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PREKFANCE

IN England, evervthing is great, even what is not good, even
Oligarchy,  The Euglish Patriciate is the patviciate in the absolute
sensc of the word.  No more illustrious, more teveible, or more vigor-
ot Feadality exists. Let us add that this feudaiity has been usefal wt
times, 1t s o England that the phenomenon ob Seignenrie must he
studied, as in Franee the phenomenon of Rovalty mnst he studied.

The true title of this hook should be dristocracy.  Another hook
that will follow may. perhaps, be entitled Moparchy, These two hooks,
it it is given to the anthor to finish his tash, will precede and introdnee

another, to he called Nivety-Three,

ITaverevinne Hovse o 1869,
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THE MAN WIIO TAUGIIS

PART 1

T SEA AND TIHK NIGHT

TWO PRELIMINARY CHAPTERS

I L RSTUS

ARSTUS and Homo were fast friends,  Ursus wax a
man, Homo a wolt, Their dispositions tallicd.
It was the man who had christened the wolf: proh-
ably he had also chosen his own name.  Taving
found Ursus fit for himself, he had found Homo
fit for the heast, Man and wolf turned their part-
nership to account at fairs, at village fétes, at the
corners of streets where passers-hy throng, and ont
of the need which people seeni to feel evervwhere
to listen to idle gossip, and to huy quack medi-
eine.  The wolf, gentle and courteously subordinate, diverted the erowd,
1t is a pleasant thing to hehold the tameness of animals.  Ouwr greatest
delight is to see all the varieties of domestication parade before us.
This it is which colleets so many folks on the road of roval processions.

Tresus and Homo went about from cross-road to eross-road, from
the High Street of Aberysiwith to the IHigh Street of Jedburgh, from
1




2 THE MAN WHO LAUGHN.

country-side to country-side, from shire to shire, from town to town.
One market exhansted, they weht on to another.  Ursus lived in a small
vau upon wheels, which Homo was civilized enough to draw by day and
guard by night.  On bad roads, up hills, and where there wero too many
ruts, or there was too much mud, the man buckled the trace vound his
neek and pulled fraternally, sido by side, with the wolf.  They had thus
grown old together.  They encamped at hap-hazard on a common, in
the glade of a wood, on the waste pateh of grass where roads intersect,
at tho outskirts of villuges, at the gates of towns; in market-places, in
publie walks, on the horders of parks, before the entrances of churehes.
When the cart drew up on a fair green, when the gossips ran up open-
mouthed and the curious made a cirele round the pair, Ursus harangued
and Homo approved.  Homo, with a bowl in his mouth, politely made
a colleetion among the audience.  They gained theiv livelihood.  The
wolf was lettered, likewise the man.  The wolf had been trained by the
man, or had trained himself unassisted, to divers wolfish arts, which
swellod the receipts. “Above all things, do not degencrate into a man,”
his friend would say to him.

Never did the wolf bite: the man did now and then. At least, to
bite was the intent of Ursus. e was a misanthrope, and to italicize
his misanthropy ho had made himself a juggler.  To live, also; for the
stomach hax to be consulted.  Morcover, this juggler-misanthrope,
whether to add to the complexity of his being or {o perfoct it, was a
doctor. Mo he a doetor is little: Ursus was o ventriloquist. You heawrd
him speak without his moving his lips. e connterfeited, so asx to
deceive you, any one’s aceent or pronunciation. e imitated voices <o
exactly that you believed you heard the people themselves,  All alone
he simulated the murmur of a erowd, and this gave him a right to the
title of Engastrimythos, which he took. He reproduced all sorts of eries
of birdg, as of the thrash, the wren, the pipit lark, otherwise called the
grey cheeper, and the #ing ousel, all travelers like himself: so that at
times when the faney struek him, he madoe you aware either of a public
thoroughfare filled with the uproar of men, or of & meadow loud with
the voices of heasts—at one time stormy as a mullitude, at another
fresh and serene as the dawn,  Suach gifts, although rare, exist.  In the
last century a man called Touzel, who imitated the mingled utterances
of men and animals, and who eounterfeited all the cries of beasts, was
attached 1o the person of Buffon—to serve as a menagerie.

Ursus was sagacious, contradictory, odd, and inclined to the sin-
gular expositions which wo term fables. Ho had the appearance of
believing in them, and this impudence was a part of his humor. He
read people’s hands, opened hooks at random and drew conelusions, told
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THE MAN WHO LAUGIN, 5

fortunes, taught that it is perilous to meet a black mare, still more peril-
ous, as you starl for a journey, to hear yourself accosted by one who
knows not whither you are going; and he called himself a dealer in
superstitions. e used to say: *“There is one difference between me
and the Archbishop of Canterbury: 1 avow what I am.”  [Henee it was
that the archbishop, justly indignant, had him one day hefore him; but
Ursus cleverly disarmed his grace by reciting a sermon ho had composed
upon Christmas-day, which the delighted avehbishop learnt by heart,
and delivered from the pulpit as his own.  In consideration thereot the
archbishop pardoned Ursus,

As a doctor, Ursus wrought cuves by some means or other. He
made nse of aromaties; he was versed in simples; he made the most
of the immense power which lies in o heap of neglected plants, sueh as
the hazel, the catkin, the white alder, the white briony, the mealy-tree,
the traveler's joy, the buckthorn. e treated phthisis with the sun-
dew; at opportune moments he would use the leaves of the spurge,
which plucked at the hottom are a purgative and plucked at the top,
an emetie, He cured sore throat by means of the vegetable exerescence
called Jew's ear.  He knew the rush which cures the ox and the mint
which eures the horse. 1o was well acquainted with the heauties and
virtues of the herh mandragora, which, as every one knows,; is of hoth
sexes, e had mauy recipes. He cured hurns with the salamander
wool, of which, according to Pliny, Nero had a napkin.  Ursus pos-
sessed o retort and a flask; he effeetfed trausmutations; he sold pana-
ceas. [t was =aid of him that he had onee been for o short time in
Bedlam; they had done him the honor to take him for a madman, but
had set him free on discovering that he was only a poet. This story
was probably not frue; we have all to submit to some such legend
aboul us.

The fact is, Ursus was o bit of o savant, & man of taste, and an old
Latin poet.  1lle was learned in two forms; he Hippoeratized and he
Pindarized.  He could have vied in hombast with Rapin and Vida, Ile
could have composed Jesuit tragedies in a style not less triiunphant
than that of father Bouhonrs, It followed from his familiarity with the
venerable rhythms and metres of the ancients; that he had peculiar
figures of specely and a whole family of classieal metaphors, e would
say of a mother followed by her two daughters, There is o dactyl ;: of a
father preceded by his two sons, There is an anapest ; and of o little
child walking between its grandmother and grandfather, There is o
amphimacer. So much knowledge could only end in starvation.  The
school of Salerno says, “ Fad little and often.”  TUrsus ate Little and sel-,
dom, thus obeying one half the precept and disobeying the other; hut
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this was the faull of the publie, who did not always flock to him, and
who did not often buy.

Ursus was wont to say: “The expeetoration of a sentence is a
relief. The wolf is comforted by its howl; the sheep by its wool, the
forest by its finch, woman by her love, and the philosopher by his
epiphomena”  TUrsus at a pinch composed comedies, which, in recital,
he all hut acted; this helped to sell the drugs.  Among other works, he
had composed an heroie pastoral in honor of Sir Tlugh Middleton, who
in 1608 brought a viver to London. The river was lying peacefully in
Hertfordshire, twenty miles from London: the knight came and took
possession of it. e brought a brigade of six hundred men, armed with
shovels and pickaxes; set to hreaking up the gronnd, seooping it out in
one place, raising it in another—now thirty feet high, now twenty feet
deep; made wooden aqueduets high in airgy and at different points con-
strueted eight hundred bridges of stone, bricks, and timber.  One fine
morning the river entered London, which was short of water.  Ursus
transformed all these vulgar details into a fine Eclogue between the
Thamex and the New River, in which the former invited the latter to
come to hing and offered her his bed, sayving, “ 1 am too old to please
women, but T am rich enough to pay them,”—an ingenious and gallant
coneeit to indicate how Sir Hugh Middleton had completed the work
at his own expense,

Ursus was great in soliloquy.  Of a disposition at once unsociable
and talkative, desiring to see no one, yvet wishing to eonverse with some
one, he got out of the difficulty by talking to himself.  Any one who
has Tived a solitary life knows how deeply seated monologue is in one’s
nature,  Speeeh imprisoned frets to find a vent.  To harangue space is
an outlet. To “speak out alowd when alone is as it were to have a dia-
logue with the divinity which is within, Tt was, as is well known, o
custom of Soerates; he declaimed to himself,  Luther did the same,
TUrsus took after those great men. o had the hermaphrodite faculty
of being his own aundience, e questioned himself, answered himself,
praised himself, blamed himself.  You heard him in the street solilo-
quizing in his van,  The passers-by, who have their own way of appre-
ciating elever people, used to sav: Ho is an idiot.  As we have just
obsgerved, he abused himself at times; but there were times also when
he rendered himself justice. One day, in one of these allocutions
addressed to himself, he was heard to ery out, “I have studied vegeta-
tion in all its mysteries—in the stalk, in the bud, in the sepal, in the
stamen, in the earpel, in the ovule, in the spore, in the theca, and in the
apothecium. I have thoroughly sifted chromaties, osmosy, and chy-
mosy ; that is to say, the formation of colors, of snell, and of taste.”
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There was something fatuous, doubtless, in this certificate which Ursus
gave to Ursus; but let those who have not thoroughly sifted chro-
matics, osmosy, and chymosy cast the first stone at him.

Fortunately Ursus had never gone into the Low Countries; there
they would certainly have weighed him, to ascertain whether he was of

the normal weight, above or helow which a man is a sorcerer. In Hol-
land this weight was sagely fixed by law. Nothing was simpler or
more ingenious. Tt was a clear test.  They put you in a seale, and the
evidence was conclusive if you broke the equiiibrinm.  Too heavy, vou
were hanged; too light, yon were hurned. To this day the seales in
which sorcerers were weighed may be seen at Oudewater, but they are
now used for weighing cheeses; how religion has degencerated!  Ursus
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would certainly have had a crow to pluck with those scalex. In his
travels he kept away from Holland, and he did well. Indeed, weo
helieved that he used never to leave Great Britain.

However this may have heeny he was very poor and morose, and
having made the acquaintanee of Homo in a wood, a taste for a wander-
ing life had come over him. - He had taken the wolt into partnership,
and with him had gone forth on the highways living in the open air
the great lite of ¢hance,  Ile had a great deal of industry aud of reserve,
and great skill in everything conneeted with healing operations, restor-
ing the sick to health, and in working wonders peeuliar to himself.  He
was considered a clever mountebank and a good doetor.  As may he
imagined, he passed for a wizard as well,—not, much indeed; only o
little, for it was unwholesome in those days to be cousidered a friend of
the devil. To tell the truth, Ursus, by his passion for pharmacy and
his love of plants, laid himself open to suspicion, seeing that hie often
went to gather herbs in rough thickets where grew Lucifers salads, and
where, as has heen proved hy the Counselor De PAnere; there ix a risk
of meeting in the evening mist & man who comex ont of the earth,
“blind of the right eye, bare-footed, without a cloak, and a sword by
his «ide.,” But for the mafter of that, Ursus, although cecentrie in
manner and disposition, was too good a fellow to invoke or disperse
hail, to make faces appear, to kill a man with the torment of excessivo
dancing, to suggest. dreams fair or foul and full of tervor, and to eauso
the birth of cocks with four wings. He had no such mischievous tricks.
He was ineapable of certain abominations, such ax, for instance, speak-
ing German, Hebrew, or Greek, without having learned them, which is
a sign of unpardonable wickedness, or of a natural infirmity proceeding
from a morbhid humnor, Tt Ursus spoke Latin, it was because he know
it. He would never have allowed himself to speak Syriac, which he did
not know. Besides, it is asserted that Syriace is the langnage spoken in
the midnight meetings at which uncanny people worship the devil. In
medicine he justly preferred Galen to Cardan; Cardan, although a
learned man, being but an earthworm to Galen.

To sum up, Ursus was not one of those persons who live in fear of
the police.  His van was long enough and wide enough to allow of his
lying down in it on a box containing his not very sumptuous apparvel.
He owned a lantern, several wigs, and some utensils suspended from
nails, among which were musical instruments.  He possessed, besides, a
bearskin with which he covered himself on his days of grand perform-
ance.  He called this putting on full dress. He used to say, “T have
two skins; this is the real one,” pointing to the bearskin.

The little house on wheels belonged to himself and to the wolf.
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Besides his house, his retort, and his wolt, he had a flute and a violon-
cello on which he played prettily. He concocted his own elixirs. llis
wits yielded him enough to sup on sometimes. In the top of his van
was a hole, through which passed the pipe of a cast-iron stove; so close

to his box as to scorch the wood of it. The stove had two compart-
ments; in one of them Ursus cooked his ehemieals, and in the other his
potatoes. At night the wolt slept under the vim, amicably secuwred by
a chain.  Homo’s hair was black, that of Upsus, gray; Ursus was fifty,
unless, indeed, he was sixty. He accepted his destiny, to sueh an
extent that, as we have just secn, he ate potatoes, the trash on which at
that time they fed pigs and conviets. e ate them indignant, hut
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resigned.  He was not tall—he was long. e was bent and melancholy.
The bowed frame of an old mau is the settlement in the architecture of-
life, Nature had formed him for sadness. Heo found it difficult to
smile, and he had never been able to weep, so that he was deprived of
the consolation of tears, as well as of the palliative of joy.  An old man
ix o thinking ruin; and such a rnin was Ursus. He had the loquacity
of a charlatan, the leanuess of a prophet, the irascibility of a charged
mine; such was Ursus,  In bis youth he had been a philosopher in the
house of a lord. ’

This was a hundred and eighty years ago, when men were more like
wolves than they are now.

Not xo very much though,

11

Hoxo was no ordinary wolf.  From his appetite for medlars and
potatoes he might have been taken for a prairie wolf; from his dark
hide, for a lyeaon; and from his howl prolonged into a bark, for a dog
of Chili.  But no one has as yet observed the eyeball of a dog of Chili
sufficiently to enable us to determine whether he be not a fox, and Homo
was a real wolf,  He was five feet long, which is a fine length for a wolf,
evenin Lithuania; he was very strhg; ho looked at you agkanee, which
was not his fanlt; ho had o soft gongue, with which he oceasionally
licked Ursus; he had a narrow brugh of short bristles on his hackbone,
and he wax lean with the wholesome leanness of a forest life.  Beforo
he knew Ursus and had a carriage 1o draw, he thought nothing of doing
his fifty miles a night.  Ursus meeting him in @ thicket near a stream
of running water, had coneeived a high opinion of him from seeing the
skill and sagacity with which he fished out cvayfish, and welecomed him
as an honest and genuine Koupara wolf of the kind called erab-cater,

As a beast of hurden, Ursus preferved IMomo to a donkey.  1le
would have felt repugnance to having his hut drawn by an ass; he
thonght too highly of the ass for that.  Moreover, ho had observed that
the ass, a four-legged thinker little understood by men, has a habit of
cocking his ears uneasily when philosophers talk nonsense, In life the
ass is a thind person between our thoughts and ourselves, and acts as a
restraint. As a friend, Ursus preferred Homo to a dog, considering that
the love of a wolf is more rare,

Hence it was that Homo sufficed for Ursus.  Tlomo was for Ursus
more than a companion, he was an analogue. Ursas used to pat the
wolt’s empty ribs, saying: I have found the second volume of myself 17
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Again he said, “ When I am dead, any one wishing to know me need
only study Homo. [ shall leave him as a true copy hehind me”

The English law, not very lenient {o heasts of the forest, might
have picked a quavrel with the wolf, and have put him to trouble for his
assuraneo in going freely about the towns: but Homo took advantage
of the immunity granted by a statute of Edward IV, to servants:
“ Lreery sereant i adtendance on his master is free to come and go?
Besides, a cortain relaxation of the lTaw had resulted with regard to
wolves, in consequence of its being the fashion of the ladies of fhe
Court, under the lafer Stmnls, to have, instead of dogs, little wolves,

called adives, about the size of cats, wlm h were brought from Asia al
great cost,

Ursus had communieated to TTomo & portion of his talents: such as
to stand upright, to restrain his rage into sulkiness; to growl instead of
howling, ete.; and on his part, the wolf had tanght the man what fe
knew—to do without a reof, without hread and fire; fo prefer hunger in
the woods to slavery in a palace,

The van, hat, and vehiele in one, which traversed o many different
rowds, wﬂhnut however, leaving Great Britain, had four wheels, with
shafts for the wolf and a splinter-bar for the man.  The splinfer-har
came into use when the roads were bad,  The van was stroug, although
it was built of light hoards like a dove-cot,  In front there was a glass
door with a little baleony used for orations, which had something of the
character of the platform tempered hy an aiv of the pulpit. At the hack
there was o door with a practicable panel. By lowering the three stops
which turned on a hinge helow the door, aceess was gained to the hut,
whiclh at night was securely fastened with bolt und lock.,  Rain and
snow had fallen plentifully on if 5 it had been painted, but of what color
it was difficult to say, change of season being to vans what changes of
reign are to courtiers.  In froud, outside, was a hoard—a kind of front-
ispiece, on which the following inserviption might onee have been deci-
phered; it was in black letters on o white ground, but by degrees the
characters had hecome confused and blurred:

“ By friction gold loses every vear a fourteen hundredth part of its
bulk. This is what is called the Wear.  Hence it follows that on four-
teen hundred millions of gold in ¢irenlation thronghout the world, one
million is lost annually.  This million dissolves into dust, flies anay,
floats about, is reduced to atoms, charges, drug\‘, weighs down con-
seiences, mn.tl,-.r unates with the souls of the rich whom it venders proud,
and with those of the poor whom it renders hrutish.”

The inseription, rubbed and blotted hy the rain and by the kindness
of nature, was fortunately illegible, for it is possible that its philosophy
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concerning the inhalation of gold, at the same time both enigmatical
and lucid, might not have been to the tasto of the sheriffs, the provost-
marshals, and other hig-wigs of the law. English legislation did not
trifle in those days. It did not take much to make a man a felon. The
magistrates were ferocions by tradition, and eruelty was a matter of
routine,  The judges of assizo increased and multiplied.  Jefferiex had
become a breeder of whelps,

Il

IN the interior of the van there were two other inseriptions,  Above
the box, on a white-washed plank, o hand had written in ink as follows:

“MTur ONLY THINGS NECESSARY To KNow,

“The Barony peer of England, wears a cap with six pearls, The
coronet begins with the rank of Viscount. The Viscount weuars a coro-
net of which the pearls are without number.  The Farl, a coronet with
the pearls upon points, mingled with strawberry leaves placed low
between. The Marquisy, one with pearls and leaves on the same level.
The Duke, one with strawberry leaves alone—no pearls. The Royal
Duke, a circlet of erosses and fleurs-de-lys.  The Prinee of Wales, crown
like that of the King, but unelosed.

“The Duke is most high and most puissant prince, the Marquis and
Kavl most noble «and puissant lord, the Viscount woble and puissant lovd,
the Baron trasty lord.  The Duke is his (race; the other Peers their
Lordships.  Most honorable is higher than right honorable,

“Lords who are peers are lords in their own right.  Lords who are
not peers are lords by courtesy :—thero are no real lords, exeepting such
s are peers,

“The Honse of Lords is a chamber and a cowrt, Concilium ot Curia,
legislature and conrt of justice. The Commons, who are the people,
when ordered to the bar of the Lords, humbly present themselves hare-
headed hefore the peers, who vemain covered. The (‘fommons send up
their bills by forty members, who present the bill with three low bows.
The Lords send their bills to the Comnmons by a mere clerk.  Tn case of
disagreement, the two Houses confer in the Painted (thamber, the Peers
seated and covered, the Commons standing and barehcaded.

“Peers go to parliament in their coaches in file; the Commons do
not. Some peers go to Westminster in open four-wheeled chariots. The
use of these and of coaches emblazoned with coats of arms and coronets
is allowed only to peers, and forms a portion of their dignity.
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“Burons have the same rank as bishops. To be a baron peer of
England, it is necessary to be in possession of a tenure from the king
per Baroniam integram, by full barony. The full barony consists of
thirteen knights’ fees and one third part, cach knight’s fee being of the
value of 20/, sterling, which makes in all 400 marks. The head of a
barony (Cuput baronie) is a castle disposed by inheritance, as England
herself, that is to say, descending to daughters if there be no sons, and
in that caso going to the cldest daughter, ceteris filiabus alinnde satis-
Juctis*

“ Barons have the degree of lord: in Saxon, laford ; dondines in high
Latin; Lordus in low Latin.  The celdest and younger sons of viscounts
and barons are the first esquires in the kingdom. The eldest sons of
peers take precedence of knights of the garter. The younger sons do
not. The eldest son of a viscount comes after all barons, and precedes
all haronets,  Every daughter of a peer is o Lady.  Other English givls
are plain Mistress.

“All judges rank below peers.  The serjeant wears a lambskin
tippet; the judge one of vair, de minito cario, made up of a variety of
little white furs, always excepting ermine.  Ermine is reservad for peers
and the king.

“ A lord never takes an oath, either to the erown or the law,  1lis
word suftices ; he says, Upon my honor.

“ By alaw of Bdward tho Sixth, peers have the privilege of com-
mitting manslaughter. .\ peer who kills & man without promeditation
i not prosecuted.

“The persons of peers are inviolable,

“ A peer eannot be held in dwranee, save in the Tower of Londou.

“ A writ of supplicavit cannot he granted against a peer,

“ A peer sent for by the king has the right to kill one or two deer
in the royal park.

“ A peer holds in his castle a havon’s court, of justiee.

“TIt is unworthy of a peer to walk the street in o eloak, tollowed by
two footmen.  Ie should only show himselt attended by o great train
of gentlemen of his household.

“A peer can be amerced only by his peers, and never to any
greater amount than five pounds, excepting in the case of a duke, who
ean be amerced ten.

“ A peer may retain six aliens born, any other Englishman hut four,

“ A peer can have wine custom-free; an earl eight tuns.

* As much as to say, the other daughters are provided for as best may be.  (Note by
Ursus on the margin of the wall,)
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“ A peer is alone exempt from presenting himself before the sheriff
of the circuit.

“ A peer cannot he assessed towards the militia,

“When it pleases a peer he raises a regiment and gives it to the
king; thus have done their graces the Dukes of Athol, Hamilton, and
Northumberland.

“ A peer can hold only of a peer.

“In.a eivil cause he can demand the adjournmont of the case, if
there be not at least one knight on the jury.

“A peer nominates his own chaplains. A baron appoints three
chaplaing; a viscount four; an carl and a marquis five; a duke six.

“.\ peer cannot be put to the rack, even for high treason. A peer
cannot . bo hranded on the hand. .\ peer is a clevk, though he knows
not how to read.  Tnlaw he knows,

*“.\ duke has a right to a canopy, or cloth of state, in all places
where the king is not present; a viscount may have one in his house; a
baron has a cover of assay, which may be held under his cup while he
drinks. .\ baroness has the right to have her train borne by o man in
the prosence of a viscountess,

“ Kighty-six tables, with five hundred dishes, are served every day
in the-royal palaeo at each meal.

“Tf a plebeian strike a lord, his hand is cut off,

“ A lord is very nearly a king,

“The king is vory nearly a god.

“The earth is o lordship.

“The English address Grod as my lord !”

Opposite this writing was written a second one, in the same fashion,
which ran thus: .

“SATISFACTION WHICH MUST SUFFICE THOSE WHO HAVE NOTHING.

“ Henry Auverquerque, Earl of (irantham, who gits in the House
of Lords between the Earl of Jersey and the Earl of Greenwich, has a
hundred thousand a year. To his lordship belongs the palace of Grant-
ham Terrace, built all of marble and famous for what is called the laby-
rinth of passages,—a curiosity which contains the scarlet corridor in
marble of Saraucolin, the hrown corridor in lumachel of Astracan, the
white corridor in marble of Laui, the black corridor in marble of Ala-
banda, the grey corridor in marble of Staremma, the yellow corridor in
marhle of Hesse, the green corridor in marble of the Tyrol, the red cor-
ridor, half cherry-spotted marble of Bohemia, half lumachel of Cordova,
the blue corridor in turquin of Genoa, the violet in granite of Catalonia,
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the mourning-hued corridor veined black and white in slate of Murvie-
dro, the pink corridor in eipolin of the Alps, the pearl corridor in luma-
chel of Nonetta, and the corridor of all colors, called the courtiers’ cor-
ridor, in motley.

“ Richard Lowther,Viscount Lonsdale, owns Lowther in Westmore-
land, which has a magnificent approach, and a flight of entrance steps
which scem to invite the ingress of kings.

“Richard, Earl of Scarborough, Viscount and Baron Lumley of
Luamley Castle, Viscount TLumley of Waterford in Treland, and Lord
Lieutenant and Vice-Admiral of the county of Northumberland and of
Durham, both city and county, owns the double castleward of old and
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new Sandbeck, where you admire a superb railing, in the form of a
scuieircle, surrounding the basin of a matehless fountain. He has,
besides, his castle of Lumley.

“Robert Darey, Karl of Llolderness, has his domain of Holderness,
with baronial towers, and large gardens laid out in French fashion,
where he drives in his eoach-und-six, preceded by two outriders, as
hecomes a peer of England.

“Charles Beauclere, Duke of St. Alban’y, Karl of Burford, Baron
Heddington, Grand Faleoner of kKngland, has an abode at Windsor,
regal even by the side of the king’s,

“Charles Bodvillo Robartes, Baron Robartes of Truro, Viscount
Bodmin and Earl of Radnor, owns Wimpole in (‘ambridgeshire, which
is as three palaces in oney having three fagades, ono howed and two
triangular.  The approach ix by an avenue of trees four deep.

