflection
on the white walls, through the large windows of the
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castle. There is a lake and underneasth the windows
were clugers of lilacs, petunia-blossoms and acacias,
which have grown pdl-mdl in the former parterre
and cover the hill that dopes gradually to the road,
following the banks of the lake and then continuing
through the woods.

The great, deserted hall, where the child who
afterwards wrote Rent, used to st and gaze out
of the windows, was dlent. The derk smoked his
pipe and expectorated on the floor. His dog, which
had followed him, hunted for mice, and its nails
clicked on the pavement.

We walked up the winding gairs. Moss covers the
worn stone steps.  Sometimes a ray of light, passng
through a cack in the walls, grikes a green blade
and makes it gleam in the dark like a dar.

We wandered through the halls, through the
towers, and over the narrow curtain with its gaping
machicolations, which attract the eye irresgdibly to
the abyss below.

On the second floor is a small room which looks
out into the insde courtyard and has a massve oak
door that closes with a latch. The beams of the
ceilling (you can touch them), are rotten from age;
the whitewashed walls show ther latticework and
are covered with big spots; the window-panes are
obscured by cobwebs and their frames are buried in
dust. This used to be Chateaubriand's room. It face?
the West, towards the setting sun.

We continued; when we passed in front o a
window or a loop-hole, we warmed ourselves in the
warm ar coming from without, and this sudden
trangtion rendered the ruins al the more medancholy
and cheerless. The floors of the apartments are rot-
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ting away, and daylight enters through the fireplaces
along the blackened dab where rain has left long
green streaks. The golden flowers on the drawing-
room ceiling are faling off, and the shidd that sur-
mounts the mantelpiece is broken into bits. While
we were looking around, a flight of birds entered,
flew around for a few minutes and passed out through
the chimney.

In the evening, we went to the lake. The meadow
has encroached upon it and will soon cover it en-
tirely, and wheat will grow in the place of pond-
lilies. Night was falling. The cadtle, flanked by Its
four turrets and framed by masses of green fdiage>
cad a dark shadow over thevillage. The setting sun
made the great mass appear black; the dying rays
touched the surface of the lake and then meted in
the mist on the purplish top of the slent forest

rene We sat down at the foot of an oak and opened

We faced the lake where he had often watched
the nimble swallow on the bending reeds, we sat in
the shadow of the forex where he had often pursued
rainbows over the dripping hills; we harkened to the
rustling of the leaves and the whisperings of the water
that had added their murmur to the sad medody of
his youth. As the darkness gathered on the pages
of the book, the bitterness of its words went to our
hearts, and we experienced a sensation of mingled
melancholy and sweetness.

A wagon passed in the road, and the wheels sank
in the deep tracks. A smél of new-mown hay per-
vaded the ar. The frogs were croaking in the
marshes. We went back.

The sky was heavy and a sorm raged al night.
The front of a neighbouring house was illumined and
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flared like a bonfire at every flash of lightning.
Gagping, and tired of tossing on my bed, | arosg
lighted a candle, opened the window and leaned out.

The night was dark, and as slent as dumber.
The lighted candle threw my huge shadow on the
opposite wall. From time to time a flash of lightning
blinded me.

| thought of the man whose early life was spent
here and who filled half a century with the camour-
ing of his grief.

I thought of him firg in these quiet streets, play-
ing with the village boys and looking for nests in
the church-steeple and in the woods. | imagined
him in his little room, leaning his elbows on the
table, and watching the rain beating on the window-
panes and the clouds passing above the curtain, while
his dreams flew away. | thought of the bitter lon€li-
ness of youth, with its intoxications, its nausea, and
its burgs of love that sicken the heart. Is it not
here that our own grief was nourished, is this not the
very Golgotha where the genius that fed us suffered
its anguish?

Nothing can express the gestation of the mind or the
thrills which future great works impart to those who
carry them; but we love to see the spot where we
know they were conceived and lived, as if it had re-
tained something of the unknown ideal which once
vibrated there.

His room! his room! his childhood's poor little
room! It was here that he was tormented by vague
phantoms which beckoned to him and clamoured for
birth: Attala shaking the magnolias out of her hair
in the soft breeze of Florida, Veldda running through
the woods in the moonlight, Cymodoc*e protecting
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her white bosom from the claws of the leopards, and
fral Ameie and pae Rene!

One day, however, he tears himsdf away from the
old feudd homestead, never to return. Now he is
lost in the whirl of Paris and mingles with his fellow-
men; and then he feds an impulse to travd and
he starts off.

| can see him leaning over the side of the ship, 1
can see him looking for a new world and weeping
over the country he has left. He lands; he listens to
the waterfalls and the songs of the Natchez; he watches
the flowing rivers and the bright scales of the snakes
and the eyes of the savages. He dlows his soul to
be fascinated by the languor of the Savannah. They
tell each other of their native melancholy and he ex-
hausts its pleasures as he exhausted those of love.
He returns, writes, and everyone is carried away by
the charm of his magnificent style with its royal sweep
and its supple, coloured, undulating phrase, as stormy
as the winds that sweep over virgin forests, as bril-
liant as the neck of a humming-bird, and as oft as
the light of the moon shining through the windows
of a chapel.

He travels again; this time he goes to ancient
shores; he sits down a Thermopylae and cries:
Leonidas! Leonidas! visits the tomb of Achilles,
Lacedaemon, and Carthage, and, like the deepy shep-
herd who raises his head to watch the passing car-
avans, dl those great places awake when he passes
through them.

Banished, exiled, laden with honours, this man
who had starved in the streets will dine a the table
of kings; he will be an ambassador and a minister, will
try to save the tottering monarchy, and after seeing
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the ruin of dl his beliefs, he will witness his own
glorification as if he were dready counted among the
dead.

Born during the decline of one period and at the
dawn of another, he was to be its transition and the
guardian of its memories and hopes. He was the em-
balmer of Catholicism and the proclaimer of liberty.
Although he was a man of old traditions and illusions,
he was congtitutional in politics and revolutionary in
literature. Réigious by instinct and education, it is
he, who, in advance of everyone else, in advance of
Byron, gave vent to the most savage pride and fright-
fu despair.

He was an artist, and had this in common with
the artists of the eighteenth century: he was aways
hampered by narrow laws which, however, were al-
ways broken by the power of his genius. As a man,
he shared the misery of his fellow-men of the nine-
teenth century. He had the same turbulent preoccu-
pations and futile gravity. Not satisfied with being
great, he wished to appear grandiose, and it seems that
this conceited mania did not in the least efface his
red grandeur. He certainly does not belong to the
race of dreamers who have made no incursion into
life, masters with cam brows who have had neither
period, nor country nor family. But this man cannot
be separated from the passions of his time; they
made him what he was, and he in turn created a num-
ber of them. Perhaps the future will not give him
credit for his heroic stubbornness and no doubt it will
be the episodes of his books that will immortalise their
titles with the names of the causes they upheld.

| stayed at the window enjoying the night and
feding with delight the cold morning air on my lids.
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Little by little the day dawned; the wick of the can-
dle grew longer and longer and its flame dowly
faded away. The roof of the marke appeared in
the distance and a cock crowed; the sorm had passed;
a few drops of water remained in the dugt of the
road and made large round spots on it. As | was
very tired, | went back to bed and dept.

Wefdt very sad on leaving Combourg, and besides,
the end of our journey was at hand. Soon this de-
lightful trip which we had enjoyed for three months
v/iould be over. The return, like the leavetaking,
produces an anticipated sadness, which gives one a
proof of the inspid life we lead.
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