“The most noble and most puissant Lord Philip, Baron Herbert of
Cardiff, Karl of Monigomery and of Pembroke, Ross of Kendall, Parr,
Fitzhugh, Marmion, St. Quenting and Herbert of Shurland, Warden of
the Stannaries in the counties of Cornwall and Devon, hereditary visitor
of Jesus College, possesses the wonderful gardens at Wilton, where
there are two sheaf-like fountains, finer than those of his most (‘hristian
Majesty King Louis XIV. at Versailles,

“(‘harles Seymour, Duke of Somerset, owns Somerset House on the
Thames, which is equal to the Villa Pamphili at Rome.  On the ¢him-
ney-piece are seen two poreelain vases of the dynasty of Yuen, which
aro worth half a million in French money.

“In Yorkshire, Arthur, Lord Tngram, Viscount Irwin, has Temple
Newsam, which is entered under a trivmphal arch, and which has large
wide roofs resembling Moorish terraces,

“Robert, Lord Ferrers of Chartly, Bourchier and Louvaine, has
Staunton Hm'old in Leicestershire, of which the park is geometrically
planned in the shape of a temple with a fagade, and in frout of the picce
of water is the great church with the square belfry, which helongs to his
lordship.

“In the county of Northampton, Charles Spencer, Earl of Sunder-
Iand, member of is Majesty’s Privy Council) possesses Althorp, at the
entmm-o of which is a railing with tour columns surmounted by groups
in ma.rb]o

“ Laurence ITyde, Karl of Rochester, has, in Surrey, New Park, ren-
dered magnificent by its senlptured pinnacles, its circular lawn belted
by trees, and its woodland, at the extremity of which is a little mount-
ain, artistically rounded, and surmounted by a large oak, which can be
seen from afar.
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“Philip Stanhope, Earl of Chesterfield, possesses Brethy Hall in
Derbyshire, with a splendid clock tower, faleonries, warrens, and very
fine sheets of water, long, square, and oval, one of which is shaped like
a mirror, and has two jets; which throw the water to a great height.

* Charles Cornwallis, Baron Cornwallix of Kye, owns Broome Hall,
a palace of the fourteonth century.

“The most noble Algernon Capely, Viscount, Malden, Earl of Essex,
has (fashiobury in Hertfordshire, a scat which has the shape of a capital
11, and which rejoices sportsmen with its abundanco of game.

“ (harles, Lord Ossulston, owns Darnley in Middlesex, approached
by Italian gardens.

“James Ceeily Karl of Salisbury, has, seven leagues from London,
Hatfield Ilouse, with its four lordly pavilions, its belfry in the centre,
and its grand court-yard of black and white slabs, like that of St. Ger-
main.  This palace, which has a frontage 272 feet in length, was built in
the reign of Jumes 1. by the Lord Lligh Treasurer of England, the great-
grandfather .of the present earl. To ho seen there is the bed of one of
the Countesses of Salisbury: it is of inestimablo value and made entirely
of Brazilian wood, which is a panacea against the bites of serpents, and
which is callod wilhombres, that is to say a thousand men.  On this hed
is inseribed, Howi soit qui mal y pense.

“Fdward Rich, Earl of Warwick and IHolland, is owner of War-
wick Castle; where whole oaks are burnt in the fire-places.

“In the parish of Sevenoaks, Charles Sackville, Baron Buckhurst,
Baron (‘ranfield, Earl of Dorset and Middlesex, is owner of Knowle,
which ix as large as a town and is composed of three palaces standing
parallel one behind the other, like ranks of infantry. There are six
gables in steps on the principal frontage, and a gate under a keap with
four towers.

“Thomas Thynue, Baron Thyune of Warminstor, and Viscount
Weymouth, possesses Longleat, in which there are as many chimneys,
cupolas, pinnacles, pepper-hoxes, pavilions, and turrets, ax at Chambord,
in France, which belongs to the king.

“Henry Howard, Earl of Suffolk, owns, twelve leagues from Lon-
don, the palace of Audley End in Essex, which in grandeur and dignity
seareely yields the palm to tho Escorial of the King of Spain.

“In Bedfordshire, Wrest Ilouse and Park, which is a whole dis-
triet, enclosed by ditches, walls, woodlands, rivers, and hills, belongs 1o
Heury, Marquis of Kent.

“ Hampton Clourt, in Herefordshire, with its strong embattled keep,
and its gardens bounded by a piece of water which divides them from
the forest, belongs to Thomas, Lord Cloningsby.
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“ Grrimsthorp, in Lincolnshire, with its long facade intersected by
turrets in pale, its park, its fish-ponds, its pheasantriey, its sheepfolds,
its lawns, its grounds planted with rows of {rees; its groves, its walks,
its shrubberies, its flower-beds and borders, formed in squave and
lozenge-shape, and resembling great carpets; its race-courses, and the
majestic sweep for carriages to turn in at the entrance of the house—
belongs to Robert, Karl Lindsey, herveditary lord of the forest of
Waltham.

“TUp Park, in Sussex, a square house, with two symmetrical bel-
fried pavilions on cach sido of the great court-yard, belongs to the
Right Honorable Forde, Baron Grey of Werke, Viscount Glendale and
Farl of Tankerville,

“Newnham Paddox, in Warwickshire, which has two quadran-
gular fish-ponds and a gabled archway with a large window of four
panes, helongs to the Karl of Denbigh, who is also Count von Rhein-
felden, in Germany.

“Wythamm Abbey, in Berkshire, with its I'rench garden in which
there are four cwiously trimmed arbors, and its great embattled towers,
supported by two bastions, belongs to Montague, Farl of Abingdou,
who also owns Rycote, of which ho is Baron, and the prineipal door of
which hears the device Tirtus aricte fortior.

“William Cavendish, Duke ot Devonshire, has six dwelling-places,
of which Chatsworth (two-stovied, and of the finest order of Grecian
architecture) is one.

“The Viscount of Kinalmeaky, who is Farl of Cork, in Ireland, is
owner of Burlington House, Piceadilly, with ils extensive gardens,
reaching to the ficlds outside London; he is also owner of Chiswick,
where there are nine magnificent corps de logis ; he also owns Londes-
horough, which is a new house by the side of an old palace.

“The Duke of Beaufort owns Chelsea, which contains two (fothie
buildings, and a Florentine one; he has also Badminton, in Gloucester-
shire, a residenco from which a nuber of avenues branch out like rays
from a star. The most noble and puissant prince ITenvy, Duke of
Beaufort, is also Marquis and Earl of Worcester, Farl of Glamorgan,
Viscount Grosmont, and Baron Herbert of Chepstow, Ragland, and
Giower, Baron Beaufort of (faldecott Castle, and Baron de Bottetourt.

“Jolm Holles, Duko of Nowcastle, and Marquis of C(lare, owns
Bolsover, with its majestic square keeps; his also, is Haughton, in Not-
tinghamshire, where a round pyramid, mado to imitate the Tower of
Babel, stands in the centre of a basin of water.

“ William, Earl of Craven, Viscount Uffington, and Baron Craven
of Hamstead Marshall, owns Combe Abbey in Warwickshire, where is



THE MAN WHO LAUGHN. 2

to be seen the finest water-jet in England; and in Berkshiro two baro-
nies, Hamstead Marshall, on the fagade of which ave five Gothic lan-
terns sunk in the wall, and Ashdown Park, which is a country seat
situate at the point of intersection of cross-roads in the forest,

“ Linmeus, Lord Clancharlie, Baron Clancharlie and Tunkerville,
Marquis of Corleone in Sicily, derives his title from the castle o Clan-
charlie, built in 912 by Edward the Elder, as a defense against the
Danes.  Besides ITunkerville Touse, in London, which is a palace, he
has Corleone Lodge at Windsor, which is another, and cight castle-
wards, oue at Burton-on-Trent, with a royalty on the carriago of plaster
of Paris; then Grumdaith, Humble, Moricambe, Trewardraith, Tlell-
Kesters (wheve there is a miraculous well), Phillinmore, with its turf
bogs, Reculver, near the ancient eity Vagniae, Vinecaunton, on the
Moel-culle Mountain; besides nineteen boroughs and  villages with
reeves, and the whole of Penneth ehase, all of which bring his lordship
0,000( o year.

“MThe 172 peers enjoyving their dignities under James L possess
among them altogether a revenue of 1,2720000 sterling a vear, which is
the eleventh part of the revenue of Fogland.”

In the margin, opposite the last, name (that of Linnaus, Lord (lan-
charlie), there was a note in the handwriting of Ursus:
Rebel ; in cxile ; houses, lands, and chaltels sequestrated. It is well.

Ugrsus admired Homo,  One admires one's like, It is a law.”

To be always raging inwardly and grumbling ontwardly was the
normal condition of Ursus. 1o was the malecontent of ereation, By
nature he was a man ever in opposition. Ile took the world nnkindly;
he gave his satisfecit to no one and to nothing. The bee did not atone,
by its honey-making, for its sting; a full-blown rose did not absolve the
sun for yellow fever and black vomit. It is probable that in seeret
Ursus eriticised Providence a good deal. “Evidently,” he would say,
“the devil works by a spring, and the wrong that God does is having
let go the trigger” e approved of none but princes, and he had Lis
own peculinr way of expressing his approbation. Oune day, when
James II. made a gift to the Virgin in a Catholic chapel in Ireland of a
massive gold lamp, Ursus, passing that way with Homo, who was more
indifferent to such things, broke out in admiration before the crowd,
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and exclaimed: “It is certain that the blessed Virgin wants a lamp
much more than those barefooted children there require shoes.”

Such proofs of his loyalty, and such evidences of his respect for
established powers, probably contributed in no small degree to make
the magistrates tolerate his vagabond life and his low alliance with a
wolf.  Sometimes of an evening, through the weakness of friendshiyp,
he allowed Homo to streteh his limbs and wander at liberty about the
caravan. The wolf was incapable of an abuse of confidence, and behaved
in society, that is to say among men, with the discretion of a poodle.
All the same, if bad-tempered officials had to be dealt with, diffieulties
might have arisen; so Ursus kept the honest wolf ¢hained up as much
as possible.

From a political point of view his writing about gold, not very
intelligible in itself, and now become undecipherable, was butf a smear,
and gave no handle to the enemy. Even after the time of James 11,
and under the “respectable” reign of William and Mary, his caravan
night have been seen peacefully going its rounds of the little English
country towns. e traveled freely from one end of Great Britain to
the other, selling his philtres and phials, and sustaining, with the assist-
ance of his wolf, his quack mummeries; and he passed with ease
through the meshes of the nets which the police at that period had
spread all over England in order to sift wandering gangs, and espe-
cially to stop the progress of the Comprachicos.

This was right enough. Ursus belonged to no gang.  Ursus lived
with Ursus, a téte-a-téte, into which the wolf gently thrust his nose,  If
Trsus could have had his way, he would have heen a Caribbee; that
being impossible, he preferred to be alone. The solitary man is a modi-
fied savage, accepted by eivilization. e who wanders most is most
alone; henee his continnal ehange of place.  To remain anywhere long,
suffocated him with the sense of being tamed. He passed his life in
passing on his way. The sight of towns inereased his taste for bram-
bles, thickets, thorns, and holes in the rock. [Ilis home was the forest.
He did not feel himself much out of his element in the murmur of
crowded streets, which is like enough to the bluster of trees. The evowd
to some extent satisties our taste for the desert. 'What he disliked in his
van was its having a door and windows, and thus vesembling a house.
He would have realized his ideal, had he boen able to put a cave on four
wheels and {ravel in a den.

He did not smile, as we have already said, but ho used to laugh;
sometimes, indeed frequently, a bitter laugh. Thero is consent in a
smile, while a laugh is often o refusal.

His great business was to hate the human race. He was implacable
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in that hate. Having made it clear that human life is a dreadful thing ;
having observed the superposition of evils, kings on the people, war on
kings, the plague on war, famine on the plague, folly on everything,
baving proved a certain measuro of chastisement in the mere fact of
existence, having recognized that death is a deliverance, when they
brought him a sick man he curved him; he had cordials and beverages
to prolong the lives of the old. Ilo put lame eripples on their legs
again, and hurled this sarcasm at them, “ There, you are on your paws
once more, may you walk long in this valley of tears!”  When he saw
a poor man dying of hunger, he gave him all the penceo he had about
him, growling out, “Live on, you wretch! eat! last a long time! 1t is
aot I who would shorten your penal servitude” After which, he would
rub his hands and say, “1 do men all the harm 1 can.”

Through the little window at the back, passers-by could read on
the ceiling of the van these words, written within, but visible from
without, inscribed with charcoal, in big letters,—Unsus, I’PHILOSOPHER.
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THE COMPRACHICOS

FIHO now knows the word Comprachieos, and who knows its
3| meaning?

The Comprachicos, or Comprapequeiios, were a hideous
and noudeseript association of wanderers, famous in the 17th
century, forgotten in the 18th, unheard of in the 19th. The Compra-
chicos are like the “suecession powder,” an ancient social characteristic
detail. They are part of old human ugliness. To the great eyo of his-
tory, which sces everything colleetively, the Comprachicos belong to
the colossal fact of slavery. Joseph sold by his brethren is a chapter
in their story. The Comprachicos have left their traces in the penal
laws of Spain and England.  You find here and there in the dark con-
fusion of English laws the impress of this horrible truth, like the foot-
print of a savage in a forest.

(‘omprachicos, the same as Comprapequeios, is a compound Span-
ish word signifying Child-bnyers.

The Comprachicos traded in children. They bought and sold them.
They did not steal them. The kidnapping of children is another
branch of industry. And what did they make of these children ?

Monsters,

Why monsters ?

To laugh at.

The populace must needs langh; and kings too. The mountebank
is wanted in tho streets ; the jester at the Louvre. The one is called a
Clown, the other a Fool. .

The efforts of man to procnre himself pleasure are at times worthy
of the attention of the philosopher.

24
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What are we sketching in these few preliminary pages? A chap-
ter in the most terrible of books; a book which might be entitled—The
Farming of the unhappy by the happy.

II

A cHILD destined to he a plaything for men—such a thing has
existed; such a thing exists even now. In simple and savage times
such a thing constituted an especial trade. The 17th century, called the
great century, was of those times. It was a century very Byzantine in
tone. Tt combined corrupt simplicity with delicate ferocity ; a curious
variety of civilization. A tiger with a simper. Madame de Sevigné
minces on the subject of the faggot and the wheel. That century traded
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a good deal in children. Flattering historians have concealed the sore,
but have divulged the remedy, Vineent de Paul.

In order that a human toy should suceeed, he must be taken carly.
The dwarf must be fashioned when young. We play with childhood.
But a well-formed child is not very amasing; & hunchback is better fun.

Hence grew an art. There were trainers who took a man and
made him an abortion; they took a face and made a muzzle; they
stunted growth; they kneaded the features. The artificial production
of teratological cases had its rules. It was quite a science; what one
can imagine as the antithesis of orthopedy. Where God had put a look,
their art put a squint; where God had made harmony, they made dis-
cord; where Gtod had made the perfect picture, they re-established the
sketeh; and, in the eyes of connoisseurs, it was the sketeh which was
perfect. They debased animals as well; they invented piebald horses.
Turenne rode a piebald horse.  In our own days do they not dye dogs
blue and green? Naturo is onr canvas. Man has always wishod to add
something to God’s work. Man retouches creation, sometimes for
better, sometimes for worse. The Court buffoon was nothing but an
attempt to lead back man to the monkey. 1t was a progress the wrong
way. A masterpiece in retrogression. At the same time they tried to
make a man of the monkey. Barbara, Duchess of Cleveland and
Countess of Southampton, had a marmoset for a page. Frances Sutton,
Baroness Dudley, eighth peeress in the heneh of barons, had tea served
by a baboon elad in gold broeade, which her ladyship called My Black.
Catherine Sedley, Countess of Dorchester, used to go and take her seat
in Parliament in a coach with armorial bearings, behind which stood,
their muzzles stuck up in the aiv, three Cape monkeys in grand livery.
A Duchess of Medina-Celi, whose toilette®ardinal Pole witnessed, had
her stockings put on by an ourang-outang. These monkeys raised in
the scale wero a counterpoise to men hrutalized and bestialized.  This
promiscuousness of man and heast, desived by the great, was especially
prominent in the caso of the dwarf and the dog. The dwarf never
quitted the dog, which was always bigger than himself. The dog was
the pair of the dwarf; it was as if they were coupled with a collar,
This juxtaposition is authenticated by a mass of domestic records;
notably by the portrait of Jeffrey Hudson, dwarf of Henrietta of
France, daughter of Henri TV, and wife of Charles 1.

To degrade man tends to deform him. The suppression of his state
was completed by disfigurement, Certain vivisectors of that period
succeeded marvelously well in effacing from the human face the divine
effigy. Doctor Conquest, member of the Amen-street College, and judi-
cial visitor of the chemists’ shops of London, wrote a book in Latin on
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this psendo-surgery, the processes of which he deseribes. If we are to
believe Justus of Carrickfergus, the inventor of this branch of surgery
was a monk named Avonmore; an Irish word signifying Great River.

The dwart of the Eleetor Palatine, Perkeo, whose effigy—or ghost
—springs from a magieal box in the cave of Heidelberg, was a remark-
able specimen of this science, very varied in its applications. [t fash-
ioned beings the law of whose existence was hideously simple: it per-
mitted them to sutfer, and commanded them to amuse.

111

THE manufacinre of monsters was practiced on a largoe seale, and
comprised various branches.

The Sultan required them, so did the Pope; the one to guard his
wonien, the other to say his prayors. These were of a peenliar kind,
incapable of reproduction.  Searcely human beings, they wero useful to
voluptuousness and to religion. The seraglio and the Sistine (hapel
utilized the same species of monsters; fierce in the former case, mild in
the latter.

They knew how to produce things in those days which are not pro-
duced now; they had talents which we lack, and it is not without
reason that some good folk ery out that the deceline has come. We no
longer know how to seulpture living human flesh; this is consequent
on the loss of tho art of torture. Men were onee virtuosos in that
respeet, but are so no longer; the art has become so simplified that it
will soon disappear altogether. In cutting tho limbs of living men, in
opening their bellies and #n dragging out their entrails, phenomena
wero grasped on the moment and discoveries made.  'Wo are obliged to
renounce theso experiments now, and are thus deprived of the progress
which surgery madoe by aid of the executioner.

The viviseetion of former days was not limited to the manufacture
of phenomena for the market-place, of huffoons for the palace (a species
of augmentative of the courtier), and cunuchs for sultans and popes.
It abounded in varieties.  One of its trivinphs was the manufacture of
cocks for the king of Fugland.

It was the custom, in the palace of the kings of England, to have o
sort of watchman, who crowed like a cock. This wateher, awako whiic
all others slopt, ranged the palace, and raised from hour to hour the ery
of the farm-yard, repeating it as often as was neecessary, and thus sup-
plying a clock. This man, promoted to he c¢ock, had in childhood
undergone the operation of the pharynx, which was part of the art
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described by Dr. Conquest. Under Charles 1I. the salivation insepa-
rable to the operation having disgusted the Duchess of Portsmouth, the
appointment was indeed preserved, so that the splondor ot the crown
should not be tarnished, but they got an unmutilated man to represent
the cock. .\ retired officer was generally selected for thix honorable
employment.  Under James IL the functionary was named William
Sampson, Cock, and received for his erow 9. 2s. Gd. annually.*

The memoirs of Catherine TI. inform us that at St. Detersburg,
scarcely a hundred years since, whenever the ezar or ezarina was dis-
pleased with a Russian prinee, ho was forced to squat down in the great
ante-chamber of the palace, and to remain in that posture a certain
number of days, mewing like a eat, or clucking like a sitting hen, and
pecking his food from the floor.

These fashions have passed away; but not so mueh, perhaps, as one
might imagine. Nowadays, courtiers slightly modify their intonation
in clucking to please their masters.  More than one picks up from the
ground—we will not xay from the mud—what he eats.

It is very forfunate that kings cannot err. Henee their contradie-
tious never perplex us.  In approving always, one is sure to he always
right—whiclt is pleasant.  Louis XIV. would not have liked to see at
Versaillex either an officer acting the cock, or a princo acting the turkey.
That which raised the royal and imperial dignity in Kngland and Russia
would have seemed to Louis the Great ineompatible with the crown of
St. Louis.  We know what his displeasure was when Madame Henriette
forgot herself xo far as to sece a hen in a dream—which was, indeed, o
grave bhreach of good manners in a lady of the court.  When one is of
the court, one should not dveam of the court-yard. Bossuet, it may he
remembered, was nearly as scandalized as Mouis XLV,

v

THE commerce in children in the 17th century, as we have explained,
was connected with a trade. The Comprachicos engaged in the com-
meree, and carried on the trade.  They bought children, worked a little
on the raw material, and re-sold them afterwards,

The vendors were of all kinds: from the wretched father, getting
rid of his family, to the master, utilizing his stud of slaves. The sale of
men was a simple matter. In our own time we have had fighting to
maintain this right. Remember that it is less than a century ago since

* Seo Chamberlayne’s ¢ Present State of England,” 1688.  Part 1., Chap. xiii., p. 179.
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the Elector of Hesso sold his subjects to the King of England, who
vequired men to be killed in America. Kings went to the Eleetor of
Hesse as wo go to the butcher to buy meat. The Elector had food for
powder in stock, and hung up his subjects in his shop. Come buy, it is
tor sale. In England, under Joffories, after the tragical episode of Mon-
mouth, there were many lords and gentlemen beheaded and quartered.
Those who were executed left wives and daughters, widows and orphans,
whom James Il gave to the queen, his wife. The queen sold these
ladies to Williamn Penn.  Very likely the king had so much per cent. on
the transaction. Tho extraordinary thing is, not that James IT. should
have sold the women, but that Williamn Penn should have hought them.
Penn’s purchase is excused, or explained, by tho fact that having a
desert to sow with men, he needed women as farming implements,

Her Gracious Majesty mado a good business out of these ladies.
The young sokl dear. We may imagine, with the uneasy feeling which
a complicated scandal arouses, that probably some old duchesses were
thrown in cheap.

The Comprachicos where also called the (‘heylas, a Hindoo word,
which conveys the image of harrying a nest.

For a long time the Comprachicos only partially concealed them-
selves, There is sometimes in the social order a favoring shadow thrown
over iniquitous trades, in which they thrive. In owr own day we have
seen an association of the kind in Spain, under the direction of the
ruftian Ramon Selles; Jast from 1834 to 1866, and hold three provinces
nuder terror for thirty years—Valeneia, Alicante, and Mureia.

Under the Stnarts, the Comprachicos were by no means in had odor
at court. On oceasions they were used for reasons of state,  For
James 11, they were almost®n instrwmentum regui. 1t was a time when
families, which were refractory or in the way, were dismembered ; when
a descent was cut short; when heirs were suddenly suppressed. .\t
times one hranch was defranded to the profit of another. The Compra-
chicos had a genius for disfiguration which recommended them to state-
policy. To disfigure is hetter than to kill. There was, indeed, the Iron
Mask, but that was a mighty measure, Kurope could not be peopled
with ivon masks, while deformed trunblers ran about the streets withont
creating any surprise. Besides, the iron mask is removable; not so the
mask of flegh. - You are masked for ever by your own flesh—what can
be more ingenious? The Comprachicos worked on man as the (‘hinese
work on trees. They had their secrets, as we have said; they had
tricks which are now lost arts. A sort of fantastic stunted thing left
their hands; it was ridiculous and wonderful. They would touch up a
little being with such skill that its father could not have known it.
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Sometimes they left the spine straight and remade the face, They
unmarked a child as ono might unmark a pocket-handkervehief.

Products, destined for tumblers, had their joints dislocated in a
masterly manner—you would have said they had been boned. Thus
gyvmnasts were made,

Not only did tho Comprachicos take away his face from the child,
they also took away his memory. At least they took away all they
could of it; the child had no consciousness of the mutilation to which
he had been subjected.  This frightful surgery left its traces on his
countenance, but not on his mind.  The most he could reeall was that
one day he had heen seized by men, that next he had fallen asleep, and
then that he had been eured. Cured of what? he did not know., Of
Dburnings by sulphur and incisions by the iron he remembered nothing.
The Comprachicos deadened the little patient by means of a stupefying
powder which was thought to bo magical, and suppressed all pain.
This powder has been known from time immemorial in China, and is
still employed there in the present day. The Chinese have been before-
hand with us in all our inventions—printing, artillery, aérostation, chlo-
roform. Only the discovery which in Europe at once takes life and birth,
and becomes a prodigy and a wonder, remains a chrysalis in China, and
is preserved in a deathlike state.  China is a musenm of embryos.

Sinee we are in China, let us remain there a moment to noteé a
peculiarity,  In China, from time immemorial, they have possessed
a certain refinement of industry and art. It is the art of moulding
a living man.  They take a child, two or three years old, put him in a
poreelain vase, more or less grotesque, which is madoe without top or
bottom, to allow egress for tho head and feet.  During the day the vase
is set upright, and at night is laid down to allow the child to sleep.
Thus the child thickens without growing taller, filling up with his com-
pressad flesh and distorted bones the reliefs in the vase. This develop-
ment in a hottle continues many years. After a certain time it becomes
irreparable. When they consider that this is accomplished, and the
monster made, they break the vase, The child comes out—and, behold,
thero is & man in the shapo of a mug!

This is convenient; by ordering your dwart betimes you are able
to have it of any shape you wish.

v

JamEs I1L tolerated the Comprachicos for the good veason that he
made use of them; at least it happened that he did so more than once.
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We do not always disdain to use what we despise. This low trade, an
excellent expedient sometimes for the higher one which is called stato
policy, was willingly left in a miserable state, hut was not persecuted.
There was no surveillance, but a certain amount of attention. Thus

(o

T NsfEe-wewe . e,

T e~

much might he useful—the law closed one eye, the king opened the
other.

Sometimes the king went so far as to avow his complicity. These
are audacities of monarchical terrorism. The disfigured ono was
marked with the fleur-de-lys; they took from himn the mark of God,
they put on him the mark of the king. Jacoh Astley, knight and
baronet, lord of Melton Coustable, in the county of Norfolk, had in his
family a child who had been sold, and upon whose forchead the dealer
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had imprinted a fleur-de-lys with a hot iron. In certain cases in which
it was held desirable to register for some reason the royal orvigin of the
new position made for the child, they used such means. England has
always done us the honor to utilize, for her personal serviee, the fleur-
de-lys.

The Comprachicos, allowing for the shade whieh divides a trade
from a fanaticism, were analogous to the Stranglers of India. They
lived among themselves in gangs, and to facilitate their progress, affected
somewhat of the Merry-Andrew.  They encamped here and there;, but
they were grave and religious, hearing no affinity to other nomads, and
incapable of theft. The people for a long time wrongly confounded
them with the Moors of Spain and the Moors of China. The Moors of
Spain were coiners, the Moors of China were thieves, There was
nothing of the sort about the Comprachicos; they were honest folk
Whatever you may think of them, they were somelimes sincerely
serupulous.  They pushed open a door, entered, hargained for a child,
paid, and departed.  All was done with propriety.

They were of all countries.  Under the name of Comprachicos fra-
ternized English, Irencl, Castilians, Germans, Ttalians, A unity of idea,
a unity of superstition, the pursuit of the same calling, make such
fusions. Tn this fraternity of vagabonds, those of the Mediterranean
seaboard represented the Kast, those of the Atlantic seaboard the West.
Many Basques conversed with many Irishmen. The Basque and the
Irishman understand each other, they speak the old Punie jargou; add
to this the intimate relations of Catholic Ireland with C'atholie Spain—
relations such that they terminated by bringing to the gallows in Lon-
don one almost King of Ireland, the Celtic Lord de Brany; from which
resulted the county of Leitrim.

The Comprachicos were rather a fellowship than a tribe; rather a
residunmn than a fellowship. It was all the riff-raft of the universe,
having for their trade a erime. It was a sort of harlequin people, all
composed of rags.  To recruit & man was to sew on a tatter,

To wander was the Comprachicos’ law of existence—to appear and
disappear. What is barely tolerated cannot take root. Fven in the
kingdoms where their business supplied the courts, and, on oceasions,
served as an auxiliary to the royal power, they were now and then sud-
denly ill-treated. Kings mado use of their art, and sent the artists to the
galleys, These inconsistencies belong to the ebb and flow of royal
caprice.  “TFor such is our pleasure.”

A rolling stone and a roving trade gather no moss. The Compra-
chicos were poor. They might have said what the lean and ragged
witch observed, when she saw them setting fire to the stake, “ Le jeu
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'en vaut pas la chandelle” It is possible, nay pmlmblo (their chiefs
remaiuing unknown), that the wholesale contractors in the trade were
rich. After the lapse of two centuries, it would be diffienlt to throw
any light on this point.

Lt was, as wo have said, a fellowship, Tt had its laws, its oaths, its
formulie—it had almost its cabala.  Any one nowadays wishing to know
all about the Comprachicos, need only go into Biseaya or Galicia; there
were many Basques among ﬂwm, and it is in those wountains that one
hears their history. To this day the Comprachicos are spoken of at
Oyarzun, at Urbistondo, at Leso, at \stigarraga. . Aguardate niiio, que
voy a Uamar al Comprac Im os—Tako care, ehild, or Pll call the ¢ ompra-
chicos—is the cry with which mothers h ighten their ¢hildren in that
country.

The Comprachicos, like the Zigeuner and the Gypsies, had appointed
places for periodical meetings.  From time to time their leaders con-
ferred together. In the seventeenth century they had four principal
points of rendezvous.  Onein Spain, the pass of Pancorbo; one iu Ger-
many, the glade called the Wicked Woman, near Dickirsch, where there
are two cnigmatic bas-reliefs, representing a woman with o head and a
man without one; ono in Franee, the hill where was the cologsal statue
of Massue-la-Promesse in the old sacred wood of Borvo Tomona, near
Bourbonne les Bains; one in England, hehind the garden wall of Will-
iam Challoner, Squire of Gishorough in Cleveland, Yorkshire; behind
the square tower and the great wing which is entered by an avched
door.

V'

Tue laws against vagabonds have always been very rigorous in
England. England, in her Gothie legislation, seemed to be inspired
with this principle, Howmo errans fera errante pejor.  Oue of the special
statutes classifies the man without a homoe as “ more dangerous than the
asp, dragon, lynx, or hasilisk ” («trocior aspide, dracone, lynce, ot basilico).
For a long time England troubled herself as much coneerning tho gyp-
sies, of whom she wished to he rid, as about the wolves of which she had
been eleared.  In that the Englishman differed from the Irishman, who
prayed to the saints for the health of the wolf, and ealled him my god-
father.

English law, nevertheless, in the same way as (we have just seen)
it tolerated the wolf, tumed, domesticated, and become in some sort a
dog, tolerated the regulm' vagabond, hecome in some sort a subject. It
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did not trouble itsolf about either the mountebank or the traveling bar-
ber, or the quack doctor, or the peddlor, or the open-air scholar, as long
as they had a trade to live by, Further than this, and with these exeep-
tiony, the deseription of freedom which exists in the wanderer terrified
the law. A tramp was a possible public enemy.  That modern thing,
tho lounger, was then unknown; that ancient thing, the vagrant, was
alone understood. A suspicious appearance, that indeseribable some-
thing which all understand and none can define, was suffieient reason
that society should take a man by the collar.  “ Where do you live?
How do you get your living?”  And if he could not answer, harsh
penalties awaited him.  Tron and fire were in the code: the law practiced
the cautevization of vagraney.

Henee, throughoutsEnglish territory, a veritable *“loi des suspects”
was applicable to vagrants (who, it must be owned, readily hecame
nmalefactors), and particularly to gypsies, whose expulsion has errone-
ously been compared to the expulsion of the Jews and the Moors from
Spain, and the Protestants from France. As for ug, we do not con-
found a hattue with a perseention.

The Comprachicos, we insist, had nothing in common with the
gypsies.  The gypsies were a nation; the Comprachicos were a com-
pouned of all nations—the lees of a horrible vessel full of filthy waters,
Thoe Comprachicos had not, like the gypsies, an idiom of their own;
their jargon was a promiscuous collection of idioms: all languages were
mixed together in their langnage ; they spoke a medley.  Like the gyp-
sies, they had come to be a people winding through the peoples; hut
their common tie was association, not race. At all epochs in history
one finds in the vast liquid mass which constitutes humanity some of
these streams of venomous men exuding poison around them. The
gypsies were a tribo; the Comprachicos a freemasonry—a masonry hav-
ing not a noble aim, hut a hideous handieraft. Finally, their religions
differ—the gypsies were Pagans, the Comprachicos were Christiaus, and
more than that, good Christians, as became an association which,
although a mixture of all nations, owed its birth to Spain, a devout land.

They were more than Christians, they were (atholies; they were
more than (fatholics, they were Romans, and so touchy in their faith,
and so pure; that they refused to associato with the Hwungarian nomads
of the comitat of Pesth, commanded and led by an old man, having for
sceptre a wand with a silver ball, surinounted by the double-headed
Austrian eagle. Tt is true that these Hungarians were schismaties, to
the extent of celebrating the Assumption on the 29th August, which is
an abomination.

In England, so long as the Stuarts reigned, the confederation of
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the Comprachicos was (for motives of which we have already given you
a glimpse) to a certain extent protected. James IT., a devout man, who
persecuted the Jows and trampled ont the gypsies, was a good prince to
the Comprachicos.  Weo have scen why,  The Comprachicos were
bugers of the human wares in which he was dealer.  They excelled
in disappearances.  Disappearances are oceasionally necessary for the
.good of the State. .\n inconvenient heir of tender age whom they took
and handled lost his shape.  This facilitated confiscation; the {ransfer
of titles to favorites was simplified. The Comprachicos were, moreover,
very disereet, and very taciturn.  They bound themselves to silence
and kept their word, which is necessary in affairs of state. Thoere was
searcely an example of their having betrayed the seerets of the king.
This was, it is true, for their interest; and it the king had lost confi-
dence in them, they would have been in great danger.  They were thus
of use in a political point of view. Moreover, these artists furnished
singers for the Holy Father. The Comprachicos were usefnl for the
Miserere of Allegri.  They were particularly devoted to Mary.,  All this
pleased the papistry of the Stuarts. James 1L could not be hostile to
holy men who pushed their devotion to the Virgin to the extent of
manufacturing cunuchs.  Tu 1688 there was a change of dynasty in
England.  Orange supplanted Stuart. Williamn TTL replaced James 11,

James T went away to die in exile; miracles were performed on
his tomb, and his relies eured the Bishop of Autun of fistula—a worthy
recompense of the Christian virtues of the prince,

William, having neither the same ideas nor the same praetices as
James, was severe to the Comprachicos.  Te did his hest to erush out
the vermin,

A\ statute of the carly part of Williun aud Mary’s rveign hit the
association of child-buyers hard. It was as the blow of a elub to the
Comprachicos, who were from that time pulverized. By the terms of
this statute those of the fellowship taken and duly convieted, were to
be branded with a red-hot iron, imprinting R. on the shoulder, signify-
ing rogue; on the left hand 'y signifying thief; and on the right hand
M, signifying man-slayer. The chiefs, “supposed to ho vich, although
beggars in appearance,” were to he punished in the collistrigium—that
is, the pillory, and hranded on the forchead with a P, besides having
their goods confiseated, and the trees in their woods rooted up.  Those
who did not inform against the Comprachicos were to he punished by
confiscation and imprisonment for life; as for the ¢rime of misprision.
As for the women found among these men, they were to suffer the
cucking-stool—this is a see-saw, the name of which is composed of the
French word coquine, and the German stwhl. English law heing en-
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dowed with a strange longevity, this punishment still exists in English
legislation for quarrelsome women. The cucking-stool is suspended
over a river or a pond, the woman scated on it. The chair is allowed
to drop into the water, and then palled out.  This dipping of the woman
is repeated three times, “to refresh her anger,” says the comnientator,
Chianberlayne,




BOOK |

NIGITT NOT SO BLACK AS MAN

CHAPTER |1

PORTLAND BILL

9 N obstinate north wind blew without ceasing over
{) the mainland of Furope, and yet more roughly
“51 over Fogland, during all the month of December,
{,’{; 1689, and all the month of January, 1690, Tenee

-
»

the disastrous cold weather, which eaused that
9

Q‘. A | winter to be woted ax “memorable to the poor,”
ﬁ| on the margin of the old Bible in the Preshyterian
: chapel of the Non-jurors in London. Thanks to

the lasting qualities of the old monarehical pareh-
ment employed in ofticial registers, long lists of
poor persons, found dead of famino and cold, are still legible in many
local repositories, particularly in the archives of the Liberty of the
Clink, in the borough of Southwark, of PPie Powder Court (which signifies
Dusty Feet (fourt), and in those of Whitechapel Court, held in the vil-
lage of Stepuey by the hailiff of the Lord of the Manor.  The Thames
was frozen over—a thing which does not happen onee in a century, as
tho ice forms on it with difficulty owing to the action of the sea.
Coaches rolled over the frozen river, and a fair was held with booths,
bear-baiting and bull-baiting.  An ox was roasted wholo on the ice.
This thick ice lasted two months. The hard year 1690 surpassed in
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soverity even the famous wintors at the beginning of the seventeenth
century, <o minutely observed by Dr. Gideon Delane, the same who was,
in his quality of apothecary to King Jumes, honored by the city of
London with a bust and a pedestal.

One evening, towards the c¢lose of one of the most hitter days of the
month of January, 1690, something unusual was going on in ono of the
numerous inhospitable hights of the Bay of Portland, which caused the
sea-gulls and wild geese to seream and cirele round its mouth, not daring
to re-enter,

In this e¢reck, the most dangerous of all which line the bay, during
the continuance of certain winds, and consequently the most lonely—
convenient by veason of its very danger, for ships in hiding—a little
vessel, almost touching the cliff, so deep was the water, was moored to
a point of rock. We are wrong in saying, The night falls; we should
say the night rises, for it ix from the earth that obsenrity comes. Tt was
already night at the bottom of the ¢liff; it was still day at top.  Any
one approaching the vessel’s moorings would have recognized o Bis-
cayan hooker.

The sun, concealed all day by the mist, had just set. Thero was
beginning to be felt that deep and sombrous melancholy which might
be called anxiety for the absent sun. With no wind from the sea, the
water of the ereck was ealm.

This was, especially in winter, a lucky exception.  Almost all the
Portland erecks have sand-bars; and in heavy weather the sea hecomes
very rough, and, to pass in safety, much skill and practico aro necossary.
These Tittle ports (ports more in appearance than fact) are of small
advantage.,  They are hazardous to enter, fearful to leave. On this
evening, for a wonder, there was no danger.

The Biscay hooker is of an ancient model, now fallen into disuse.
This kind of hooker, which has done service even in the navy, was
stoutly built in its Imll; @ hoat in size; a ship in strength. 1t figured in
the Armada.  Sometimes the war-hooker attained to a high tounage;
thus the (Zreat Griffing hearing a captain’s flag, and commanded by Lopez
de Medina, measured six hundred and fifty good tons, and carried forty
guns.  But the merchant and contraband hookers were very feeblo speei-
mens. Sea-folk held them at their tene value, and esteemed the model
a very sorry one.  The rigging of the hooker was made of hemp, some-
times with wire inside, which was probably intended as a means, how-
ever unseientifie, of obtaining indications, in the case of magnetic
tension.  The lightness of this rigging did not exelude the use of heavy
tackle, the cabrias of the Spanish galleon, and the cameli of the Roman
triremes.  Tho helm was very long, which gives the advantage of a long
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arm of leverage, but the disadvantage of a small are of effort. Two
wheels in two pulleys at the end of the tiller corrected thix defect, and
compensated, to some extent, for the loss of strength.  The compass was
well housed in a caso periwﬂy square, and well-halanced by its two
copper frames placed horizontally, one in the other, on littlo holts, as in
Cabdan’s lamps.  There was seienco and cunning in the construction of
the hooker, but it was ignorant science and harbarous cunning. The
hooker was primitive, just like the praam and the canoe; wasg kindred
to the praawm in stability and to the canoe in swiftness, .uul, like all ves-
sels born of the instinet of the pirate and fisherman, it had remarkable

sea qualities; it was equally well suited to land-locked and to open
waters, Tts system of sails, complicated in stays, and very peculia,
allowed of its navigating trimly in the close hays of Asturias (which are
littlo more than enclosed basing, as Pasages for instance), and also freely
out at sea. It could sail round a lake, and sail round the world—a
strange eraft with two ohjects, good for a pond and good for a storm.
The hooker is amoug vessels what the wagtail is among birds, ono of
tho smallest and one of the boldest. . The wagtail perching on a reed,
scarcely bends it, and, flying away, crosses the ocean,

These Blb('ﬁ} hookers, even to the poorest, were gilt and painted.
Tattooing is part of the genius of those charming people, savages to
some dogrec. The sublime eoloring of their mountains, variegated hy
snows and meadows, reveals to them the rugged spell which ornament
possesses in itself. They are poverty-stricken and iagnificent; they
put coats-of-arms on their cottages; they have huge asses, which they
bedizen with bells, and huge oxen, on which they put head-dresses of
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feathers, Their coaches, which you can hear grinding the wheels two
leagues off, are illuminated, carved, and hung with ribands. A cobbler
has a bas-relief on his door; it is only St. Crispin, and an old shoo; but
it is in stone.  They trim their leathern jackets with lace. They do not
mend their rags, but they embroider them. Vivacity profound and
superb!  The Basques are like the (recks, children of the sunj; while
the Valencian drapes himself, bare and sad, in his russet woolen rug,
with a hoje to pass his head through, the natives of Galicia and Biseay
have the delight of fine linen shirts; bleached in the dew. Their thresh-
olds and their windows teemn with faces fair and fresh, langhing under
garlands of maize; a joyons and proud serenity shines out in their
ingenious arts, in their frades, in their customs, in the dress of their
maidens, in their gongs.  The mountain, that colossal ruin, is all aglow
in Biscay: the suw’s rays go in and out of every break. The wild jaiz-
quivel is full of Idylls. Biscay is Pyrenean grace as Savoy is Alpine
grace.  The dangerous bays,—the m-lghbors of St. Sebastian, Leso, and
Fontarabia,—with storms, with clowds, with spray flying over the capes,
with tho rages of the waves and the winds, with terror, with uproar,
mingle hoat-women crowned with roses.  Ho who has seen the Basque
country wishes to see it again. 1t is the blessed land. Two harvests a
year; villages vesonant and gay; a stately poverty; all Sunday the
sound of ‘rmt(u's, dancing, castanets, love-making ; houses elean and
bright ; storks in thoe belfries,
Lvt us return to Portland—that rugged mountain in the ses
The peninsula of Portland, looked at geometrically, 1»1‘0sonts‘. the
appearance of a bird’s head, of which the bill is turned towards the
ocean, the back of the head tmmrd% Woeymouth; the isthmus is its neck.
I’ortland, greatly to the saerifico of its wildness, exists now but for
trade. The coasts of Dortland were discovered by quarrymen and
plasterers towards tho middle of the seventeenth century.  Since that
period what is ealled Roman cement has heen made of the Portland
stone—a useful industry, enviching the distriet, and disfiguring the bay.
Two hundred years ago theso coasts were e utuu away as o cliff 5 to-day,
as a quarry.  The pick bites meanly, the wave grandly; henee a dimi-
nution of bet anty. To the nuwmh(-out ravages of the ocean have sue-
ceeded the measured strokes of men. These measured strokes have
. worked away the ereek where tho Biscay hooker was moored.  To find
any vestige of the little anchorage, now destroyed, the castern side of
the peninsula should be searched, towards the point beyond Folly Pier
and Dirdle Pier, beyond Wakcham even, botween the place called
Church ITope and the place ealled Southwell.
The creek, walled in on all sides by precipices higher than its
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width, was minute by minute hecoming more overshadowed by evening.
The misty gloom, usual at twilight, became thicker; it was like a
growth of darkness at the bottom of a well.  The opening of the ereck
seaward, a narrow passage, traced on the almost night-black interior a
pallid rift where the waves were moving.,  You must have been quite

close to porcoive the hooker moored to the rocks, and, as it were, hidden
by the great cloaks of shadow. A plank thrown from on board on to a
low and level projoction of the ¢liff, the ouly point on which a landing
could be made, placed the vessel in communication with the land.
Dark figures were crossing and recrossing each other on this tottering
gangway, and in the shadow some people were embarking.
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It was less cold in tho creek than out at sea, thanks to the sereen
of rock rising over the north of the basin, which did net, however,
prevent the people from shivering. They were hwrrying. The effect
of the twilight defined the forms as though they had been punched out
with a tool. Certain indentations in their clothes wero visible, and
showed that they belonged to the elass called in England, The ragged.

The twisting of the pathway could be distingnished vaguely in the
velief of the eliff. A girl who lets her stay-lace hang down trailing over
the back of an arm-chair, deseribes, without beiug conscious of it, most
of the paths of eliffs and mountains.  The pathway of this creek, full of
knots and angles, almost perpendieular, and better adapted for goats
than men, terminated on the platform where the plank was placed. The
pathways of eliffs ordinarily imply a not very inviting declivity; they
offer themselves less as o voad than as a fally they sink vather than
incline,  This one,—probably some vamification of a road on the plain
above,—was disagreeablo to look at, so vertical was it.  From under-
neath you saw it gain by zig-zag the higher layer of the eliff where it
passed out through deep passages on to the high plateau by a cutting in
the roek; and the passengers for whom the vessel was waiting in the
ereck must have come by this path.

Kixcepting the moveruent of embarkation which was being made in
the creek, & movement visibly scared and uneasy, all around was soli-
tude; no step, no noise, no breath was heard. At the other side of the
roads, at the entrance of Ringstead Bay, you could just perceive a
flotilla of shark-fishing boats, which were evidently out of their reckon-
ing. These polar boats had been driven from Danish into English
waters by the whims of the sea. Northerly winds play these tricks on
fishermen.  They had just taken refuge in the anchorage of Portland—
a sign of bad weather expgcted and danger out at sen.  They were
engaged in casting anchor.  The chief l)oat, placed in front after the
old manner of Norwegian flotillas, all her rigging standing out in black,
above the white level of the sea; and in front might be perceived thu
hook-iron, loaded with all kinds of hooks and harpoons, destined for the
Grreenland shark, the dog-fish, and the spmous shark, as well as the nets
to pick up the sun-fish. Except a few other craft, all swept into the
same corner, the eye met nothing living on the vast horizon of Portland.
Not a house, not a ship. The coast in those days was not inhabited,
and the roads, at that season, were not safe.

Whatever may have been the appearanco of tho weather, the beings
who were going to sail away in the Biseayan urca, pressed on the hour
of departure all the same. They formed a husy and confused group,
in rapid movement on the shore. To distinguish one from another was
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ditficult ; impossible to tell whether they were old or young.  Tho indis-
tinetness of %evening intermixed and blurred them; the mask of shadow
was over their faces. They were sketehes in the night.  There were
eight of them, and there were seemingly among them one or two women,
hard to recognize under the rags and tatters in which the group was
attired—clothes which were no longer man’s or woman’s, Rags have
10 Sex.

A smaller shadow, flitting to and fro among the larger ones, indi-
cated either a dwarf or a child.

It was a child.



CHAPTER TT
LTIFT ALONE

HIS i what an observer close at hand might have noted.

All wore long eloaks, torn and patched, but covering

them, and at need concealing them up to the eyes; useful

alike against the north wind and curiosity.  They moved with
easo under these cloaks,  The greater number wore a handkerchief
rolled round the head, a sort of rudiment which marks the commence-
ment of the turban in Spain.  This head-dress was nothing unusual in
England. .\t that time the South was in fashion in the North; perhaps
this was connected with the fact that the North was beating the South.,
It conquered and admired. After the defeat of the Armada, Castilian
was considered in the halls of Elizabeth to be elegant court talk. To
speak English in the palace of the Queen of England was held almost
an impropriety.  Partially to adopt the manners of those upon whom we
impose our laws is the habit of the conquering barbarian towards con-
quered eivilization. The Tartar contemplates and imitates the Chinese,
It was thus Castilian fashions penetrated into England; in return,
English interests erept into Spain.

One of the men in the group embarking appeared to be a chief,
He had sandals on his feet, and was bedizened with gold lace tatters
and a tinsel waisteoat, shining under his cloak like the helly of a fish.
Another pulled down over his face a hugo piece of felt, cut like a som-
brevoy this felt had no hole for a pipe, thus indicating the wearer to bo
a man of letters.

On the principle that a maw’s vest is a child’s cloak, the child was
wrapped over his rags in a sailor’s jacket, which descended to his knees,

By his height you would have guessed him to be a boy of ten or
cleven ; his feet were bare, The crew of the hooker was composed of a
captain and two sailors.

44
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The hooker had apparently come from Spain, and was about to
return thither. She was beyond a doubt engaged in a ste: dthy service
from one coast to the other.

Tho persons embarking in her whispered among themselves,

The whispering interchanged by these creatures was of composito
sound—now a word of Spanish, then of German, then of French, then
of Gaelic, at times of Basque. Tt was either a patois or a slang.  They
appeared to be of all nations, and yet of the same hand.

The motley group appeared to he a company of comrades, perhaps
a gang of accomplices,

The erew was probably of thoir brotherhood.  Community of object
was visible in the embarkation.

Had there heen alittle more light, and if you could have looked at
them attentively, you might have pereeived on these people rosaries and
seapulars half-hidden under their rags; one ot the semi-women mingling
in the group had a rosary almost equal for the size of its heads to that
of a dervish, and ecasy to recognize for an Trish one made at. Llanym-
thefry, which is also called Llanandriffy.

You might also have observed, had it not been so dark, a figure of
Our Lady and Child carved and gilt. on the how of the hooker, It was
probably that of the Basque Notre Dame, a sort of Panagia of the old
Cantabri.  Under this image, which oceupied the position of a figure-
head, was a lantern, which at this moment was not lighted—an exeess
of cantion which implied an extreme desire of coneealment. This Jan-
tern was evidently for two purposes.  When a-light, it hurned before
the Virgin, and at the same time ilhunined the sea, a beacon doing duty
as a taper,

Tuder the bowsprit the cut-water, long, curved, and sharp, camo
out in front like the horn of a erescent. At the top of the cut-water,
aud at the feet of the Virgin, a kneeling angel, with folded wings, le: uwd
her back against the steny, and looked through a spy-glass at the horizon.
The angelwas gilded like Our Lady.  In the cut-water were holes and
openings to let the waves pass through, which afforded an opportunity
for gilding and arabesques.

Under the figure of the Virgin was written, in gilt capitals, the word
Matutina—the name of the vessel, not to he read just now on acconnt of
the darkness.

Amid the confusion of departure thera were thrown down in dis-
order, at tho foot of the cliff, the goods which the voyagers were to take
with them, and which, by means of o plank serving as a bridge across,
weore being passed rapidly from the shore to the boat.  Bags of bisenit,
a cask of stoek fish, a case of portable soup, three barrels—one of fresh
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water, one of malt, one of tar—four or five bottles of ale, an old port-
manteau buckled up by straps, trunks, boxes, a ball of tow for torches
and signals.  Such was the lading. These ragged people had valises,
which seemed to indicato a roving life.  Wandering rascals are obliged
to own something; at times they would prefer to fly, away like birds,
but they cannot do so without abandoning the moeans of earning a hveh-
hood,  They of necessity possess boxes of tools and instruments of
labor, whatever their ervant trade may be. Those of whom we speak
were dragging their haggage with them, often an encmmbrance.

It was not easy to bring these movables to the bottom of the cliff.
Thix, however, revealed the intention of a definite departure.

No time was lost; there was one continned passing to and fro from
the shore to the vessel, aud from the vossel to the shore; each one took
his ghare of the work; one carried a bag, another a chest. Those amidst
the promiscuous company who were possibly or probably women, worked
like the vest.  They overloaded the child.

Tt was doubtfnl it thoe childs father or mother were in the group;
no sign of life wax vouchsafed him.  They made him work, nothing
more. o appeared not a child in o family, but a slave in a tribe,  1le
waited on every one, and no one spoke to him.

However, he made haste, and, like the others of this mysterious
troop, he seemed to have but one 1110110']1'(——t(> embark as quickly as pos-
sible.  Did he know why ? probably not, he hurried mechanically beeause
he saw the others hurry.

The hooker was decked.  The stowing of the lading in the hold was
quickly finished, and the moment to put off arvived.  The last ease had
bheen carried over the gangway, and nothing was left to embark but the
men. The two obhjeets among the group who seemed women were
already on hoard; xix, the ehild among them, were still on the low plat-
form of the cliff. .\ movement of departure was made in the vessel, the
captain seized the helm, a sailor took up an axe to cut the hawser; to
cut is an evidenee of haste; when there is time it is unknotted.

“Andamos,? said, in a low voice, ho who appeared chief of the six,
and who had the spangles on his t.mtter.s. Thoe child rushed towards
the plank in order to he the first to pass.  As ho placed his foot on it,
two of the men hurricd hy, at the risk of throwing him into the water,
wot in before him, and passed on; the fourth drove him back with his
fist and followed the third; the fifth, who was the ehief, bounded into
rather than entered the vessel, and, as he jumped in, kicked back the
plank, which fell into the sea, a stroke of the hatchet eut the moorings,
the Lelm was put up, the vessel left the shore, and the child remained
on land.



CHAPTER TII
ALONE

HE child remained motionless on the rock, with his eyes

fixed; no calling out; no appeal. Though thix was unex-

pected by him, he spoke not a word. The same silence

reigned in the vessel.  No ery from the child to the men—
no farewell from the men to the child. There was on hoth sides a mute
acceptance of the widening distance between them. It was like a sepa-
ration of ghosts on the banks of the Styx. The child, as if nailed to the
rock, which the high tide was beginning to hathe, watehed the depart-
ing bark. It seemed as if he realized his position. What did he
realize !—Darkness.

A moment later, the hooker gained the neck of the creck, aud
entered it. Against the clear sky the masthead was visible, rising
above the split blocks between which the strait wound as hetween two
walls. The truck wandered to the summit of the rocks and appeared
to run into them. Then it was seen no more—all was over—the bark
had gained the sea.

Tho child watehed its disappearance—he was astonnded but dreamy.,

His stupofaction was complicated by a sense of the dark reality of
existence. It scemed as if there were experience in this dawning heing.
Did he, perchance, already exercise judgment ! Experience coming too
early construets, sometimes, in the obscure depths of a child’s mind,
some dangerous balance—we know not what—in which the poor little
soul weighs God. .

Feeling himself innocent, he yiclded. There was no complaint—
the irreproachable does not reproach.

His rough expulsion drew from him no sign—he suffered a sort of
internal stiffening. The child did not how under this sndden blow of

17
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fate, which seemed to put an end to his existence ere it had well begun;
he received the thunderstroke standing,

1t would have been evident to any one who could have seen his
astonishment unmixed with dejecetion, that, in the group which aban-
doned him, there was nothing which loved him, nothing which he loved.

Brooding, he forgot the cold.  Suddenly the wave wetted his foet
—the tide was flowing; a gust passed through his hair—the nofewind
was rising. Tle shivered. There came over him, from hoad to foot, the
shudder of awakening, '

He cast his ayes about him,

He was alone.

Up to this day there had nover existed for him any other men than
those who were now in the hooker.  Those men had just stolen away.

Let us add what seems a strange thing to state. Those men, the
only ones he knew, were unknown to him.

He could not have said who they were,  Hix childhood had heen
passed among them, without his having the consciousness of being of
them. e was in juxtaposition to them, nothing more,

e had just been—forgotten—hy them.

He had no money about him, no shoes to his feet, seareely a gar-
ment to his hody, not even a picee of bread in his pocket.

It was winter—it was night. It would be necessary to walk several
leagues betore o human habitation could be reached.

Tle did not know where he was,

Ho knew nothing, unless it was that those who had come with him
to the brink of the sea had gone away without him.

He felt himself put outside the pale of life,

ITe felt that man failed him.

He was ten years old.

The ¢hild was in a desert, between depths where he saw the night
rising, and depths where he heard the waves murmnr.,

e stretehed his little thin arms and yawned.

Then, suddenly, as one who makes up his mind, bold, and throwing
off his numbness—with the agility of a squirrel—or perhaps of an acro-
bat—he turned his back on the ereck, and set himself to climb up the
cliff. Ho escaluded the path, left it, returned to it, quick and venturous.
He was hurrying landward, just as though he had a destination marked
out; nevertheless he was going nowhere.

He hastened without an objeet—a fugitive before Fate.

To climb is the function of a man; to clamber is that of an animal
—he did hoth. As the slopes of Portland faco southward, there was
scarcely any snow on the path; the intensity of cold had, however,

-,
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frozen that snow into dast very troublesome to the walker. The child
freed himself of it. 1lis man’s jacket, which was too big for him, com-
’plio.ated matters, and got in his way. Now and theu on an overhanging
erag or in a declivity he camo upon a little ice, which caused him to
slip down.. Then, after hanging some moments over the precipice, he
woull guteh hold of a dry branch or projecting stone. Once he came
“on :t‘."\xgh of slate, which suddenly gave way under him, letting him
down with it.  Crumbling slate is treacherous.  For some seconds the
child slid like a tile on a roof; be rolled to the extreme edge of the
decline; a tuft of grass which ho clutched at the right moment saved
“him. e was as mute insight of the abyss ax he had heen in sight of
the men; he gathered himselt up and re-ascended silently.  The slope
was stoep 3 so he had to zig-zag in ascending.  The precipice grew in
the darkness; the vertical rock had no ending.

Tt receded hetore the ehild in the distance of its height.  As the
child asceended, so secemed the summit to ascend. While he clambered
o looked up at the dark entablature plaged like a barvier hetween
heaven and him. At last ho reached the top.

He jumped on the level ground, or rather landed, for ho roxe from
{Le precipice,

Searcely was he on the eliff when he hegan to shiver. e felt in
his face that bite of the night, the north wind, The bitter north-
wegter was blowing; he tightened his rough sailor’s jacket about his
chest.

It wax a good coat, called in ship language a sou-wester, heeanse
that sort of stuft allows little of the south-westerly rain to penetrate,

The ¢hild, having gained the tableland, stopped, placed his feet
firmly on the frozen ground and looked about him.

Behind him was the sea; in front the land; above, the sky—hut a
sky without stars; an opague mist masked the zenith.

On reaching the summit of the rocky wall he found himself turned
towards the land, and looked at it attentively. [t lay before him as far
as the sky-line; flat; frozen, and covered with snow, Some tufts of
heather shivered in the wind. No roads were visible.  Nothing, not
oven a shepherd’s col. Here and there, pale, spiral vortices might he
seen, which were whirls of fine snow, snatehed from the ground by the
wind and blown away. Suceessive undulations of ground bhecome sud-
denly misty, rolled themselves into the horizon. The great dull plaivs
wero lost nnder the white fog.  Deep silence. It spread like infinity,
and was hush as thoe tomb.

The child turned again towards the sea.

The sea, like the land, was white, the one with snow, the other with
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foam. There is nothing so melancholy as the light produced Ly this
double whiteness. '

Certain lights of night are very clearly cut in their hardness; the
sea was like steel, the eliff like ebony.  Frowm the height where the child
was, the bay of Portland appeared almost like a geographical map, pale,
in a semicirele of hills. There was something dreamlike in that noc-
turnal landscape—a wan disk belted by a dark crescent. The moon
sometimes has a similar appearance. From cape to cape, along the
whole coast, not a single spark indicating a hearth with a fire, not a
lighted window, not an inhabited house was to be seen.  As in heaven
so on earth, no light. Not a lamp below, not a star above. Here and
there came sudden risings in the great expanse of waters in the gulf; as
the wind disarranged and wrinkled the vast sheet. The hooker was
still visible in the bay as she fled.

It was a black triangle gliding over the livid waters.

Far away the waste of waters stirred confusedly in the ominous
clear-obscure of immensity. The Matutine was making quick way.
She seemed to grow smaller every minute. Nothing appears <o rapid
as the flight of a vessel melting into the distanee of ocean.

Suddenly she Tit the Jantern at her prow. Probably the darkness
falling round her made those on board uneasy, and the pilot thought
it necessary to throw light on the waves.  This Tuminous point, a spark
seen from afar, clung like a corpse light to the high and long black
form. You would have said it was a shroud raised up and moving in
the middle of the sea, under which some one wandered with a star in
his hand.

A storm threatened in the air; the child took no account of it, hut
a sailor would have trembled. It was that momeut of preliminary
anxiety, when it seems as though the elements are changing into
persons, and one is about to witness the mysterious transfiguration of
the wind into the windgod. The sca becomes Ocean; its power reveals
itselt as Will: that which one takes for a thing, is a soul. It will
become visible, Hence the terror. The soul of man fears to he thus
confronted with the soul of nature.

Chaos was about to appear. The wind rolling back the fog, and
making a stage of the clouds behind, set the scene for that fearful
drama of wave and winter, which is called a Snow-storm. Vessels
putting back hove in sight. For some minutes past the roads had no
longer been deserted.  Kvery instant troubled barks hastening towards
an anchorage appeared from behind the capes; some were doubling
Portland Bill, the others St. Alban’s Head. From afar ships were
running in. It was a race for refuge. Southwards the darkness
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thickened, and clouds, full of night, bordered on the sea. The weight
of the tempest hanging overhcad made a dreary lull on the waves. 1t
certainly was no time to sail. Yot the hooker had sailed.

She was steering due south. She was already out of the gulf, and

e

in the open sea. Suddenly there came a gust of wind. The Matutina,
which was still clearly in sight, made all sail, as if resolved to profit by
tho hurricane. It was the nor-wester, a wind sullen and angry. TIts
weight was felt instantly. The hooker, caught broadside on, staggered,
but recovering held her course to sea. This indicated a flight rather
than a voyage, less fear of sea than of land, and greater heed of pursunit
from man than from wind.
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The hooker, passing through every degree of diminution, sank into
the horizon. The little star which she carried into shadow paled. More
and more the hooker hecame amalgamated with the night, then disap-
peared,

This timo for good and all.

At least the child seemed to understand it so; he coased to look ad
the sea,  Iis eyes torned back upon the plains, the wastes, the hills,
towards tho space where it might not be impossiblo to meet something
living.

Tuto this unknown he set out.




CHAPTER 1V
QUESTIONS

HAT kind of haud was it whicli had left the ehild hehind in

its flight ?
3 Were those fugitives Comprachicos?

We have already seen the account of the measures taken
by William 1., and passed hy Parliament against the malefactors, male
and female, called Comprachicos, otherwise Comprapequenos, otherwise
(heylas,

There are laws which disperse.  The law aeting against the (fom-
prachicos determined, not only the Comprachicos, but vagabonds of all
sorts, on a general flight.

It was the devil take the hindmost. The greater number of the
Comprachicos retwrned to Spain ; many of them, as we have said, being
Basques,

The law for the protection of children had at first this strange
result: it caused many children to he abandoned.

The immediate effect of the penal statute was to produce a erowd
of children, found or rather lost. Nothing is ecasier to understand.
Kvery wandering gang containing a child was liable to suspicion.  The
mere fact of the child’s presence was in itself a denunciation.

“They are very likely Comprachicos.”  Such was the first idea of
the sheriff, of the bailiff, of the constable. llence arrest and inquiry.
People simply unfortunate, reduneed to wander and to beg, were seized
awith a terror of being taken for Comprachicos, although they were
nothing of the kind. But the weak have grave misgivings of possible
errors in justice. Besides, these vagabond families are very easily
seared. The aceusation against the Comprachicos was that they traded
in other people’s children. But the promiscuousness caused by poverty
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and indigence is such that at times it might have been difficult for a
father and mother to prove a child their own,

How came you by this child? how wero they to prove that they
held it from God?  The child became a peril—they got rid of it. To fly
unencumbered was easier; the parents resolved to lose it—now in a
wood, now on a strand, now down a well.

(‘hildren were found drowned in eisterns,

Let us add that, in imitation of England, all Europe henceforth
hunted down the Comprachicos. The impulse of pursuit was giveu.
There is nothing like belling the cat.  From this time forward the
desire to seize them made vivalry and emulation among the police of all
countries, and the alguazil was not less keenly watehful than the con-
stable,

One could still read, twenty-three years ago, on a stono of the gate
of Otero, an untranslatable inseription—the words of the code outraging
propriety. In it, however, the shade of difference which existed hetween
the buyers and the stealers of children is very strongly marked.  Here
is part of the inseription in somewhat rough Castilian, dqui quedan las
orcjas de los Comprachicos, y lus bolsas de los robaniiios, mientras que se
van cllos al trabajo de mar. Yon see the confiscation of ears, ete., did not
prevent the owners going to the galleys, Whenee followed a general
rout among all vagabonds. They started frightencd; they arrived
trembling.  Ou every shore in Furope their furtive advent was watched.
Lmpossible for such a band to embark with a child, sinee to disembark
with one was dangerous.

To lose the child was much simpler of accomplishment.

And this ehild, of whom wo have caught a glimpse in the shadow
of tha solitudes of Portland, by whom had he been cast away !

To all appearance by Comprachicos.



CHAPTER V
THE TREE OF HUMAN INVENTION

T might be about seven o’clock in the evening. The wind
was now diminishing, a sign, however, of a violent veeur-
rence impending.  The child was on the table-land at the
extreme south point of Portland.

Portland is a peninsula; but the child did not know what a penin-
sula is, and was ignorant even of the name of Portland. e knew but
one thing, which is, that one can walk until one drops down. An idea
is a guide; he had no idea.  They had brought him there, and left him
there.  They and there. These two enigmas vepresented hix doom,
They, were humankind,  There, was the universe.  For hin, in all evea-
tion there was absolntely no other basis to rest ou but the little piece
of gronnd where he placed his heel, ground hard and cold to his naked
feet, In the great twilight world, open on all sides, what was there for
the child?  Nothing.

[le walked towards this Nothing,  Around him was the vastness of
Imman desertion.

e crossed the first platean diagonally, then a second, then a third,
At the extremity of each plateau the child eame upon a break in the
ground. The slope was sometimes steep, but always short; the high,
bare plains of Portland resemble great flagstones overlapping cach
other. The south side scems to enter under the protruding slah, the
north side rises over the next one; these made aseents, which the ¢hild
stepped over nimbly. From time to time he stopped, and seemed to
hold counsel with himself. The night was becoming very dark. [His
adins of sight was contracting.  He now only saw a fow steps betore
him.

All of a sudden ho stopped, listened for an instant, and with an
almost imperceptible nod of satisfaction, tnrned quickly and directed
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his steps towards an eminenee of moderate hoight, which he dimly per-
ceived on his right, at the point of the plain nearest the cliff. There
was on the eminence a shape which in the wmist looked like a tree.
The child had just heard a noise in this direction, which was the noise
neither of the wind nor of the sen, nor was it the ery of animals.  lle
thought that some one was there, and in o few strides ho was at the
foot of the hillock.

In truth, some one was there.

That which had been indistinet on the fop of the eminence was’
now visible. It was something liko a great arm thrust straight out of
the ground; at the upper extremity of the arm a sort of forefinger, sup-
ported from heneath by the thumb, pointed out horizontally; the arm,
the thumb, and the forefinger drow a square against the sky. .\t the
point of junetire of this peculiar finger and this peeuliar thumb, there
was a line, from which hung something black and shapeless. The line
moving in the wind sounded like a ¢hain.

Thix was the noise the child had heard.  Scen elosely, the Tine was
that which 1he noise indicated, a chain—a single ¢hain eable.

By that mysterious law of amalgamation which throughout nature
causes appearances to exaggerate realities, the place, the hour, the mist,

“the mournful sea, the elondy turmoils on the distant horizon, added 1o
the effect of this tigure, and made it seenm enormons,

The mass linked to the e¢hain presented the appearanee of a seab-
hard. Tt was swaddled like a ehild, and long Iike o man. There was a
round thing at its swunmit, about which the end of the ehain was rofled.
The seabbard was riven asunder at the lower end, and shreds of flesh
hung out hetween the rents.

A feeble breeze stivred the ehain, and that which hung fo it swayed
gently.  The passive mass obeyed the vague motious of space, It wax
an ohjeet to inspire indeseribable dread.  Horror, which disproportions
everything, blurred its dimensions while retaining its shape. Tt was
condensation of darkness, whieh had a detined form.  Night was above
and within the speetre; it was a prey of ghastly exaggeration.  Twi-
light and moon-rise, stars setting behind the oliff, floating things in
space, the clouds, winds from all quarters, had ended by penetrating into
the composition of this visible nothing, The species of log hanging in
the wind partook of the impersonality diffused far over sea and sky,
and the darkness ecompleted this phase of the thing which had once heen
a man.

It was that which is no longer.,

To. be nought but a remainder! Such a thing is beyond the power
of language to express.  To exist no more, yet to persist; to bo in the
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abyss, yet out of it; to re-appear above death as if indissoluble. There
is o cortain amount of impossibility mixed with such reality. Thence
comes the inexpressible.  This being—was it a being ? This black wit-
ness was a remainder, and an awful remainder—a remainder of what !
Of nature first, and then of society.  Zevo, and yet total.

The lawless inclemeney of the weather held it at its will; the deep
oblivion of solitude environed it 5 it was given up fo unknown chances;
it was without defense against the darkness, which «did with it what it
willed, It was forever the patient; it submitted; the hurricane (that
chastly conflict of winds) was upon it

The spectre was given over to pillage. Tt underwent the horrible
outrage of rotting in the open air; it was an outlaw of the tomb.  There
was no peace for it even in annihilation: in the simmer it fell gway
into dust, in the winter into mud.  Death should be veiled, the grave
should have its reserve,  Tlore was neither veil nor reserve: hut eynie-
ally avowed putrefaction, Tt ix effrontery in death to display its work,
it offends all the calmness of shadow when it does its task outside its
laboratory, the grave,

Thix dead heing had heen steipped. Lo strip one alveady stripped
—vrelentless aet ! His marrow was no longer in his hones; his entrails
were no Jonger in his body 3 his voice was no longer in hix throat. .\
corpse is a pocket which death turns inside ont and empties.  1f he ever
had an 1, where was the 1?2 There still, pevehance, and this was fearful
to think of. Something wandering about something in chains—can one
imagine a more mournful lineament in the darkness ?

Realities exist here below which serve as issues to the unknown,
which seem to facilitate the egress of speculation, and at which hypoth-
exis snatches,  Conjecture has its compelle intrare.  Tn passing by
certain places and before certain objects one cannot help stopping—a
prey to dreans into the realns of which the mind enters.  In the invis-
ible there are dark portals ajar.  No one could have met this dead man
without meditating.

[n the vastness of dispersion he was wearing silently away. He had
had blood which had been drunk, skin which had been eaten, flesh
which had been stolen.  Nothing had passed him by without takjng
somewhat trom him. December had borrowed cold of him; midnight,
horror; the iron, rust; the plague, miasma; the flowers, perfume.  His
slow disintegration was a toll paid to all—a toll of the corpso to the
storm, to the rain, to the dew, to the reptiles, to the birds, All the dark
hands of night had rifled the dead.

He was, indeed, an inexpressibly strange tenant, a tenant of the
darkness. IIe was on a plain and on a hill, and he was not. Ho was
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palpable, yet vanished. He was a shadow accruing to tho night. After
the disappearanco of day into the vast of silent obscurity, he became in
lngubrious accord with all around him. By his mere presence he
inereased the gloom of the tempest, and the calm of stars. Tho unut-
terable which is in the desert was condensed in him. Waif of an
unknown fate, he commingled with all the wild secrets of the night.
There was in his mystery a vague roeverberation of all enigmas.

About him life seemed sinking to its lowest depths.  Cortainty and
confidence appeared to diminish in his environs. The shiver of tho
brushwood and the grass, a desolate melancholy, an anxicty in which a
conseienco seemed to lurk, appropriated with tragic force the whole
landscape to that black figure suspended by the chain. The presence of
a speetre in the horizon is an aggravation of solitude.

He was o Sign.  Iaving unappeasable winds around him, he was
implacable.  Perpetual shuddering made him terrible.  Fearful to say,
he scemed to be a centre in space, with something immense leaning on
him. Who can tell? Perhaps that equity, half soen and set at defianee,
which trascends human justice. There was in his unburied continuance
the vengeance of men and his own vengeance. He was a testimony in
the twilight and the waste. 1le was in himself a dixquieting substance,
sinco we tremble before the substance which is the ruined habitation of
the soul. For dead matter to trouble us, it must once have been
tenanted by spirit. ITe denounced the law of carth to the law of
Heaven. Placed there by man, he there awaited God.  Above him
floated, blended with all the vague distortions of the cloud and the
wave, boundless drewns of shadow.

‘Who could tell what sinister mysteries lnurked behind this phantom ?
The illimitable civeumseribed by nought, nor tree, nor roof, nor passer-
by, was around the dead man. When the unchangeable broods over
us, when Heaven, the abyss, the life, gravoe, and eternity appear patent,
then it is we feel that all is inaccessible, all is forbidden, all is sealed.
When intinity opens to us, terrible indeed is the closing of the gate
behind.



CHAPTER VI
STRUGGLE BETWEEN DEATH AND NIGHT

IIE child was betore this thing, dumb, wondering, and with
eyes fixed,

To a man it would have heen a gibbet; to the child it
was an apparition.

Where a man would have seen a corpse the child saw a spectre,

Besides, he did not understand.

The attractions of the obseure are manifold. There was one on the
summit of that hill.  The child took a step, then another; he aseended,
wishing all the while to descend ; and approached, wishing all the while
to retreat,

Bold, yet trembling, he went close up to survey the spectre,

When he got elose under the gibbet, he looked up and examined it.

The spectre was tarved; here and there it shone. The child dis-
tingnished the face. TL wasx coated over with piteh; and this mask,
which appeared viscous and sticky, varied its aspeet with the night
shadows. The child saw the mouth, which was a hole; the nose, which
was a hole; the eyes, which were holes, The body was wrapped, and
apparently corded up, in coarse canvas, soaked in naphtha. The canvas
was mouldy and torn. A knee protruded through it. A rent digclosed
the ribs; partly corpse, partly skeleton. The faco was the color of
earth; slugs, wandering over it, had traced across it vague ribands of
silver. The canvas, glued to the hones, showed in reliefs like the robe
of a statne. The skull, cracked and fractured, gaped like a rotten fruit.
The teeth were still human, for they retained a laugh. The remains of
acry secemed to murmur in the open mouth. There were a few hairs
of beard on the cheek. The inclined head had an air of attention.

Some repairs had recently been done; the face had been tarred
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afresh, as well as the ribs and the knee which protruded from the.
canvas. The feet hung out below.

Just underneath, in the grass, were two shoes, which snow and
win had rendered shapeless. These shoes had fallen from the dead
man.

The barefooted child looked at the shoes.

The wind, which had become more and more restless, was now and
then interrupted by those pauses which foretell the approach of a
storm.  For the last fow minutes it had altogether ceased to blow.
The corpse no longer stirred ; the chain was as motionless as a plumh
line. .

Like all new-comers into life, and taking into account the peculiar
influences ot his tate, the child no doubt felt within him that awakening
of ideas characteristic of early years, which endeavors to open the brain
and which resembles the pecking of the young bird in the egg.  But all
that there was in his little consciousness just then was resolved into
stupor.  Excess of sensation has the effect of too much oil, and ends by
putting out thought. A man would have put himself questions; the
¢hild put himself none; ho only looked.

The tar gave the faco a wet appearanee; drops of piteh, congealed
in what had onee been the eves, produced the effect of tears. However,
thanks to the piteh, the ravage of death, if not annulled, was visibly
slackened, and reduced to the least possible deeay. That which was
before the child was a thing of which care was takeny the man was
evidently precious. They had not cared to keep him alive, hat they
cared to keop him dead.

Tho gibbet was old, worm-caten, although strong, and had been in
use many years,

It was an immemorial custom in England to tar smugglers.  They
were hanged on the sea-hoard, coated over with pitch and left swinging.
Examples must be made in publie, and tarved examples last longest.
The tar was merey; by renewing it they were spared making too many
fresh examples.  They placed gibbets from point to point along the
coast, as nowadays they do beacons. The hanged man did duty as a
lantern.  After his fashion, he gnided his comrades, the smugglers.
The smugglers from far out at sea perceived the gibbets, There is one,
first warning; another, second warning. It did not stop smuggling;
but public order is made up of such things. The fashion lasted in
England up to the beginning of {his century. In 1822 threo men were
still to be seen hanging in front of Dover Castle. But, for that matter,
the preserving process was employed not only with smugglers. Eng-
land turned robbers, incendiaries and murderers to the same account.
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Jack Painter, who set fire to the government storchouses at Portsmouth,
was hanged and tarred in 1776. 1’Abbé Coyer, who deseribes him as
Jean le Peintre, saw him again in 1777; Jack Painter was hanging
ahove the ruin he had made, and was re-tarved from timo to time. His
corpse lastod—I1 had almost said lived—nearly fourteen years. It was

still doing good service in 1788 ; in 1790, however, they were obliged to
replace it by another. The Egyptians used to value tho mummy of the
king; a plebeian mummy can also, it appears, be of serviee.

The wind, having great power on the hill, had swept it of ull its
snow. Herbage re-appeared on it, interspersed here and there with a
few thistles; the hill was covered by that close short grass which grows
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by the sea, and causes the tops of cliffs to resemble green cloth., TUnder
the gibbet, on the very spot over which hung the feet of the executed
criminal, was a long and thick tuft, uncommon on such poor soil.
Corpses, crumbling there for centuries past, accounted for the beauty
of the grass. larth feeds on man.

A dreary fascination held the child; he remained there open-
mouthed. He only dropped hix head a moment when a nettle, which
felt like an insect, stung his leg; then he looked up again—he looked
above him at the face which looked down on him. It appeared to
regard him the more steadfastly because it had no eyes. It was a com-
prehensive glanee, having an indeseribable fixedness in which there
was both light and darkness, and which emanated from the skull and
teeth, as well as the empty arches of the brow., The whole head of a
dead man seems to have vision, and this is awful. No eyeball, yet we
feel that wo are looked at. A horror of worms,

Little by little the child himself was becoming an objeet of terror,
He no longer moved.  Torpor was coming over him. He did not per-
ceive that he was losing consciousness—he was becoming henumbed
and lifeless.  Winter was silently delivering him over to night. There
is something of the traitor in winter. The child was all but a statue.
The coldness of stone was penetrating his hones; darkness, that reptile,
was crawling over him. The drowsiness resulting from snow ereeps
over man like a dim tide. The child was heing slowly invaded by a
stagnation resembling that of the corpse.  He wax falling asleep.

On the hand of sleep is the finger of death. The ¢hild felt himself
seizod by that hand, Ile was on the point of falling under the gihbhet.
He no longer knew whether he was standing upright.

The end always impending, no transition between to he and not to
be, the return into the crucible, the slip possible every minute. Such is
the precipice which is (‘reation.

Another instant, the child and the dead, life in sketeh and life in
ruin, would be confounded in the same obliteration.

The spectre appeared to understand, and not to wish it. Of a
sudden it stirred. One wonld have said it was warning the child, It
was the wind beginning to blow again. Nothing stranger than this
dead man in movement.

The corpse at the end of the chain, pushed by the invisible gust,
took an oblique attitude; rose to the left, then fell back, re-ascended to
the right, and fell and rose with slow and mournful precision. A weird
game of see-saw. It scemed as though one saw in the darkness the
pendulum of the clock of Eternity.

This continued for some time. The child felt himself waking up at



THE MAN WHO LAUGHS. 63

the sight of the dead; through his inereasing numbness he experienced
o distinet sense of foar.

The chain at every oscillation made a grinding sound, with hid-
eous regularity. It appeared to take breath, and then to resume. This
grinding was like the cry of a grasshopper.

An approaching squall is heralded by sudden gusts of wind. All
at once the breeze inereased into a gale. The corpse emphasized its
dismal oscillations. It no longer swung, it tossed; the c¢hain, which
had been grinding, now shrieked. It appeared that its shriek was
heard. If it was an appeal, it was obeyed. From the depths of the
horizon came the sound of a rushing noise,

It was the noise of wings,

An incident ocerrred, a stormy incident, peculiar to graveyards
and solitudes. It was the arrival of a flight of ravens. Black flying
specks pricked the clouds, pierced through the mist, increased in size,
came near, amalgamated, thickened, hastening towards the hill, uttering
eries, It was like the approach of a Legion. The winged vermin of
the darkness alighted on the gibbet; the child, seared, drew back.

Swarms obey words of command ; the birds erowded on the gibbet,
not one was on the corpse. They were talking among themselves,
The croaking was frightful. The howl, the whistle and the roar, ave
signs of life; the croak is a satisfied aceeptance of putrefaction. In it
voit ean faney you hear the tomb breaking silence.  Tho croak is night-
like in itself.

The c¢hild was frozen even more by terror than by cold.

Then the ravens held silence.  One of them perched on the skele-
ton.  This was a signal; they all precipitated themselves upon it.
There was a cloud of wings, then all their feathers closed up, and the
hanged man disappeared under a swarm of black blisters struggling in
the obseurity. Just then the corpse moved.  Was it the corpse? Was
it the wind? It made a frightful bound. The hwrricane, which was
inercasing, came to its aid. The phantom fell into convulsions. The
squally already blowing with full Tungs, laid hold of it, and moved it
about in all dirvections.

It became horrible; it hegan to struggle. An awful puppet, with a
gibbet chain for a string.  Some humorist of night must have seized the
string, and been playing with the mummy. It turned and leapt ax if it
would fain dislocate itself ; the birds frightened, flew off. It was like an
explosion of all those unclean creatures. Then they returned; and a
struggle began.

The dead man seemed possessed with hideous vitality. The winds
raised him as though they meant to carry him away. 1o seemed strug-
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gling and making efforts to escape, but his ivon collar held him back.
The birds adapted themselves to all his movements, retreating, then
striking again, seared hut desperate. On one side a strange flight
was attempted, on the other the pursnit of a chained man. The corpse,
impelled hy every spasm of the wind, had shocks, starts, fits of rage: it
went, it came, it rose, it fell, driving back the seattered swarm. The
dead man was a club, the swarms were dust.  Tho fierce, assailing flock
would not leave their hold, and grew stubborn; the man, as if mad-
dened by the cluster of heaks, redoubled his Dlind chastisement of space,
It was like the hlows of a stone held ina sling. At times the corpse was
covered by talons and wings; then it was free. Thers were disappear-
ances of the horde; then sudden furious returns, A frightful torment
continuing after life was past.  The birds secemed frenzied. The air-
holes of hell must savely give passage o such swarms,  Thrusting of
claws, thrusting of beaks, eroakings, rendings of shreds no longer flesh,
ereakings of the gibbet, shudderings of the skeleton, jingling of the
chain, the voices of the storm and tumult, What conflict more fearful ?
A hobgoblin warring with devils! A combat with a spectre!

At times the storm redoubling its violenee, the hanged man revolved
on his own pivot, turning every way at once towards the swarm, ax if he
wished to run after the bivds; his teeth seemed to try and bite them,
The wind was for him, the chain against him. It was as if black deities
were mixing themselves up in the fray. The hurricane was in the bat-
tle. s the dead man turned himself about, the flock of hirds wound
round him spirally. It was a whirl in a whirlwind, .\ great roar was
heard from below. It was the sea.

The child saw this nightmare. Suddenly he trembled in all his
limbs; a shiver thrilled his frame; he staggered, tottered, nearly fell,
recovered himself, pressed hoth hands to his forehead, as if he felt his
forehead a support; then, haggard, his hair streaming in the wind,
descending the hill with long strides, his eyes closed, himself almost a
phantom, he took flight, leaving behind that torment in the night.

-




CHAPTER VIIT
THE NORTIL POLNT OF PORTLAND

F ran until lie was hreathless, at random, desperate, over the
plain into the snow, into space.  Lis fight warmed him, He
needed it.  Without the run and the fright he had died,

When his breath failed him, he stopped, hut he dared
not look hack. He faneied that the hirds would pursue him, that the
dead man had undone his chain and was perhaps Imrrying hehind him,
and no doubt the gibbet itself was descending the hilly ranming after
the dead man; he feared to seo these things if he turned his head.

When he had somewhat recovered his breath, he resumed his flight.

To account for facts does not belong to ehildhood.  He received
impressions which were magnified by terror, but he did not link them
together in his mind, nor form any conelusion on them. e was going
on, no matter how or where; he ran in agony and difficulty as one in a
dreant.  During the theee hours or so sinee he had been deserted, his
onward progress, still vague, had changed its purpose, At fivst it was a
search, now it was a flight,  ITe no longer felt hunger nor cold—he felt
fear,  One instinet had given place to another,  To eseape was now his
whole thonght—to eseape from what ! From everything.  On all sides
life seemed to enclose him like a horrible wall,  If ho could have fled
from all things, he would have doue so.  But children know nothing of
that breaking from prison which is called suicide, Tle was running.
He ran on for an indefinite times but fear dies with lack of breath,

All at ouco, as if seized by a sudden accession of energy and intel-
ligence, ho stopped.  One would have said*lie was ashamed of running
away, e drew himself up, stamped his foot, and, with head erect,
looked round. There was no longer hill, nor gibbet, nor flights of crows,
Tho fog had resumed possession of the horizon. The child pursued his
way: he now no longer ran but walked, To say that meeting with a
b
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corpse had made a man of him would be to limit the manifold and coun-
fused impression which possessed him. There was in his impression
much more and much less. The gibbet, & mighty trouble in the rudi-
ment of comprehension, nascent in his mind, still seemed to him an
apparition; but a trouble overcome is strength gained, and he felt him-
self stronger. Had he bheen of an agoe to probe self, he would have
detected within him a thousand other germs of meditation; but the
reflection of children is shapeless, and the utmost they feel is the bitter
aftertaste of that which, obscure to them, the man later on calls indig-
nation. Let us add that a child has the faculty of quickly accepting
the conclusion of a sensation; the distant fading boundaries which am-
plify painful subjects, escape him. A ¢hild is protected by the Timit of
feebleness against emotions which are too complex. lle sees the faet,
and littlo elso beside. The difficulty of heing satisfied by half-ideas does
not exist for him. It is not until later that experience comes, with its
brief, to conduel the lawsuit of lite.  Then he confronts groups of facts
which have erossed his path—the understanding enltivated and enlarged,
draws comparisons—the memories of youth re-appear under the pas-
sions, like the traces of a palimpsest under the erasure; these memories
form the bases of logie, and that which was a vision in the child’s hrain,
becomes a syllogism in the man’s. Experience is, however, various, and
turns to good orv evil according {o natural dispositiog. With the good
it ripens, with the bad it rots. ¢

The child had run quite a quarter of a leagune, and walked another
(uarter, when suddenly he felt the craving of hunger. .\ thought
which altogether eclipsed the hideous apparition on the hill occurred {o
him foreibly, that he must eat.  Happily there is in man a brute which
serves to lead him back to reality.

But what to eat, whero to eat, how {o eat?

He felt his pockets mechanieally, well knowing that they were
empty.  Then he quickened his steps, without knowing whither he was
going. o hastened towards a possible shelter.  This faith in an inn
is one of the convictions enrooted hy God in man. To helieve in a
shelter is to believe in God.

However, in that plain of snow there was nothing Jike a roof. The
¢hild went on, and the waste continued bare as far as eyo could seo,
Thero had never been a human habitation on the table-land. It was at
the foot of the cliff, in holes in the vocks, that, lacking wood to build
themselves huts; had dwelt long ago the aboriginal inhabitants, who
had slings for arms, dried cow-dung for firing, for a god the idol Heil
standing in a glade at Dorchester, and for trade the fishing of that false
gray coral which the Gtanls called plin, and the Greeks Isidis plocamos.
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The child found his way as best he could.  Destiny is mado up of
cross-roadds.  An option of path is dangerous. This little being had an
early choice of doubtful chances.

Ho continued to advance, but although the musecles of his thighs
seemed to be of steel, he began to tire. There wore no tracks in the

-plain, or if there were any, the snow had obliterated them. Instinet-
ively ho inelined eastwards. Sharp stones had wounded his heels.

Had it beon daylight, pink stains made by his blood might have been
seen in the foot-prints he left in the snow.

Ho recognized nothing. He was erossing the plain of Portland
from sonih to Forth, and it is probable that the band with which he
had come, to avoid meeting any one, had crossed it from east to west:
they had most likely sailed in some fisherman’s or smuggler’s boat,
from a point on the coast of Uggescombe, such as St. Catherine’s Cape,
or Swancry, to Portland, to find the hooker which awaited them, and
they must have landed in one of the creeks of Weston, and re-embarked
in one of those of Faston. That direction was intersected by the one
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tho child was now following. It was impossible for him to recognize
the road.

On the plain of Portland there are, here and there, raised strips of
land, abruptly ended by the shore and cut perpendicular to the sea.
The wandering child reached one of these culminating points and
stopped on it, hoping that a larger space might reveal further indica-
tions. He tried to see around him.  Before him, in place of an horizon,
was a vast livid opaeity. 1le looked at this attentively, and under the
fixedness of his glance it becameo less indistinet. At the base of a dis-
tant fold of land towards the east, in the depths of that opague lividity

(a moving and wan sort of precipice, which resembled a clifl of the
night), erept and floated some vague black rents, somo dim shreds of
vapor. The pale opacity was fog, the black shreds were smoke.  Where
there is smoke there are men. The child turned his steps in that
direction.

He saw some distance off a deseent, and at the foot of the descent,
among shapeless conformations of vock, blurred by the mist, what
seemed to be either a sandbank or a tongue of land, joining probably
to the plains of the horizon the table-land ho had just crossed. It was
ovident he must pass that way.

He had, in fact, arrived at the Isthmus of Portland, a diluvian
alluvium which is called Cheshil.
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e hogan to descend the side of the plateau.

Mhe deseent was difficult and rough. 1t was (with less of rugged-
ness, however) the reverse of tho ascent le had made on leaving the
creck.  Every ascent is halanced by a decline.  After having clambered
up, he crawled down.

Ho leaped from one rock to another at the risk of a sprain, at the
risk of falling into the vague depths bolow. To save himself when ho
slipped on the rock or on the ice, he caught hold of handtuls of weeds

and furze, thick with thorns, and their points ran into his fingers. At
times he came on an easicer deelivity, taking breath as he descended;
then eame on the precipice again, and cach step necessitated an expe-
dient. In descending precipices, every movement solves a problem.
Ono must e gkillful under pain of death. These problems the child
colved with an instinet which would have made him the admiration of
apes and monntebanks. The descent was steop and long. Nevertheless
e was coming to the end of it.

Little by little it was drawing ncarer the moment when he should
land on the Isthmus, of which from time to time he caught a glimpse.
At intervals, while he bounded or dropped from rock to rock, he pricked
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up his ears, his head erect, like a listening deer. e was hoarkening to
a diffused and faint uproar, far away to tho left, like the deep note of a
clarion. It was a commotion of winds, preceding that fearful north
blast, which is heard rushing from the pole, like an inroad of trumpets.
At the same time tho child felt now and then on his brow, on his eyes,
ou his cheeks, something which was liko the palms of cold hands being
placed on his face. These were large frozen flakes, sown at first softly
in space, then eddying, and horalding a snow-storm. The child was
covered with them. The snow-storm, which for the last hour had been
on the sea, was begiuning to gain the land. It was slowly invading the
plains. 1t was entering oblignely, by the north-west, the table-land of
Portland.



%
| BOOK 11 \‘:

TLIE ITOOKER AT SEA

CHAPTER 1

SUPERHUMAN LAWS

F snow-storm is one of the mysteries of the
ocean. It is the most obscure of things meteoro-
logical ; obscure in every sense of the word. It is
a mixture of fog and storm; and even in our
A days we cannot well account for the phenomenon.
«\ Henee many disasters.
-~ Woe try to explain all things by the action of
2 wind and wave; yet in the air there is a forceo
which is not the wind, and in the waters a foree
which is not the wave. That force, both in the
air and in the water, is effluvium.  Air and water are two nearly iden-
tical liquid masses, entering into the composition of each other by con-
densation and dilatation, so that to breathe is to drink. Effluvium alone
is fluid. The wind and the wave are ouly impulses; effluvium is a
T
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current. The wind is visible in clouds, the wave is visible in foam ;
efluvium ig invisible.  From time to time, however, it says, “I am
here  Its “ I am here” is a clap of thunder.

The snow-storm offers a problemn analogous to the dry fog.  Tf the
solution of the calling of the Spuniards, and the quobar of the Ethio-
pians be possible, assuredly that solution will he achieved by attentive
observation of maguetic efftuvinm.

Without effluvinm a crowd of circumstances would remain enig-
matie. Strietly speaking, the changes in the veloeity of the wind, vary-
ing from three feet per second to two hundred and twenty feet, would
supply a reason for the variations of the waves rising from three inches
in a calm sca to thirty-six feet in a raging one.  Strielly speaking, the
horizontal direction of the winds, even in a squall, enables us to under-
stand how it is that & wave thirty feet high can be fifteen hundred feet.
long. But why ave the waves of the Pacifie four times higher near
America than near Asia; that is to say, higher in the East than in the
West?  Why is the contrary true of the Atlantic? Why, under the
Equator, are they highest in the wmiddle of the sca?!  Wherefore these
deviations in the swell of the occan ?  This is what magnetie effluvinm,
combined with terrestrial votation and sidereal attraction, can alone
explain.

[s not this mysterious complication needed to explain an oscillation
of the wind veering, for instance, hy the west from S.L. to NI, then
suddenly returning in the same great curve from N.J. to 8.E, so as to
make in thirty-six hours a prodigious civenit of five hundred and sixty
degrees !  Such was the preface to the snow-storm of Mareh 17, 1867,

Tho storm-waves of Australia reach a height of cighty feet; this fact
is connceted with the vieinity of the Pole.  Storms in those latitudes
result less from disorder of the winds than from submarine eleetrical dis-
charges.  In the year 1866 the transatlantic cable was distwrbed at
regular intervals in its working for two hours in the twenty-four, from
noon to two o’clock, by a sort of intermittent fever. Certain composi-
tions and decompositions of forces produce phenomena, and impose
themselves on the calculations of the seaman under pain of shipwreck.
The day that navigation, now a routine, shall become a mathematie, the
day wo shall, for instance, seck to know why it is that in our regions
hot winds come sometimes from the north, and cold winds from the
south; the day wo shall understand that diminutions of temperature are
proportionatoe to oceanie depths; the day wo realize that the globe is a
vast loadstone polarized in immensity, with two axes—an axis of rota-
tion, and an axis of effluvium, intersecting each other at the centre of
the earth, and that the magnetic poles twrn round the geographical
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poles; when thoso who risk life will choose to risk it scienfifieally;
when men shall navigate assured from studied uncertainty; when the
captain shall be a meteorologist; when the pilot shall be a chemist;
then will many eatastrophes be avoided.  The sea is magnetic as much
as aquatic: an ocean of nnknown forees floats in the occan of the
waves, or, one might say, on the surface. Ouly to behold in the sea a
mass of water is not to sce it at all: the sea is an ebb and flow of fluid,
as nmueh as a flux and reflux of liquid. It is, perhaps, complicated by
attractions even more than by hurricanes; wmolecular adhesion man-
ifested among other phem)mmm by eapillavy attraction, although micro-
seopie, takes in ocean, its place in the grandeur of immensity ; and the
wave of effuvimn sometimes aids, sometimes counteracts, the wave of
the air and the wave of the waters.  Ho who is ignorant of eleetric law
i ignorant of hydraulie law; for the one intermixes with the other. It
ix {rne there ix no study more diffienlt nor more obseure; it verges on
empiricism, just as astronomy verges on astrology; and yet without
this study there is no navigation.

Having said this mueh, we will pass ow.

One of the most dangerous components of the sea is the snow-storm.
The snow-storm is above all things maguoho The pole produces it as
it produces the aurora borealis. Tt is in the fog of the one as in the
light of the other; and in the flake of snow as in the streak of flamne,
efftuvium is visible.

Storms are the nervous attacks and delivious frenzies of the sea.
The sea has its ailments. Tempests may be compared to maladies.
Some are mortal, others not; some may be escaped, others not. The
snow-storm is suppo.sml to 1m generally mortal.  Jarabija, one of the
vilots of Magellan, termed it* “a cloud issuing from the devil’s sore
side,”

Surcouf said: Il y « dw trousse-galant dans cette tempéte-la.

The old Spanish navigators called this kind of squall le nevada,
when it came with snow; la helada when it came with hail.  Aceord-
ing to them, bats fell from the sky, with the snow.

Snow=storms aro chavacteristic of polar latitudes; nevertheless, at
times they glide—one might almost say tumble—into our climates; so
much ruiv is mingled with the chances of the adr.

The Matutina, as woe have seen, plunged resolutely into the great
hazard of the night, a hazard increased by the impending storm. She
had encountered its menace with a sort of tragic audaoity; nevertheless,
it must be remembered that she had received due wm-mug

* Una nube salida del malo lado del dt‘ablo.




COAPTER TII
OUR FIRST ROUGH SKETCHES FILLED IN

[ITILE the hooker was in the gulf of Portland, there was Lut
little sea on; the ocean, if gloomy, was almost still; and the
sky was yet clear. The wind took little effect on the vessel;
the hooker hugged the cliff as closely as possible; il served
as a sereen to her.

There were ten on board the little Biscayan felueea, three men in
crew, and seven passengers, of whom two were women. In the light of
the open sea (which broadens twilight into day) all the figures on hoard
were clearly visible. Besides they were not hiding now, they were all
at ease, cach one re-assumed his freedom of manner, spoke in his own
note, showed his face: departure was to them a deliverance.

The motley nature of the group shone out. The women were of no
age. A wandering life produces premature old age, and indigence ix
made up of wrinkles. One of thom was a Basque of the Dry-ports,
The other, with the large rosary, was an Irish-woman. They wore that
air of indifference common to the wretched. They had squatted down
closeo to each other when they got on board, on chests at the foot of the
mast. They talked to cach other. Trish and Basque are, as we have
said, kindred languages. The Basque woman’s hair was seented with
onions and basil. The skipper of the hooker was a Basque of (inipuz-
coa. One sailor was a Basque of the northern slope of the Pyrenecs,
the other was of the southern slope,—that is to say, they were of the
same nation, although the first was French and the latter Spanish.
The Basques recognize no official country. Mi madre se llama Montaia,
my mother is called the mountain, as Zalareus, the muletecer, used to
say. Of the five mmen who were with the two women, one was a French-
man of Languedoe, one a Frenchman of Provence, one a Genoeso; one
an old man, he who wore the sombhrero without a hole for a pipe,
74
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appeared to be a German. The fifth, the chiof, was a Basquo of the
Landes from Biscarrosse. It was he who, just as the child was going
on board the hooker, had, with a kick of his heel, cast the plank into
the sea. This man, robust, agile, sudden in movement, covered, as may
he remembered, with trimmings, slashings, and glistening tinsel, could
not keep in his place; he stooped down, rose up, and continually passed
to and fro from one end of the vessel to the other, as it debating un-
easily on what had been done and what was going to happen.

This chief of the band, the captain and the two men of the crew,
all four Basques, spoke sometimes Basque, sometimes Spanish, some-
times IFrench—these three languages being common on both slopes of
the Pyrences.  But generally speaking, excepting the women, all talked
something like French, which was the foundation of their slang. The
Freneh language, about this period, hegan to be chosen by the peoples
as something intermediate botween the excess of consonants in the
north, and the excess of vowels in the south.  In Europe, French was
the languago of commerce, and also of felony. It will be remembered
that Gibhy, a Loudon thief, understood Cartouche.

The hooker, a fine sailer, was making quick way ; still, ten persons,
hesides their baggage, were a heavy eargo for one of such light draught.

The fact of the vessels aiding the escape of a band did not neces-
surily imply that the crew were accomplices. It was sufficient that the
captain ot the vessel was a Fascongado, and that the chief of the band
was another.  Among that race mutual assistanco is a duty which
admits of no exception. .\ Basque, as we have said, is neither Spanish
nor Freuch; he is Basque, and always and everywhere he must succor
@ Bascue.  Sueh is Pyrvencan fraternity.

All the time the hooker was in the gulf, the <ky, although threaten-
iug, did not frown enough to cause the tugitives any uneasiness.  They
woere flying, they wero escaping, they were brutally gay. One laughed,
another sang; the langh was dry hut free, the song was low but careless.

The Languedocian cried, “ Caoucagno I”  “ Cocagne” expresses the
highest pitech of satisfaction in Narbonne. He was a longshore sailor,
a native of the watersido village of Grruissan, on the southern side of the
Clappe, a bargeman rather than a mariner, but accustomed to work the
reaches of the inlet of Bages, and to draw the drag-net full of fish over
the salt sands of St. Lucie. He was of the race who wear a red cap,
make complicated signs of the cross after the Spanish fashion, drink
wine out of goat-sking, eat scraped hamn, kneel down to blaspheme, and
implore their patron saint with threats:—*Great saint, grant me what
I ask, or Ill throw a stone at thy head, ou té feg un pic” He might be,
at need, a useful addition to the crew.
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The Provencal in the caboose was blowing up a turf fire under
an iron pot, and making broth. The broth was a kind of puchero, in
which fish took the place df meat, and into which the Provencal threw
chick peas, little bits of bacon ecut in squares, and pods of ved pimnento;
coneessions made by the eaters of lmmllubm.sm' to the eaters of olle
podrida. One of the bags of provisions was heside him unpacked. He
had lighted over his head an iron lantern, glazed with tale, which
swung on a hook from the ceiling. By its side, on another hook,
swung the weather-cock haleyon.  There was a popular belief in those
days that a dead haleyon, hung by the beak, always turned its hreast
to the quarter whenee the wind was blowing.  While he made the
broth, the Provengal put the neck of a gourd into his mouth, and now
and then swallowed a draught of agunardiente. It was one of those
gourds covered with wicker, hroad and flat, with handles, which used
to be hung to the side by a strap, and \Vhl(']l were ﬂwu called hip-
gourds.  Between cach gulp he mumbled one of those country songs of
which the subjeet is nothing at all: a hollow road, a hedge ; you see in
the meadow, through a gap in the bushes, the shadow of a horse and
cart, elongated in the sunset, .m(l from time to time, above the hedge,
the mld of a fork loaded with hu.v appears and dlbu.ppears—ynn want
no more to make a song.

A departure, according to the bent of one’s mind, is a relief or a
depression,  All seemed lighter in spirits excepting the old man of the
band, the man with the hat that had no pipe.

This old man, who looked more Gierman than anything else,
althongh he had one of those unfathomable faces in which nationality
is lost, was bald, and so grave that his balduess might have been a
tousure, KEvery time he passed hefore the Virgin ou the prow, he
raised his felt hat, =o that you could sco the swollen and senile veins of
hig skull. A sort of full gown, torn and threadbare, of brown Dor-
chester serge, but half hid his closcly fitting coat, tight, compact, and
hooked up to the neck like & cassock. 1lis hands m(.hne«l to cross each
other, and had the mechanical junction of habitual prayer. He had
what might be called a wan countenance; for the countenance is above
all things a reflection, and it is an error to helieve that idea is colorless.
That countenance was evidently the surface of a strange inner state,
the result of a composition of contradictions, some tending to drift away
in good, others in evil, and to an obhserver it was the revelation of one
who was less and more than human—capable of falling helow the scale
of the tiger, or of rising above that of man. Such chaotic souls exist.
There was something inscrutable in that face. Its secret reached the
abstract. You felt that the man had knewn the foretaste of evil which
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is the calculation, and the after-taste which is the zero. In his impas-
sibility, which was perhaps only on the surface, were imprinted two
petrifactions; the petrifaction of the heart proper to the hangman, and
tho petrifaction of the mind proper to the mandarin. One might have
said (for the monstrous has its mode of being complete), that all things

were possible to him, even emotion. In every suvant there is some-
thing of the corpse, and this man was a savant. Only to see him you
caught science imprinted in the gestures of his body and in the folds of
his dress. His was a fossil face, the serious cast of which was counter-
acted by that wrinkled mobility of the polyglot which verges on
grimace. But a severe man withal ; nothing of the hypoerite, nothing
of the cymic. A tragic dreamer. He was one of those whom crime
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leaves pensive; he had the brow of an incendiary tempered by the eyes
of an archbishop. His sparse gray locks turned to white over his
tomples. The Christian was evident in him, complicated with the fatalism
of the Turk. Chalkstones deformed his fingers, dissected by leanness.
The stiffness of his tall frame was grotesque. He had his sea-logs, he
walked slowly about the deck, not looking at any one, with an air
decided and sinister. 1lis eyveballs were vaguely filled with the fixed
light of a soul studious of the darkness and afflicted by re-apparitions
of conscience.

From time to time the chiet of the band, abrupt and alert, aud
making sudden turns about the vessel, came to him and whispered in
hi¢ ear. The old man answered by a nod. It might have been the
lightning consulting the night.



CHAPTER III

TROUBLED MEN ON THE TROUBLED SEA

O men on hoard the craft were absorbed in thought—the
old man, and the skipper of the hooker, who must not be
mistaken for the chief of the band. The captain was ocecu-
pied by the sea; the old man by the sky. The former did

not lift his eyes from the waters; the latter kept watch on the firma-
ment. The skipper’s anxiety was the state of the sea; the old man
seemed to suspeet the heavens. Hoe scanned the stars through every
break in the elouds.

Tt was the time when day still lingers, but some few stars hegin
faintly to pierce the twilight. The horizon was singular. The mist
upon it varied. Haze predominated on land, clouds at sea.

The skipper, noting the rising billows, hauled all taut before he got
outsido Portland Bay. He would not delay so doing, until he should
pass the headland. He examined the rigging closely, and satistied him-
self that the lower shrouds were well set up, and supported firmly the
futtock-shrouds ; precautions of a man who means to carry on with a
press of sail, at all risks.

The hooker was not trimmed, heing two foot by the head. This
was her weak point.

The captain passed every minute from the binnacle to the standard
compass, taking the beariugs of objeets on shore. The Matutina had at
first a soldier’s wind which was not unfavorable, though she could not
lio within five points of her course, The captain took the helm as
often as possiblé, trusting no one but himself to prevent her from
dropping to leoward, the effect of the rudder being influenced by the
stecrage-way.

The difference between the true and apparent course, being relative

19
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to the way on the vessel, the hooker seemed to lie closer to the wind
than she did in reality. The breeze was not a-beam, nor was the hooker
close-hauled; but one ot ascertain the true course made, except
when the wind is abaft.  When you perceivolong streaks of clouds
meeting in a point on the horizon, you may be sure that the wind is in
that quarter; but this evening the wind was variable; the needle fluct-
uated; the captain distrusted the erratic movements of the vessel. Tie
steered carefully hut resolutely, luffed her up, watehed her coming o,
prevented her from yawing, and from running into the wind’s eye:
noted the leeway, the little jorks of the helm: was observant of every roll
aud piteh of the vessel, of the difference in her speed, and of the variable
gusts of wind.,  For fear of accidents, ho was constantly on the look-out
for squalls from off the land he was huggiug, and above all he was eau-
tious fo keep her full; the direetion of the hreezo indieated by the eom-
pass being uncertain from the small sizo of the instrument.  The
captain’s eyesy frequently lowered, remarked every change in the waves,

Ouce, nevertheless; he raised them towards the sky, and tried to
make out the three stars of Orion's belt.  These stars are called the
three magi, and an old proverb of the aucient Spanish pilots deelares
that, * He who sees the three magi is ot far from the Sarionr?

This glance of the captain’s tallied with an aside growled out, at the
other end ot the vessely by the old man.  “We don’t even see the point-
ers, nor tho star Antarves; red as he is.  Not one is distinet.

No care troubled the other fugitives.

Still, when the first hilarity they folt in their cscape had passed
away, they could not help remembering that they were at sea in the
month of January, and that the wind was frozen. It was impossible to
establish themselves in the cabin, It was much too narrow and too
muech encumbered by bales and baggage.  The haggage helonged to the
passengers, the bales to the ¢rew, for the hooker was no pleasure hoat,
and was engaged in smuggling.  The passengers werae obliged to setilo
themselves on deck, a condition to which these wanderers easily resigned
themselves.  Open-air habits make it simple for vagahonds to arrange
themselves for the night. The open air (lo belle étoile) is their friend,
and the cold helps them to sleep—sometimes to die,

This night, as we have seen, there was no belle étoile.

The Languedocian and the Genoese, while waiting for supper, rolled
themselves up near the women, at the foot of the mast, in some tar-
paulin which the sailors had thrown them.

The old man remained at the bow motionless, and apparently insen-
sible to the cold.

The captain of the hooker, from the helm where he was standing,
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uttered a sort of guttural call somewhat like thoe ery of the American
bird called the Exclaimer; at his call thoe chief of the band drew near,
and the captain addressed him thus:

“Eteheeo Jaina?  These two words, which mean “tiller of the
mountain,”? form with these old Cantabri o solemn prefaco to any sul-
jeet which should command attention.

Then the captain pointed the old man out to the chief, and the
dialogue continued in Spanish; it was not; indeed, a very correct dia-
leet, being that of the mountains. Here are the questions and answers:

“Etcheeo jaiina, que es este howmbre 27

“Un hombre?

“(ue lengnas habla ?”?

“Todas”

“Quoe cosas sabe ?7?

“Todas.”

“Qual pais?”

“Ningun, y todox?

“Qual dios?”

“ Dios.”

“(lomo le Namas?”

“ k1 tonto.”

“Como dices quoe le amas 27

“ Il sabio.”

“En vuestre tropa que esta??

“sta lo que esta.”

“Ial gefe?”

[13 X().’,

“Pues que esta ??

“La alma.” *

The chiet and the captain parted, each reverting to hix own medi-
tation, and a little whilo afterwards the Matuting left the gulf.

Now came the great rolling of the open sea. The ocean in the
spaces between the foam was slimy in appearance. The waves seen

* Tiller of the mountain, who is that man ?— .\ man.
What tongne does he speak 2—All,
What things does he know 2—AllL
What is his country 2—None and all.
Who is his God ?—Gad.
What do yon ¢all him —The madman.
What do yon say you eall him ?—The wise man.
In your band, what is he 2—1HHe is what he is.
The chief 2—No.
Then what is he ?—The soul,
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through the twilight in indistinet outline, somewhat reseinbled plashes
of gall. Here and there a wave floating flat showed cracks and stars,
like a pane of glass broken by stones; in the centre of theso stars, in a
revolving orifice, trembled a phosphorescence, like that feline refleetion
of vanished light which shines in the eyeballs of owls.

Proudly, like a bold swimmer, the Matutine crossed the dangerous
Shambles shoal.  This bank, a hidden obstruction at the entrance of
Portland rowds, is not a barrier, it ix an amphitheatre—a ¢ireus ol sand
under the sea, its benches cut out by the cireling of the waves—an
arena, round and symmetrical, as high as o Jungfran—only drowned—
a coloseum of the ocean, scen by the diver in the vision-like transpar-
eney which engulfs him, such is the Shambles shoal.  There hydras
fight, leviathans meet. There, says the legend, at the bottom of the
gigantic shaft, are the wreeks of ships, seized and sunk by the huge
spider Kraken, also called the fish-mountain.  Such things lie in the
feartul shadow of the sea.

These spectral realities; unknown to man, are manifested at the
surface by o slight shiver.

In this nincteenth century, the Shambles bank is in ruins; the
breakwater recently constructed has overthrown and mutilated, by the
force of its swrf, that high submarine architecture, just ax the jotty,
built at the Croisie in 1760, changed, by a quarter of an hour, the
courses of the tides. And yet the tide is cternal.  But cternity obeys
man wore than man imagines,



CHAPTER TV
A CLOUD DIFFERENT FROM TIIE OTHERS ENTERS ON THE SCENE

HE old man whom the chief of the band had named first the
Madman, then the Sage, now never left the forecastle,
Sinee they crossed the Shambles shoal, his attention had
been divided hetween the heavens and the waters. He
looked down, he looked npwards, and above all watehed the North-east,

The skipper gave the helm to a sailor, stepped over the after hatceh-
way, crossed the gangway, and went on to the foreeastle.  Tle approached
the old man, It not in front. e stood a little hehind, with elbows
resting on his hips, with outstretehed hands, the head on one side, with
open ayes and arched evebrows, and a smile in the corners of hix mouth,
an atfitude of curiosity hesitating hetween mockery and respect.

The old man, cither that it was his habit to talk to himself, or that
hearing some one behind incited him to speech, began to soliloquize
whilo he looked into spaee.

“The Meridian from which the vight ascension is ecaleulated, is
marked in this century by fonr stars, the Polar, (fassiopeia’s (‘hair,
Andromeda’s Head, and the star Algenib, which is in Pegasus. But
there is not one visible.”

These words followed each other mechanically, confused, and
searcely artienlated, as if he did not care to pronounce them. They
floated out of his mouth and digpersed.  Soliloquy is the smoke exhaled
by the inmost fires of the soul.

The skipper hroke in, “ Senor!”

The old man, perhaps rather deaf as well as very thonghtful, went on:

“Too fow stars, and too much wind. The breeze continually
changes its direction and hlows inshore; thenee it rises perpendienlarly.
This resnlts from the land being warmer than the water. Tts atmos-

83
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phere is lighter. The cold and dense wind of the sea rushes in to
replace it. From this cause, in the upper rvegions the wind blows
towards the land from every quarter. It would be advisable to make
long tacks between the true and apparent parallel.  When the latitude
by observation differs from the latitude by dead reckoning, by not more
than three minutes in thirty miles, or by four minutes in sixty miles,
you ave in the true course. .

The skipper bowed, but the old man saw him not.  The latter, who
wore what resembled an Oxford or Gottingen university gown, did not
relax his haunghty and rvigid attitude. Ie obgerved the waters as a
critie of waves and of men.  He studied the billows, but almost as if he
was about to demand his turn to speak amidst their turmoil; and teach
them something. There was in him both pedagogue and soothsayer.
He seemed an oracle of the deep.

e continued his soliloquy, which was perhaps intended to be
heard. :
“We might strive it we had a wheel instead of a helm. With a
speed of twelve miles an hour, a foree of twenty pounds exerted on the
wheel produces three hundred thousand ponnds’ effeet on the course.
And more, too. For in some cases, with a double block and runner,
they can get two more revolutions.”

The skipper bowed a second time, and said, “ Senor!”

The old man’s eye rested on him; he had turned his head withont
moving his body.

“(all me Doetor.”

“ Master Doctor, I am the skipper.”

“ Just 80,” said the doetor.

The doctor, as henceforward we shall eall him, appeared willing to
CONVOrSE.

“Skipper, have you an Fnglish sextant ?”

“No»

“ Without an Eunglish sextant you cannot take an altitude at all.”

“ The Basques,” replied the captain, “ took altitudes before there
were any Euglish.”

“ Bo careful you are not taken aback.”

“I keep her away when necessary.”

“ Have you tried how maiy knots she is running ?”

“Yes?

“Whent?

“Just now.?

“How??

“ By the log.”
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“Did you take the trouble to look at the triangle 1 ?

“Yes?
“ Did the sand run through the glass in exactly thirty seconds?”
“Yogr? .

“ Are you sure that the sand has not worn the hole between the
globes?”

“You

“ Have you proved the sand-glass by the oseillations of a hullet 27

“Suspended by a rope-yarn drawn out from the top of a coil of
soaked hemp ! Undoubtedly.”

“Have you waxed the yarn lest it should streteh ?”

“Yes?

“ Have you tested the log??

“] tested the sand-glass by the bullet, and checked the log by a
round shot.”

“Of what size was the shot 7

“One foot in diameter.”

“ Heavy enough !”?

“It is an old round shot of our war hooker, La Casse de Par-
Grand?

“Which was in the Armada ?”

“Yes.”

“ And which carried six hundred soldiers, fifty sailors, and twenty-
fivo guns?”

“ Shipwreck knows it.”

“ How did you compute the resistance of the water to the shot??”
- “ By means of a (German scale.”

“Have you taken into account the resistance ot the rope support-
ing the shot to the waves !”

“Yos.?

“ What was the result 27

“The resistance of the water was one hundred and seventy
pounds.”

“That’s to say, she is running four French leagues an hour.”

“ And three Duteh leaguos.”

“ But that is the difference merely of the vessel's way and the rate
at which the sea is running??”

“ Undoubtedly.?

“Whither are you steering?”

“Tor a ereek I know, between Loyola and St. Sebastian.”

¢ Make the latitude of the harbor’s mouth as soon as possible.”

- “Yes, as near as I can.”
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“PBeware of gusts and currents.  The first canso the seeond.”

“MTraidores.” *

“No abuse. The sea understands.  Insult nothing.  Rest satisfied
with watching.”

“T have watched, and 1 do wateh,  Just now the tide is running
against the wind; by and by, when it turns, we <hall be all right.”

“ Have you a chart !”

“Noj; not for this channel”

“Then you sail by rule of thumh?”

“Not at all. I have a compass.”

“The compass is oue eye, the chart the other.”

“\ man with one eye can see.”

“Tow do you compute the ditference between the true and apparent
course 7

“Pve got my standard compass, and T make a guess”

“Po gness is all very well. To know for certain is better.”

“Chrigtopher + guessed.”

“When there is a fog and the needle revolves treacherously, yvou
can uever tell on which side yvou should look out for squalls, and the
eud of it is that you know neither the trune nor apparent day’s work.  An
ass with his chart is better off than a wizard with his oracle.”

“There is no fog in the bhreeze yet, and I see no eause for alarm.”

“Ships are like flies in the spider’s web of the sea.”

“.Just now hoth winds and waves are tolerably favorable.”

“Black specks quivering on the billows, such are men on the
ocean”

“1 dare say there will be nothing wrong to-night.”

“You may get into suel a mess that you will find it hard to get out
of it

“All goes well at present.”

The doctor’s eyes were fixed on the north-cast.  The skipper con-
tinued :

“Let us once reach the Gulf of Gascony, and 1 answer for our
safety. Ah! I should say I am at home there. I know it well, iny Gulf
of Gascony. It is a little basin, often very boisterous; but there, 1
know every sounding in it and the nature of the bottom; mud opposite
San Cipriano, shells opposite (izarque, sand off Cape Penas, little peb-
bles off Boneant de Mimizan, and [ know the color of every pebble.”

The skipper broke off, the doctor was no longer listening.

The doctor gazed at the north-east. Over that icy face passed an

* Traitors, + Columbus. .
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extraordinary expression.  All the agony of terror possible to a mask
of stone was depicted there.  From his mouth eseaped this word :

“Good 1”?

His eyeballs, which had all at once hecome quite round like an
owls, were dilated with stupor on discovering a speck on the horvizon.
Ile added :

“Itis well.  As for me, I do not objeet.”

The skipper looked at him.  The doctor went on talking to himself,
or to some one in the deep:

“1 say, Yes”

Then he was silent, opened his eyes wider and wider with renewed
attention on that which he was watehing, and said :

“Tt is coming from afar, but not the less surely will it come.”

The are of the horizon which occupied the visual rays and thonghts
of the doctor, heing opposite to the west, was illuminated by the tran-
seendent vefleetion of twilight, as if it weve day. This are, limited in
extent, and swrounded by streaks of grayish vapor, was uniformly
blue, but of a leaden vather than eerulean blue. The doctor, having
completely refurned to the contemplation of the sea, pointed to this
atmospherie are, and said:

* Skipper, do you see ?

“What ??

“That.”

“What?”

“Out, there

“A blue spot? - Yes.?

“What is it 27

“A niche in heaven.”

“For those who go to heaven; for those who go elsewhere—it is
another affair”  And he emphasized these enigmatical words with an
appalling expression which was unseen in the darkness.

A silence ensued.  The skipper, remembering the two names given
by the chief to this man, asked himself the question:

“Is he a madman, or is he a sage ?”

The stiff and bony finger of the doctor remained immovably point-
ing, like a sign-post, to the misty blue spot in the sky.

The skipper looked at this spot.

“Tn truth,” he growled out, “it is not sky, but clouds.”

“A blne clond is worse than a black cloud,” said the doctor; “and,”
ho added, “it’s a snow-cloud.”

“ La nube de la nieve,” said the skipper, as if trying to understand
the word better by translating it.
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“Do you know what a snow-cloud is?” asked the doetoyr.

1 NO.”

“You'll know by and hy.”

The skipper again turned his attention to the horizon.

Continuing to observe the cloud, he muttered between his teeth :

“Oue month of squalls, another of wet; January with its gales,
Fobruary with its rains, that’s all the winter we Asturians get. Our
ain even is warm.  Welve no snow but on the mountaing. Ay, ay,
look out for the avalanche. The avalanche is no respecter of persons.
The avalanche is a brute.”

“ And the water-spout is a monster,” said the doctor, adding, after a
pause, “Here it comes.” e continued, “Several winds are getting up
together. A strong wind from the west, and a gentle wind from the
east.”

“That last is a deeeitful one,” said the skipper.

The blue cloud was growing larger.

“If the snow,” said the doetor, “is appalling when it <lips down
the mountain, think what it is when it falls from the Pole!”

Iis eye was glassy.,  The cloud seemed to spread over his face and
simultaneously over the horizon. e continued, in musing tones:

“Every minute the fatal hour draws nearer.  The will of heaven ix
about to he manifested.”

The skipper asked himself again this question, *Is he a mad-
man ?”

“Skipper,” began the doctor, without taking his eyes off the eloud,
“lave you often erossed the Chanuel 27

“This ix the first time.”

The doctor, who was absorbed by the blue cloud, and who, a~a
sponge can take up but a definite quantity of water, had but a definite
measure of anxiety, displayed no more emotion at this answer of the
skipper than was expressed by a slight shrug of his shoulders,

“How is that 27

“ Master Doctor, my nsual cruise is fo Ireland, T sail from Fonta-
rabia to Black Harbor, or to the Achill Islands. T go sometimes to
Braich-y-Pwll, a point on the Welsh coast.  But I always steer outside
the Seilly Islands. I do not know this sea at all.”

“That’s serious.  Woe to him who is inexperienced on the ocean!
One ought to he familiar with the (‘hannel : the Channel is the Sphinx.
Look out for shoals.”

“We are in twenty-five fathoms here.”

“We ought to get into fifty-five fathoms to the west, and avoid
even twenty fathoms to the ecast.”
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“We'll gound as wo get on.”

“The Channel is not an ordinary sea. The water rises fifty feet
with the spring tides, and twenty-five with neap tides. Iere we are in
slack water. I thought you looked scared.”

“We'll sound to-night.”

“To sound you must heave-to, and that you cannot do.”
“Why not?”

“On aceount of the wind.”

“Well try?

“The squall is close on us.”

“We'll sound, Master Doctor.”

“You could not even bring-to.”
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“Trust in God.”

“Tako care what you say. Pronounce not lightly the awtul name.”
“I will sound, 1 tell you”

“ Be sensible; you will have a gale of wind presently.”

“I say that I will try for soundings.” ‘
“The resistance of the water will prevent the lead from sinking,
the line will break. Ah! so this is your first time in these waters??
“The first time.”

“Yery well; in that case listen, skipper.”

The tone of the word Listen was so commanding, that the skipper

made an obeisance.

self,

“Master Doctor, I am all attention.”

“Port your helm, and haul up on the starboard tack.”
“What do you mean ?”

“Steer your course to the west.”

“Caramba!”

“ Steer your conrse to the west.”

“ Impossible,”

“ As you will.  What I tell you is for the others’ sake.  As for my=
1 am indifferent.”

“ But, Master Doctor, steer west 27

“ Yey, skipper.”

“The wind will be dead ahead.”

“Yes, skipper.”

“She’ll piteh like the devil.”

“Moderate your language.  Yes, skipper?

“The vessel would be in irons.”

“ Yes, skipper.”

“That means very likely the mast will go.”

¢ Possibly.”

“Do you wish me to steer west 27

13 Y(‘S-”

“I caunot.”

“Tn that ease settlo your reckoning with the sea.”
“The wind ought to change.”

“1t will not change all night.”

“Why not ?”

“Becaunse it is a wind twelve hundred leagues in length.”
“Make headway against such a wind. Impossible.”?
“To the west, I tell you.”

“TIl try, but in spite of everything she will fall off.”
“That’s the danger.?
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“ The wind sets us to the east.”

“Don’t go to thd east.”

“Why not ?”

“ Skipper, do you know what is for us the word of death 17

[13 N(,.” .

“Death is the cast.”

“T steer west.”

This time the doctor, having turned right round, looked the skipper
full in the face, and with his eyes resting on him, as though to implant
the idea in his head, pronounced slowly, syllable by syllable, these
words:

“If to-night out at sea, we hear the sound of a bell, the ship is
lost.”

The skipper pondered in amaze.

“What do you mean ?”

The doctor did not answer. His countenance, expressive for a
moment, was now reserved. His eyes became vacuous. He did not
appear to hear the skipper’s wondering question. He was now attend-
ing to his own monologne.  His lips let fall, as if mechaniecally, in a low
murmuring tone, these words:

“The time has come for sullied souls to purify themselves.”

The skipper made that expressive grimace, which raises the chin
towurds the nose.

“He is more madman than sage,” he growled, and moved off,

Nevertheless he steered west.

But the wind and the sea were rising,



CUAPTER V
HARDQUANONNE

HE mist was deformed by all sorts of inequalities, bulging

out at once on every point of the horizon, as it invisible

mouths were busy pufting out the bags of wind. The for-

mation of the clowds was becoming ominous. In the west,
as in the east, the sky’s depths were now invaded by the blue cloud: it
advanced in the teeth of the wind. These contradictions are part of the
wind’s vagaries.

The sea, which a moment before wore scales; now wore a skin—
such is the nature of that dragon. 1t was no longer acrocodile, it was
a boa. The skin, lead-colored and dirty, looked thick, and was ¢rossed
by heavy wrinkles. Here and there, on its surface, hubbles of surge,
like pustules, gathered and then burst. The foam was like a leprosy.
[t was at this moment that the hooker, still seen from atar by the child,
lighted her signal.

A quarter of an hour elapsed.

The skipper looked for the doetor; he was no longer on deck.
Directly the skipper had left him, the docetor had stooped his somewhat
ungainly form under the hood, and had entered the cabin; there he
had sat down near the stove, on a block. e had taken a shagreen ink-
bottle and a cordwain pocket-book from his pocket; he had extracted
from his pocket-hook a parchment folded four times, old, stained, and
yellow; he had opened the sheet, taken a pen out of his ink-case, placed
the pocket-book flat on his knee, and the parchment on the pocket-
hook ; and by the rays of the lantern, which was lighting the cook, he
set to writing on the back of the parchment. The roll of the waves
inconvenienced him. He wrote thus for some time.

As he wrote, the doctor remarked the gourd of aguardiente, which

I
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the Provencal tasted every time he added a grain of pimento to the
puchero, as if he were consulting it in reference to the seasoning.

The doctor noticed the gourd, not because it was a bottle of hrandy,
but hecause of a name which was plaited in the wicker-work with red

rushes on a background of white. There was light enough in the cabin
to permit of his reading the name.

The doctor paused and spelled it in a low voice:

“ Hardquanonne.”

Then he addressed the cook.

“I had not observed that gourd before; did it belong to Hardqua-
nonne ! "

“Yes,” the cook answered; “to our poor comrade, Ilardquanonne.”

The doctor went on:
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“To Hardquanonne, the Fleming of Flanders?”

“Yeos."

“Who is in prison 1 ?

“Yes.”

“In the dungeon at Chatham ?”

“It is his gourd,” replied the cook; “and ho was my friend. I keep
it in remenmbrance of him. When shall we seo him again? It is the
bottle he used to wear slung over his hip.?

The doetor took up his pen again, and continued laborionsly tracing
somewhat straggling lines on the parchment, e was evidently anxious
that his hand-writing should be very legible; and, at length, notwith-
standing the tremulousness of the vessel and the tremulousness of age,
he finished what he wanted to write,

It was time, for, suddenly, a sea struck the eraft, a mighty rush of
waters besieged tho hooker, and they felt her break into that feavtul
dance in which ships lead off with the tempest,

The doctor arose and approached the stove, meeting the ship's
motion with his knees dexterously bent, dried as best ho could, at the
stove where the pot was boiling, the lines he had written, refolded the
parchment in the pocket-book, and replaced the pocket-hook and the
ink-horn in his pocket.

The stove was not the least ingenious pieco of interior economy in
the hooker. It was judiciously isolated.  Meanwhile, the pot heaved—
the Provencal was watching it.

“TFish broth,” said he.

“For the fishes,” replied the doctor. Then he went on deck again.



CHAPTER VI
THEY THINK THAT HELP TS AT HAND

HROTUGIL his growing pre-occupation, the doctor in some
sort reviewed the situation; and any one near to hin might
have heard these words drop from his lips:

“Too much rolling, and not enough pitehing.”

Then reealled to himself by the dark workings of his mind, he sank
again into thought, as a miner into hix shaft. Hix meditation in nowise
imterfered with his watch on the sea.  The contemplation of the sen is
in itself a reverie,

The dark punishment of the waters, eternally tortured, was com-
meneing. .\ lamentation avose from the whole main.  Preparations,
confused and melancholy; were forming in space. The doctor ohserved
all bhefore him, and lost no detail.  Theve was, however, no sign of
serutiny in his face.  One does not serutinize hell,

A vast commotion, yet half latent, but visible through the turmoils
in space, inereased and irritated, more and more, the winds, the vapors,
the waves,  Nothing is so logical and nothing appears so absurd as the
ocean.  Self-dispersion ix the essence of its sovereignty, and is one of the
elements of its redundance. The sea is ever for and against. 1t knots,
that it may unravel, itself; one of its slopes attacks, the other relieves.
No apparition ix so wonderful as the waves. Who can paiut the alter-
nating hollows and promontories, the valleys, the melting bosoms, the
sketehes?  Tlow render the thickets of foam, blendings of mountains
and dreams? The indeseribable is everywhere there, in the romlm;,,
in the frowning, in the anxiety, in the perpetual contradietion, in the
chiaroseuro, in the pendants of the cloud, in the keys of the ever-open
vault, in the disaggregation without rupture, in the funereal tumult

caused by all that madness!
95
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The wind had just set due north. Its violence was so favorable
and so usetul in driving them away from England that the captain of
the Metutine had made up his mind to set all sail.  The hooker slipped
through the foam as at a gallop, the wind right aft, bounding from

rave to wave iu a gay frenzy. The fugitives were delighted, and
laughed; they elapped their hands, applanded the surf, the sea, the
wind, the sails, tho switt progress; the flight, all unmindful of the
future. The doctor appeared not to seo them, and dreamed on,

Every vestige of day had faded away. This was the moment when
the child, watching from the distant cliff, lost sight of the hooker.  Up
to then, his glance had remained fixed, and, as it were, leaning ou the
vessel.  What part had that look iufate? When the hooker was lost
to sight in the distance, and when the child eould no longer sce anght,
the ¢hild went north and the ship went south.

A were plunged in darkness,



CHAPTER VII
SUPERHUMAN HORRORS

N their part it wax with wild jubilee and delight that those
on hoard the hooker saw the hostile laud recede and lessen
behind them. By degrees the darvk ving of ocean rose higher,

1N dwarfing in twilight Portland, Purbeck, Tineham, Kimmer-
idge, the Matravers, the long streaks of dim eliffs, and the coast dotted
with light-houses.

England disappeared.  The fugitives had now nothing round them
but the sea.

All at onece night grew awtul,

There was no longer extent nor space; the sky became blackness,
and closed in round the vessel.  The snow hegan to fall slowly; a few
flakes appeared.  They might have been ghosts,  Nothing else was
visible in the course of the wind.  They felt as if yielded up. .\ snave
Turked in every possibility.

It ix in this cavernous darkness that in onr elimate the Polar water-
spout makes its appearance,

A great muddy eloud, like to the belly of a hydra, hung over
ocean, and in places its lividity adhered to the waves.  Some of these
adherences resembled ponches with holes, pumping the sea, disgorging
vapor, and refilling themselves with water.  Here and there these sue-
tions drew up cones of foam on the sea.

The boreal storm hurled itself on the hooker. The hooker rushed
to meet it, The squall and the vessel met as though to insult cach
other,

In the first mad shock not a sail was clewed up, not a jib lowered,
not a reef taken in, so much is flight a delirium. The mast creaked
and bent back as if in fear.
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Yyelones, in our northern hemisphere, cirele from left to vight, in
the same direction as the hands of a wateh, with a veloeity which ix
sometimes as much as sixty miles an hour. Although she was entirely
at the merey of that whirling power, the hooker behaved as if she were
out in moderate weather, without any further precaution than keeping
her head ou to the rollers, with the wind broad on the bow so as to
avoid being pooped or ecaught broadside on,  Thix semi-prudence would
haveravailed her nothing in case of the wind’s shifting and taking her
aback.

A deep rumbling was brewing up in the distancee.  'The roar of the
abyss, nothing can be comparved to it. It is the great brutish howl of
the universe,  What we call matter, that unsearchable organism, that
amalgamation of incommensurable energies, in which can occasionally
be deteeted an almost imperceptible degree of intention which makes
us shudder, that blind, benighted cosmos, that enigmatical Pan, has a
ery, a strange ery, 1»1'01011ged, obstinate, and continuous, which is less
than speech and more than thunder. That ery is the hurricane. Other
voices, songs, melodies, clamors) tones, proe «oed from nests, from hroods,
from pairings, from nuptials, from homes.  This one, a trumpet, comes
out of the Nanght, which is \\ll.  Other voices express the soul of the
nniverse, this one expresses the monster. It is the howl of the form-
less. Tt is the inarticulate, finding utterance in the indefinite. A thing
it is full of pathos and tervor.  Those clamors converse above and
bevoud man.  They rise, fall, undulate, determine waves of sound, form
all sorts of wild surprises im' the mind, now hurst close to the ear \\'11&;
the importunity of a peal of trumpets, now assail us with the runib
hoarseness of distance,  Giddy uproar which resembles a ].mgu.‘
which, in fact, is a language. It is the effort which the world nukes to
speak. It is the lisping of the wonderful.  In this wail is manifested
vaguely all that the vast dark palpitation endures, suffers, accepts,
rejects. . For the most part it talks nonsense; it is like an access of
chronie sickness, and rather an epilepsy diffused than a force employed;
we faney that we are witnessing the descent of supreme evil into the
infinite. At moments we seem to discern a reclamation of the elements,
some vain effort of chaos to re-assert itself over creation. At times it is
a complaint. The void bewails and justifies itself. Tt is as the pleading
of the world’s cause. We can fancy that the universe is engaged in a
law-suit; we listen, wo try to grasp the reasons given, the redoubtable
for and against. Such a moaning of the shadows has the tenacity of a
svllogism. Here is a vast trouble for thought. Here is the raison détre
of mythologies and polytheisms. To the terror of those great murmurs
are added superhuman outlines melting away as they appear,—Eumen-
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ides which are ahmost distinet, throats of furies shaped in the clouds,
Plutonian chimeras almost defined.  No horrors equal those sobs, those
laughs, those tricks of tumult, those inscrutable questions and answers,
those appeals to nnknown aid.  Man knows not what to hecome in the
presenee of that awful incantation.  Lle bows under the enigma of those
Draconian intonations. What latent meaning have they ! What do
they signify? What do they threaten? What do they implore? Tt
would seem as though all bonds were loosened.  Voeiferations #rom
precipice to precipice, from air o water, from the wind to the wave,
from the rain to the rock, from the zenith to the nadir, from the stars
to the foam,—the abyss unmuzzled—such is that tumult, complicated
by some mysterious strife with evil consciences.

The loquacity of night is not less lugubrious than its silence. One
feels in it the anger of the unknown.

Night ix a presence.  Presence of what ?

For that matter we must distingnish between night and the
shadows. In the night theve is the absolute; in the darkness the mul-
tiple.  Grammar, logie as it is, adnits of no singular for the shadows.
The night is one, the shadows are many.

This mist of nocturnal mystery is the scattered, the fugitive, the
crumbling, the fatal; one feels carth no longer, one feels the other
reality,

Iu the shadow, iufinite and indefinite, lives something or some one;
hut that which lives there forms part of our death.  After our carthly
passage, when that shadow shall be light forus, the life which ix beyond
our life shall seize us. Meanwhile it appears to touch and try us.
Obscurity is a pressure.  Night is, as it were, a hand placed on our soul.
At certain hideous and solemn hours we feel that which is beyond the
wall of the tom) encroaching on us.

Never does this proximity of the unknown seem more imminent
than in storms at sea.  The horrible combines with the fantastic.  The
possible interrupter of human actions, the old Cloud compeller, has it in
his power to mould, in whatsoever shape he chooses, the inconsistent
element, the limitless incoherence, the foree diffused and undecided of
aim.  That mystery the tempest, every instant accepts and exeeutes
some unknown changes of will, apparent or real.

Poets have, in all ages, called this the caprice of the waves. But
there is no such thing as caprice.  The disconcerting enigmas which in
nature we call caprice, and in human life chance, ave splinters of a law
revealed to us in glimpses.



CHAPTER VIII
NIX ET NOX

HE characteristic of the snow-storm is its hlackness, Nature's

habitual aspeet during a storm, the earth or sea black and
the sky pale, is reversed; the sky ix black, the ocean white,
foam below, darkness above; an horizon walled in with
smoke; a zenith roofed with crape.  The tempest resembles a cathedral
hung with mourning, hut no light in that cathedral: no phantom lights
on the crests of the waves, no spark, no phosphorescence, naught hut a
huge shadow. The Polar eyelone differs from the Tropical evelone,
inasmueh as the one sets fire to every light, and the other extinguishes
them all. The world is suddenly converted into the avched vault of a
cave,  Out of the night falls a dust of pale spots, which hesitate hetween
sky and xea.  These spots, which are flakes of snow, slip, wander, and
float. It is like the tears of a winding-sheet putting themselves into
life-like motion. A mad wind mingles with this dissemination.  Black-
ness cruumbling into whiteness, the furious into the obscure, all the
tumult of which the sepulehre is capable, & whirlwind under a cata-
falque—sneh is the snow-storm,

Underneath trembles the ocean, forming and reforming over porten-
tous unknown depths,

In the Polar wind, which is electrical, the flakes turn suddenly into
hailstones, and the air hecomes filledd with projectiles; the water
crackles, shot with grape.

N« thunder-strokes: the lightning of boreal storms is silent.  'What
is sometimes said of the cat, “it swears,” may be applied to this light-
ning. It is a menace proceeding from a mouth half open, and strangely
inexorable. The snow-storm is a storm blind and dumb; when it has
passed, the ships also are often blind and the sailors dumb.
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To escape from such an abyss is difficult.

It would he wrong, however, to believe shipwreck to be absolutely
inovitable. The Danish fishermen of Disco and the Balesing the seckers
of black whales; Hearn, steering towards Beliring Strait, to discover
the mouth of Coppermine River; Hudson, Mackenzie, Vancouver, Ross,
Dumont &Urville, all underwent at the Pole itself the wildest hurri-
canes, and escaped out of themn.,

It was into this deseription of tempest that the hooker had entered,
trivmphant and in full sail.  Frenzy against frenzy.  When Mont-
gomery, escaping from Rouen, threw his galley, with all the foree of its
oars, against the chain barring the Seine at La Bouille, he showed
similar effrontery.

The Matuting sailed on fast; she hent so mueh under her sails, that
at moments she made a fe u‘tul angle with the sea of fifteen degrees;
but her good bellied keel adbered to the water as it glued to it. The
keel resisted the grasp of the hwericane.  The lantern at the prow cast
its light ahead.

The clond, full of winds, dragging its tumor over the deep, ecramped
and eat more and more into the sea round the hooker.  Not a gull, not
a sea-mew, nothing but snow.  The expanse of the field of waves was
hecoming contracted and terrible; only three or four gigantic ones
were visible,

Now and then a tremendous flash of lightuing of a red copper color
broke out behind the obseure super-position of the horizon and the
zenith; that sudden release of vermilion flame revealed the horror of
the elouds; that abrupt conflagration of the depths, to which for an
instant the first tiers of c¢louds and the distant boundaries of the celestial
chaos scemed to adhere, placed the abyss in perspeetive,  On this ground
of fire the snow-flakes showed black; they might have heen compared
to dark butterflies flying about in a furnace—then all was extinguished.

The first explogion over, the squall, still pursuing the hooker; began
to roar in thorough bass.  This phase of @rumbling is a perilous dimi-
nution of uproar. Nothing is so terrifving as this monologue of the
storm.  This gloomy recitative appears to serve as a moment of rest to
tho mysterious combating forees, and indicates a species of patrol kept
in the unknown.

The hooker held wildly on her course. Her two maipsails espe-
cially were doing fearful work.  The sky and sea were as of ink with
jets of foam running higher than the mast.  Every instant masses of
water swept the deek like a deluge; and at cach voll of the vessel, the
hawse-holes, now to starboard, now to larboard, became as 0o many
open mouths vomiting back the foam into the sea. The women had
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taken refuge in the cabin, but the men remained on deck; the blinding
snow eddied round, the spitting surge mingled with it. All was fury.

At that moment the chief of the band, standing abaft on the stern-
frames, holding on with one hand to the shrouds, and with the other
taking off the kerchiet he wore round his head and waving it in the
light of the lantern, gay and arrogant, with pride in his face, and his
hair in wild disorder, intoxicated by all the darkness, eried out :

“We are free!”

“ Free, free, freey” echoed the fugitives, and the band, seizing hold
of the rigging, rose up on deck.

“ Hurvah !'” shouted the chief.

And the band shouted in the storm:

“Hurrah!”

Just as this clamor was dying away in the tempest a lond solemn
voice rose from the other end of the vessel, saying :

“ Silence ! ”

All turned their heads.

The darkness was thick, and the doctor was leaning against the
mast so that he scemed part of it, and they could not see him.

The voice spoke again :

“ Listen!”

All were silent,

Then did they distinetly hear through the darkness the toll of a hell.



CHAPTER IX
THE CHARGE CONXFIDED To A RAGING SEA

1 skipper, at the helm, hurst out langhing :
“X\ bell, that’s good.  We are on the larboard tack.
What does the bell prove! Why, that we have land to
starboard.”
The firm and measured voice of the doetor replied
“You have not land to starhoard.”
“But we have,” shouted the skipper.
“Nol»
“But that bell tolls from the land.”
“That hell,” gaid the doctor, *tolls from the sea.”
A shudder passed over these daring men, the haggard faces of the
two women appeared above the companion like f{wo hobgoblins con-
jured up; the doetor took a step forward, separating his tall form from
the mast.  From the depth of the night’s darkness came the toll of the
bell.

The doetor resumed :

“There is in the midst of the sea, half-way between Portland and
the Channel Islands, a buoy, placed there as a cantion; that buoy is
moored by chains to the shoal, and floats on the top of the water. On
the buoy is fixed an iron trestle, and across the trestle a bell is hung. In
had weather heavy seas toss the buoy, and the bell rings.  That is the
bell you hear.”

The doctor paused to allow an extra violent gust of wind to pass
over, waited until the sound of the bell re-asserted itself, and then
went on:

“To hear that bell in a storm, when the nor-wester is blowing, ix to
belost. - Wherefore? For this reason: if you hear the bell, it is because

the wind brings it to you. But the wind is nor-westerly, and the
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breakers of Alderney lie east.  You hear the bell only because you are
between the buoy and the breakers. Tt is on those lireakers the wind is
driving you. You are on the wrong side of the buoy. If you were on
the right side, you would be out at sea on a safe course, and vou would

not hear the hell. The wind would not convey the sound to you.  You
would pass close to the buoy without knowing it. 'We are out of our
course. That bell is shipwreck sounding the toesin. Now, look out!?”
As the doctor spoke the bell, soothed by a lull of the storm, rang
slowly stroke by stroke; and its intermitting toll seemed to testify to
the truth of the old man’s words. 1t was as the knell of the abyss.
All listened hreathless. Now to the voice. Now to the bell.



CUHAPTER X
THE COLOSSAL SAVAGE, THE STORM

N the meantime the skipper had eanght up his speaking-
tfrumpet.
( “Cargate todo, hombres: let go the sheets, man the
down-hauls, lower ties and brails. Lot us steer to the west,
let us regain the high sea; head for the huoy, steer for the bell, there’s
an offing down there.  We've vet a chance”

“Try,” «aid the doctor,

Let us remark here, by tho way, that this ringing buoy, a kind of
bell-tower on the deep, was removed in 1802, There are yet alive very
old mariners who remember hearing it. It forewarned, but rather too
late,

The orders of the skipper wero obeyed.  The Langnedocian made a
thivd sailor.  Allbore a hand. Not satistied with brailing up, they furled
the sails; lashed the earrings, secured the clew-lines, bunt-lines, and
leeeh-lines; and elapped preventor-shrowds on the block-straps, which
thus might serve as back-stays. They fished the mast.  They battened
down the ports and bull®’ eyes, which is a method of walling up a ship.
These evolutions, though exeeuted in a lubberly fashion, were, never-
theless, thoroughly effoctive.  The hooker was stripped to bare poles.
Bat, in proportion as the vessel, stowing every stiteh of canvas, hecame
more helpless, the havoe of both winds and waves increased. The seas
ran mountains high.

The hwrricane, like an executioner hastening to his vietim, hegan
to dismember the eraft. There came, in the twinkling of an eye, a
dreadful erash: the top-sails were blown from the holt-ropes, the chess-
trees were hewn asunder, the deck was swept clear, the shrouds were

carried away, the mast went by the board, all the lumber of the wreck
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was flying in shivers.  The main shronds gave out although they were
turned in, and stoppered to four fathoms.

The magnetic currents common to snow-storms hastened the de-
struetion of the rigging. It broke as much from the effect of effluvinm
as the violence of the wind. Most of the chain gear, fouled in the
blocks, ceased to work.  Forward the bows, aft the quarters, quivered
under the terrific shoeks.  One wave washed overboard the compass
and its binmacle, A second carried away the hoat, which, like a box
slung nnder a earriage, had been, in aceordance with the quaint Asturian
custom, lashed to the bowsprit. .\ third breaker wrenched off the
spiritsail yard. .\ fourth swept away the figure-head and signal light.

The rudder only was left.

To replace the ship’s hbow lantern they set tive to, and suspended at
the stem, a large block of wood covered with onkum and tar.

The mast, broken in two, all bristling with quivering splinters,
ropes, blocks, and yards cumbered the deck.  Tn falling it had stove in
a plank of the starboard gunwale, The skipper, still firm at the helmn,
shouted :

“While we can steer, we have yet a chance. The lower planks
hold good. Axes, axes! Overboard with the mast!  Clear the decks!”

Both crew and passengers worked with the excitement of despair.
A few strokes of the hatchets, and it was doue.  They pushed the mast
over tho side.  The deck was clearved.

“Now,” continued the skipper, * take a rope’s end and lash me to
the helm.”  To the tiller they hound him.

While they were fastening him he langhed, and shouted :

“ Blow, old hurdy-gurdy, bellow. DPve xeen your equal off (ape
Machichaco.”

And when seeured, he elutehed the helm with that strange hilarity
which danger awakens.

“AIL goes well, my lads.  Loug live onr Lady of Buglose; let ns
stecr west.”

An enormous wave came down abeam, and fell on the vessel's
quarter. There is always in storms a tiger-liko wave, a billow fieree
and decisive, which, attaining a certain height, creeps horizontally over
the surface of the waters for a time, then rises, roars, rages, and falling
on the distressed vessel, tears it limb from limb.

A cloud of foam covered the entire poop of the Matutina.

There was heard above the confusion of darkness and waters, a
srash. .

When the spray cleared off, when the stern again rose in view, the
skipper and the helm had disappeared. Both had been swept away.
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The helm and the man they had but just seeured to it, had passed
with the wave into the hissing turmoil of the hurricane.

The chief of the band, gazing intently into the darkness, shouted :
“ Te burlas de nosotros ??

To this defiant exclamation there followed another ery :

“Tet go the anchor. Save the skipper.”

They rushed to the capstan and let go the anchor.

Hookers carry but one. In this case the anchor reached the bot-
tom but only to be lost. The bottom was of the hardest rock. The
billows were raging with®resistless force. The cablo snapped likg a

thread.
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The anchor lay at the bottom of the sea. At the eutwater there
remained but the cable end protruding from the hawse-hole.

From this moment the hooker became a wreck. The Matuting was
irrevoeably disabled. The vessel, just before in full sail, and almost
formidable in her speed, was now helpless.  All her evolutions were
uncertain and executed at vandom. She vielded passively and like a
log to the ecapricious fury of the waves. That in o few minutes there
should be in place of an eagle & useless eripple, such a transformation
is to be witnessed only at sca.

The howling of the wind became more and more frightful. A
hurricane has terrible lungs; it makes unceasingly mournful additions
to darkuess which cannot he intensified. The bell on the sea rang
dispairingly, as if tolled by a weird hand.

The Matutina drifted like a cork at the mercy of the waves. She
sailed no longer—she merely floated.  Every moment she seemed about
to turn over on her back, like a dead fish. The good condition and
perfectly water-tight state of the hull, alone saved her from this dis-
aster. Below the water-line not a plank had started. There was not a
cranny, chink, nor erack; and she had not made a single drop of water
in the hold. This was lucky, as the pump, heing out of order, was
nseless.

The hooker pitched and rolled frightfully in the seething billows.
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The vessel had throes as of sickness, and seemed to be trying to beleh
forth the unhappy crew.

Helpless they clung to the standing rigging, to the transoms, to the
shank painters, to the gaskets, to the hroken planks, the protruding
nails of which tore their hands, to the warped riders, and to all the
rugged projections of the stumps of the wasts, From time to time
they listened.  The toll of the bell came over the waters fainter and
fainter; one would have thought that it also was in distress.  Its ring-
ing was no more than an intermittent rattle,  Theu this vattle died
away.,  Where were they? At what distance from the huoy? The
sound of the bell had frightened them—its silence tervified them.  The
north-wester drove them forward in, perhaps, a fatal conrse. They felt
themselves wafted on by maddened and ever-recurring gusts of wind.
The wreek sped forward in the darkness. There is nothing moro
feartul than heing burried forward blindfold. They felt the abyss
before themy over them, under them. It was no longer a run, it was a
rush.

Suddenly, through the appalling density of the snow-storm, there
Joomed a red light.

“ A light-house !” ¢ried the crew.



CHAPTER XI
THE CASKETS

T was, indeed, the Caskets light.

A light-house of the nineteenth cenfury is a high evi-
inder of masonvy, surmounted by seientifieally construeted
machinery for throwing light.  The Casket light-house in
particulav is a triple white tower beaving three light-rooms. These
three ehambers vevolve on clock-work wheels, with such precision that
the man on watch who sees them from sea, can invariably take ten
steps during  their irradiation, and twenty-five during their eclipse,
Everything is based on the foeal plan, and on the rotation of the
octagon dvuam, formed of cight wide simple lenses, in range, having
above and below it two series of dioptrie rings; an algebraice gear,
secured from the effects of the beating of winds and waves by glass a
millimetre thick, yet sometimes broken by the sea-cagles; which dash
themselves like great moths against these gigantic lanterns.  The
huilding which encloses and sustains this mechanism, and in whieh it
18 set, is also mathematically constructed.  Kverything about it ix plain,
exact, bare, precise, correet, A light-house is a mathematieal figure,

Tu the seventeenth century a light-house was a sort of plume of the
land on the sea-shore. The architecture of a light-house tower was
magnificent and extravagant. It was covered with balconies, balusters,
lodges, alcoves, weather-cocks. Nothing but masks, statues, foliage,
volutes, reliefs, figures large and small, medallions with inscriptions.
Pax in bello, said the Eddystone light-house.  We may as well observe,
by the way, that this declaration of peace did not always disarm the
ocean. Winstanley repeated it on a light-house which he constructed
at his own expense, on a wild spot near Plymouth. The tower being
finished, he shut himself up in it to have it tried by the tempest. The
110
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storm ecame, and carvied off the light-house, and Winstanley in it.
Such excessive adornment gave too great a hold to the hurricane ; as
generals too brilliantly equipped in battle, dvaw the enemy’s five, Be-
sides whimsical dosigns in stone, they were loaded with whimsical
designs in iron, copper, and wood. The iron-work was in relief, the
wood-work stood ont.  Ou the sides of the light-house ther~ jutted
out, clinging to the walls among the arabesques, engines of overy
deseription, useful and useless, windlasses, taclles, palleys, counter-

IRIEn

poises, ladders, cranes, grapnels. Ou the pinnacle around the light,
delicately wrought iron-work held great iron ehandeliers, in which wore
placed pieces of vope steeped in resin; wicks which burned doggedly,
and which no wind extinguished ; and from top to hottom the tower
was covered by a complication of sea standards, banderoles, bannevs,
flags, pennons, colors which rose from stage to stage, from story to
story, a medley of all hues, all shapes, all heraldie devices, all signals,
all coufusion, up to the light chamber, making, in the storm, a gay riot
of tatters about the hlaze, That insolent light on the brink of the abyss
showed like a defiance, and inspirved shipwrecked men with a spirit of
daring. But the Casket light was not after this fashion.



112 THE MAN WHO LAUGHNA.

It was, at that period, merely an old barbarous light-house, such as
Henry L had built it after the loss of the White Ship—a tlaming pile of
wood under an iron trellis, a brasior behind o railing, a head of hair
flaming in the wind.

The ouly improvement made in this light-house sinee the twelfth
century was a pair of forge-bellows worked by an indented pendulum
and a stone weight, whiel had been added to the light chamber in
1610. ’

The fate of the sea-birds who chanced to tly against these old light-
houses was more tragiec than those of our days. The bhirds dashed
against them, attracted by the light, and fell into the brasier, where
they could be seen struggling like black spivits in a hell; and at times
they would fall back again hetween the railings upon the rock, red hot,
smoking, lame, blind, like half-hurnt flies out of a lamp.

To a full-rigged ship in good trim, answering readily to the pilot’s
handling, the Caskets light is usetul; it eries: Look out; it warns her
of the shoal. To a disabled ship it is simply tervible.  The hully par-
alyzed and inert, without resistanee, without defense against the impulse
of the storm, or the mad heaving of the waves, a fish without fins, a
bird withont wings, can but go where the wind wills.  The light-house
shows the end—points out the spot where it is doomed to disappear—
throws light upon the burial. It is the toreh of the sepulehre,

To light up the inexorable chasm—to warn against the inevitable
—what more tragic mockery!



CHAPTER XI1I
FACE TO FACE WITH THE ROCK

HE wretched people in distress on board the Matutina under-
stood at onco the mysterious derision which mocked their
shipwreck. The appearance of the light-house raised their
spirits at first, then overwhelmed them. Nothing conld be

done, nothing attempted.  What has been said of kings, we may say of

the waves—we are their people, we ave their prey. All that they rave
must be horne.  The nor-wester was driving the hooker on the Caskets,

They were nearing them; no evasion was possible.  They drifted rapidly

towards the reef; they felt that they were getting into shallow waters;

the lead, if they could have thrown it to any purpose, would not have
shown moro than three or four fathoms, The shipwreeked people heard
the dull sound of the waves heing sueked within the submarine caves
of the steep rock. They made out, under the light-house, like a dark
cutting between two plates of granite, the narrow passage of the ugly,
wild-looking little harbor, supposed to he full of the skeletous of men
and carcasses of ships, 1t looked Jike the mouth of a cavern, rather
than the entrance of a port.  They coy’d hear the erackling of the pile
on high within the iron grating. ) ghastly purple illuminated the
storm, the collision of the rain and4:hil disturbed the mist. The black
cloud and the red flame fought, serpent against serpent ; live ashes, reft
by the wind, flow from the fire, and the sudden assanlts of the sparks
scemed to drive the snow-flakes before them. The breakers, blurred aut
first in outline, now stood out in bold relief, a medley of rocks with
peaks, crests, and vertebrie. The angles were formed by strongly
marked red lines, and the inclined planes in blood-like streams of light.

As they neared it, the outline of the reefs increased and rose—sinister.

One of the women, the [rishwoman, told her beads wildly.
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[n place of the skipper, who was the pilot, remained the chief, who
was the captain, The Basques all know the mountain and the soa.
They are bold on the precipice, and inventive in catastrophes.

They neared the cliff. They were about to strike. Suddenly they
were so close to the great north rock of the Caskets, that it shut out the

*light-house from them. They saw nothing but the vock and the red
light behind it. The huge rock looming in the mist, was like a gigantic
black woman with a hood of five.

That ill-famed rock is called the Biblet. Tt faces the north side
the reef, which on the south is faced by another ridge, L’Etacq-aux-
ginlmets. The chief looked at the Biblet, and shouted :
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“ A man with a will to take a rope to the rock. Who can swim ?7?

No answer.

No one on board knew how to swim, not even the sailors, An
ignorance not uncommon among sea-faring people.

A beam nearly free of its lashings was swinging loose.  The chief
clasped it with both hands, ¢rying, * Help me.”

They unlashed the heam. They had now at their disposal the very
thing they wanted. From the defensive they assumed the offensive.

It was a longish beam of heart of oak, sound and strong, nsetul
cither as a support or as an engine of attack, a lever for a hurden, a
ram against a tower. :

“ Ready !” shouted the chief.

All six getting foothold on the stump of the mast, threw thewr
weight on the spar projecting over the sidey straight as o lanee towards
a projecting of the cliff.

It was a dangerous manceuvre,  To strike at a mountain is audace-
ity indeed. The six men might well have been thrown into the water
by the shock. '

There is variety in struggles with storms.  After the huwrricane,
the shoal, after the wind, the rock. First the intangible; then the
immovable, to be encountered.

Some minutes passed, such minutes as whiten men’s hair,

The rock and the vessel were about to come in collision. The rogk,
like a culprit, awaited the blow.

A resistless wave rushed inj it ended the respite. Tt caught the
vessel underneath, raised it, and swayed it for an instant as the sling
swings its projectile.

“Steady ! ” cried the chief, “it is only a rock, and we are men.”

Tho beam was couched, the six men were one with if, its sharp
Lolts tore their arm-pits, but they did not feel them.

The wave dashed the hooker against the rock.

Then came the shock.

It came under the shapeless clowd of foam which always hides such
catastrophes.

When this ¢loud fell back into the sea, when the waves rolled hack
from the rock, the six men were tossing about the deck, but the Matu-
tina was floating alongside the rock,—clear of it.  The beam had stoot
and turned the vessel; the sea was runming so fast, that in a few
soconds sho had left the Claskets behind.

Such things sometimes oceur. It was a straight stroke of the how-
sprit that saved Wood of Largo at the mouth of the Tay. In the wild
neighborhood of Cape Winterton, and under the command of (aptain
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Hamilton, it was the appliance of such a lever against the dangerous
rock, Branodu-um that saved the Royal Mary from shipwreck, although
she was but & Scoteh built frigate. The foree of the waves can be so
abruptly discomposed, that changes of direction can be easily managed,
or at least are possible oven in the most violent collisions, There ix ¢
brute in the tempest.  The hurricane is a bull, and can bo turned.

The whole seeret of avoiding shipwreck, is to try and pass from
the secant to the tangent.

Such was the service rendered by the beam to the vessel, It had
done the work of an oar, had taken the place of a rudder. But the
manauvre once performed could not be repeated.  The beam was over-
board; the shock of the collision had wrenched it out of the men's
hands, and it was lost in the waves. To loosen another beam would
have been to dislocate the hull.

The hurricane carvried off the Matutina. Presently the (askets
showed as a harmless encumbrance on the horizon. Nothing looks
moro out of countenance than a reef of rocks under such cireumstances,
There are in nature, in its obscure aspeets, in which the visible hlends
with the invisible, certain motionless, surly profiles, which scem to
express that a prey has escaped.

Thus glowered the (laskets while the Matutine tled.

The light-house paled in distanee, faded, and disappeared.

There was something mournful in its extinetion. Layers of mist
sank down upon the now uncertain light.  Its rays died in the waste of
waters, the flame floated, struggled, sank, and lost its form. It might
have been a drowning creature, The brasier dwindled to the snuft of a
candle; then nothing more hut a weak, uncertain flutter, Arvound it
spread a cirele of extravasated glimmer; it was like the quenching of
light in the pit of night.

The bell which had threatened was dwnb. The light-house which
had threatened had melted away. Aud vet it was more awful now that
they had ceased to threaten. One was a voice, the other a torch. There
was something human about them.

They were gone, and nought remained hut the abyss.



CHAPTER XII1

FACE TO FACE WITH NIGHT

TW JGAIN was the hooker mnning with the shadow into immeas-
ﬁ \/A O urable darkness,
e The Matuting, escaped from the Caskets, sank and rose
N L from billow {o billow, A vespite, hut in chaos.

Spun round by the wind, tossed by all the thousand motions of the
wave, she reflected every mad oseillation of the sea. She scarcely
pitehed at ally a tevrible symptom of a ship’s distress,  Wrecks merely
roll.  Pitching is a convulsion of the strife,  The helm alone can turn
a vessel 1o the wind.

In storms, and more especially in the meteors of snow, sea and
night end by melting into amalgamation, resolving into nothing but a
suoke, Ml.st.s, whirlwinds, gales, motion in all direetions, no hasis, no
shelter, no stop.  Constant recommencement, one gulf suceceding an-
other. No horizon visible; intense blackuess for background.  Through
all these the hooker drifted.

To have got free of the Caskets, to have eluded the rock, was a
vietory for the shipwrecked men; but it was a vietory which left them
in stupor. They had raised no :hovr; at sea such an imprudence is not
repeated twice.  To throw down a challenge where they could nof east
tho lead, would have been too serious a jest.

The repulse of the rock was an impossibility achieved.  They were
petrified by it. By degreec., however, they began to hope again.  Such
are the insubmergable mirages of the soul! There is no distress so
complete but that even in the most eritical moments the inexplicable
sunrise of hope is seen in its depths. These poor wretches were ready
to acknowledge to themselves that they were saved. Tt was on their
lips.

b
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But suddenly something terrible appeared to them in the darkness.

On the port bow arose, standing stark, cut out on the background
of mist, a tall, opaque mass, vertical, right-angled, a tower of the abyss.
They watched it open-mounthed.

The storm was driving them towards it.

They knew not what it was. It was the Ortach rock.




CHAPTER XIV
ORTACH

[LE reef re-appeared. After the Caskets comes Ortach, The

storm is no artist; brutal and all-powerful, it pever varies
its appliances. The darkness is inexhaustible. Its snarves
and perfidies never come to an end.  As for man, he soon
comes to the bottom of his resonrces. Man expends his strength, the
abyss never.

The shipwrecked men tuwrned towards the chief, their hope. He
could only shrug his shoulders.  Dismal contempt of helplessness,

A pavement in the midst of the ocean, such is the Ortach rock.
The Ortach, all of a piece, rises up in a straight line to cighty feet above
the angry beating of the waves,  Waves and ships break against it. An
immovable cube, it plunges its rectilinear planes apeak into the num-
berless serpentine curves of the sea.

At night it stands an enormous block vesting on the folds ot a huge
black sheet. In time of storm it awaits the stroke of the axe, whichis
the thunder-elap.

But there is never a thunder-clap during the snow-storm. True,
the ship has the bandage round her eves; darkness ix knotted about
her; she is like one prepared to be led to the scaffold.  Ax for the
thunderbolt, which makes quick ending, it is not to be hoped for.

The Matutina, nothing better than a log upon the waters, drifted
towards this rock, as she had drifted towards the other. The poor
wretches on hoard, who had for a moment believed themselves saved,
relapsed into their agony. The destruetion they had left hehind faced
them again. The reef re-appeared from the hottom of the sea. Nothing
had been gained. ) .

The Caskets are a goffering iron with a thousand compartments.
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The Ortach is a wall. To he wrecked on the Caskets is to be cut into
ribbons; to strike on the Ortach is to bo erushed into powder.

Nevertheless, there was ono chance.

On a straight frontage such as that of the Ortach, neither the wave
nor the cannon-ball ean ricochet. The operation is simple; fivst the
flux, then the reflux; a wave advancs, a hillow returns.

In such cases the question of life and death is balanced thus; it
tho wave carries the vessel on the rock, she breaks on it and is lost; if
the billow retires before the ship has touched, she is carried back, she is
saved.

It was & moment of great anxiety; those on board saw through
the gloom the great decisive wave bearing down on them.  How far
was it going to drag them? 1f the wave hroke upon the ship, they
were carried on the rock and dashed to pieces, Tt it passed under the
ship . . ..

The wave did pass under.

They breathed again.

But what of the recoil?  What would the surf do with them ! The
surf carried them back. .\ few minutes later the Matutine was free of
the breakers. The Ortach faded from their view, as the Caskets had
done. It was their second vietory. For the second time the hooker
had verged on destrucetion, and had drawn back in time.



COAPTER XV
PORTENTOSUM MARE

JANWHILE a thickening mist had descended on the drift-
ing wretches. They were ignorant of their whereabouts,
they could scarcely see a cable’s length around.  Despite a
furious storm of hail which forced them to bend down their
honds the women had obstinately refused to go helow again.  No one,
however hopeless, but wishes, ift shipwreck be inevitable, to meet it in
the open air. . When so near death, a ceiling above one’s head seems
like the first outline of a coffin.

They wera now in a short and chopping sea. .\ turgid sea indicates
its constraint.  Even in fog the entrance into a strait may he known
by the hoiling-like appearance of the waves,  And thus it was, for they
were unconsciously coasting Alderney.  Between the west of Ortach
and the Caskets and the east of Alderney the sea ix hemmed in and
cramped, and the uneasy position determines loeally the condition of
storms.  The sea suffers like others, and when it suffers it is irvitable,
That channel is a thing to fear.

The Matutina was in it.

Imagine under the sea a tortoise shell as big as Hyde Park or the
Champs Elysées, of which every striature is a shallow, and every em-
bossment a reef.  Such is the western approach of Alderney. The sea
covers and coneeals this shipwrecking apparatus.  On this conglomer-
ation of submarine breakers the cloven waves leap and foam—iun ealm
weather, a chopping sea; in storms, a chaos,

The shipwrecked men observed this new complication without
endeavoring to explain it to themselves. Suddenly they understood it.
A pale vista broadened in the zenith ; a wan tinge overspread the sea;
the livid light revealed ou the port side a long shoal stretehing eastward,
121
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towards which the power of the rushing wind was driving the vessel.
The shoal was Alderncey.

What was that shoal? They shuddered. They would have shud-
dered even more had a voice answered them—aAldernoy.

No isle so well defended against man’s approach as Alderney.
Below and above water it is protected by o savage guard, of which
Ortach ix the outpost. To the west, Burhon, Sauteriaux, Anfroque,
Niangle, Fond du (‘roe, Les Jumelles, La (rosse, La Clangue, Les
Eguillons, Le Vrae, La Fosse-Maliere; to the east, Sauquet, ITommean
Florean, La Brinebetais, La Queslingue, (‘roquelihou, Liav Fourcho, Le
Saut, Noire Pute, Coupie, Orbue. These are hydra-monsters of the
species reef.

One of these reefs is called Le But, the goal, as if to imply that
every voyvage ends there,

This obstruction of rocks, simplified by night and sea, appeared to
the shipwreeked men in the shape of a single dark band, a sort of black
blot on the horizon.

Shipwreck is the ideal of helplessness; to be near land, and unable
to reachit; to float, yet not to he able to do so in any desired divection;
to rest ithe foot on what seems firm and is fragile; to be full of life,
when o'ershadowed by death ; to he the prisoner of space; to he walled
in between sky and ocean; to have the infinite overhead like a dungeon ;
to be encompassed by the eluding elements of wind and waves; and to be
seized, bound, paralyzed;—such a load of misfortune stupefies and erushes
ns.  Wo imagine that in it we cateh a glimpse of the sneer of the oppo-
nent who is beyond our reach. That which holds you fast is that which
releases the hirds and sets the fishes free. It appears nothing, and is
everything. Wo are dependent on the air which is rufled by our
mouths; we are dependent on the water which wo cateh in the hollow
of onr hands.  Draw a glassful from the storm, and it is but a cup of
bitterness—a mouthful is nausea, a wavetul is extermination. The
grain of sand in the desert, the foamn-flake on the sea, are fearful
symptoms, Omnipotence takes no care to hide its atom, it changes
weakness into strength, fills naught with all; and it is with the infi-
nitely little that the infinitely great erushes you. It is with its drops
the ocean dissolves you. You feel you are a plaything.

A plaything: ghastly epithet!

The Matutine was a little above Alderney, which was not an un-
favorable position; but she was drifting towards its northern point,
which was fatal. As a bent bow discharges its arrow, the nor-wester
was shooting the vessel towards the northern cape. Off that point, a
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little beyond the harbor of bmlwlvt« is that which the seamen of the
Norman archipelago call a “ singe.?

Tho “singe,” or race, is a furions kind of current. A wreath of
funnels in the shallows pr()duc(-.s in the waves a wreath of whirlpools.
You escape one to fall into another., A ship caught hold of by the race,

W
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winds round and round until some sharp rock cleaves her hull; then
the shattered vessel stops, her stern rises from the waves, the stem
completes the revolution in the abyss, the stern sinks in, and all is
sucked down. A cirele of foam broadens and floats, and nothing more
is socn on the surface of the waves but a few bubbles here and there
rising from the smothered hreathings helow,
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Tho three most dangerous races in the whole Channel are, one
closo to the well-known Girvdler Sands, one at Jersey between the
Pignonnet and the Point of Noirmont, and the race of Alderncy.

Had a local pilot been on hoard the Matutina, ho could have warned
them of their tresh peril. In place of a pilot, they had their instinct.
In sitnations of extreme danger men are ondowed with second sight.
High contortions of foam were tlying along the coast in the frenzied
raid of the wind. It was the spitting of the race. Many a bark has
been swamped in that snare.  Without knowing what awaited them,
they approached the spot with horror.

How to double that cape?  There were no means of doing it.

Just as they had seen, first the Caskets, thon Ortach, rise before
them, they now saw the point of Alderney, all of steep rock, It was
like a number of giants, rising up one after another—a series of fright-
ful duels.

Charybdis and Seylla are bhut two; the Caskets, Ortach and Alder-
ney are three.

The phenomenon of the horizon being invaded by the rocks, was
thus repeated with the grand monotony of the abyss,  The battles
of the ocean have the same sublime tautology as the combats of
Homer.

Each wave, ax they neared it, added twenty cubits to the cape,
awtully magnified by the mist; the fast decreasing distance seemed
more inevitable—they were touching the skirts of the race! The first
fold which seized them would drag them in—another wave surmounted,
and all would be over,

Sulddenly the hooker was driven back, as by the blow of o Titan’s
fist. The wave reared up under the vessel and fell back, throwing the
waif back in its mane of foam. The Matutina, thus impelled, drifted
away from Alderney.

She was again on the open sea.

‘Whence had come the succor? From the wind. The breath of the
storm had changed its direction.

The wave had played with them, now it was the wind’s tur.
They had saved thomselves from the Caskets. Off Ortach it was the
wave which had been their friend. Now it was the wind. The wind
had suddenly veered from north to south, The sow-wester had sue-
ceeded the nor-wester.

The current is the wind in the waters; the wind ix the current in
the air. These two forces had just counteracted each other, and it had
been the wind’s will to snatch its prey from the current.

The sudden fantasies of ocean are uncertain. They are, perhaps,
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an embodiment of the perpetual; when at their mercy man must neither
hope nor despair. They do and they undo. The ocean amuses itself,
Every shade of wild, untamed ferocity is phased in the vastness of that
cunning sca, which Jean Bart used to call the “great hrute.” To its
claws and their gashings sueceed soft intervals of velvet paws.  Some-
times the storm hurries on a wreek, at others it works out the problem
with ecare; it might almost be said that it caresses it. The sea can
afford to take its time, as men in their agouies find out.

Weo must own that oecasionally these lulls of the torture announce
deliverance.  Sueh cases are rvare,  However this may be, men in
extreme peril are quick to believe in resene; the slightest pause in the
storn’s threats ix suflicient; they tell themselves that they are out of
danger.  After believing themselves buried, they declare their resurree-
tion; they feverishly embrace what they do not yet possess; it is elear
that the bad Inek has turned; they declare themselves satisied; they
are saved; they ery quits with God. They should not be in so great a
hurry to give receipts to the Unknown,

The sow-wester set in with a whirlwind,  Shipwrecked men have
never any but rough helpers.  The Matutine was dragged rapidly out
to sea by the remmant of her rigging—like a dead woman trailed by the
hair. It was like the enfranchisement granted by Tiberius, at the price
of violation. The wind treated with brutality those whom it saved; it
rendered service with fury; it was help without pity.

The wreck was breaking up under the severity of its deliverers,

Hailstones, big and hard enough to charge a blunderbuss, smote
the vessel; at every rotation of the waves these hailstones rolled about
the deck like marbles. The hooker, whose deck was alimost flush with
the water, was heing beaten ont of shape by the rolling masses of water
and its sheets of spray.  On board it cach man was for himself,

They clung ou as best they could. s cach sea swept over thew,
it was with a sense of surprise they saw that all were stll there.
Several had their faces torn by splinters.

Happily despair has stout hands.  In tervor a ehild’s hand has the
grasp of a ginnt.  Agony makes a vise of a woman's fingers. .\ girl in
her fright can almost bury her rose-colored fingers in a piece of iron.
With hooked fingers they hung on somehow, as the waves dashed on
and passed off them; but every wave brought them the fear of heing
swept away.

Suddenly they were relieved.



CHAPTER XVI
THE PROBLEM SUDDENLY WORKS TN SILENCE

HE hurricane had just stopped short.  There was no longer
in the air sow-wester or nor-wester,  The fievee clarions of
space were mute.  The whole of the water-spout had poured
from the sky without any warning of diminution, as if it

had slided perpendicularly into a gulf beneath. None knew what had
become of it; flakes replaced the hailstones, the snow began toefall
slowly. No more swell: the sea flattened down.

Such sudden cessations are peculiar to snow-storms.  The eleetrie
efiuviumn exhausted, all becomes still, even the wave, which in ordinary
storms often remains agitated for a long time.  In snow-storms it is not
so.  No prolonged anger in the deep.  Like a tived-out worker it becomes
drowsy directly, thus almost giving the lie to the laws of staties, but
not astonishing old seamen, who know that the sea is full of unforeseen
surprises,

The same phenomenon takes place, although very ravely, in ordi-
nary storms.  Thus, in our time, on the oecasion of the memorable
hwricane of July 27th, 1867, at Jersey the wind, after fourteen hours’
fury, suddenly relapsed into a dead calm,

I a few minutes the hooker was floating in sleeping waters.

At the same time (for the last phase of these storins resembles the
first) they eould distinguish nothing; all that had heen made visible in
the convulsions of the meteorie clond was again dark. Pale outlines

"were fused in vague mist, and the gloom of infinite space closed about

the vessel. The wall of night—that circular ocelusion, that interior of

a cylinder the diameter of which was lessening minute by minute—

enveloped the Matutine, and, with the sinister deliberation of an en-

croaching iceberg, was drawing in dangerously. In the zenith nothing
126
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—a lid of fog closing dowu. It was as if the hooker were at the bottom
of the well of the abyss.

In that well the sea was a puddle of liguid lead. No stir in the
waters—ominous immobility! The ocean is never less tamed than
when it is still as a pool.

All was silence, stillness, blindness.

Perchance the silenee of inanimate objeets is taciturnity.

The last ripples glided along the hull. The deck was hm‘izr_»pfal,
with an insensibla slopo to the sides. Some broken planks were shifting
about irresolutely. The block on which they had lighted the tow steeped
in tar, in place of the signal light which had been swept away, swung
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no longer at the prow, and no longer let fall burning drops into the sea.
What little breeze remained in the clouds was noiseless.  The snow fell
thickly, softly, with scarce a slant. No foam of breakers could be heard.
The peace of shadows was over all.

This repose succeeding all the past exasperations and paroxysms
was, for the poor ereatures so long tossed about, an wnspeakable com-
fort. It was as though the punishment of the rack had ceased. They
caught a glimpse about them and above them of something which
seemed like a consent that they should be saved. They regained con-
fidenee. All that had been fury was now tranquillity. It appeared to
them a pledge of peace.  Their wretched hearts dilated.  They were
able to let go the end of rope or heam to which they had elung, to rise,
hold themselves up, stand, walk, move about. They felt inexpressibly
calmed., There are in the depths of darkness such phases of paradise,
preparations for other things., 1t was elear that they were delivered out
of the storm, out of the foam, out of the wind, out of’ the uproar.

Hencetorth all the chances were in their favor.  In three or four
hours it would he sunrise.  They would be seen by some passing ship;
they would be reseued.  The worst was over, they were re-entering life.
The important feat was to have heen able to keep afloat until the cessa-
tion of the tempest. They said to themselves, ¢ It is all over thix time.”

Suddenly they found that all was indeed over.

Oue of the sailors, the northern Basque, Galdeazun by name, went
down into the hold to look for a rope, then came above again and
saidd

“The hold is full.”

“Of what ?” asked the chief.

“Of water,” answered the sailor.

The chief cried out:

“ What does that mcan?”

“Jt means,” replied Galdeaznn, “that in half an hour we shall
founder.”



CHAPTER XVII

THE LAST RESOURCE

HERE was a hole in the keel. A leak had heen sprung.
il When it happened no one could have said. Was it when
% they touched the Caskets ? Was it off Ortach? Was it
when they were whirled about the shallows west of Alder-
ney? Lt was most probable that they had touched some rock there. They
had strock against some hidden buttress which they had not felt in the
midst of the convulsive fury of the wind which was tossing them. In
tetanus who would feel a prick?

The other sailor, the southern Basque, whose name was Ave Maria,
woent down into the hold, too, came on deck again, and said :

“There are two varas of water in the hold.”

About six feet.

Ave Maria added :

“1In less than forty minutes we shall sink.?

Where was the leak?  They couldw’t find it. Tt was hidden by the
water which was filling up the hold. The vessel had a hole in her hull
somewhere under the water-line, quite forward in the keel.  Tmpossible
to find it—impossible to check it. They had a wound which they could
not staunch.  The water, however, was not rising very fast,

The chief called out:

“ We must work the pump.”

(ialdeazun replied: “ We have no pump left.”

“Then,” said the chief, “ we must make for land.?

“Whore is the lund t”

“T don’t know.”

“Nor L»

“But it must be somewhere.”

129
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“True enough.”

“ Let some one steer for it.”

“ We have no pilot.”

“ Stand to the tiller yourself.”

“We have lost the tiller.”

“ Let’s rig one out of the first beam we can lay hands on,  Nails—
a hammer—quick—some tools.”

“The carpenter’s box is overboard; we have no tools.”

“Well steer all the same; no matter where,”

“The rudder is lost.”

“Where is the boat ! We'll get in and row.”

“The hoat is lost.”

“Well row the wreck.”

“We have lost the oars?

“Well sail.”

“We have lost the sails, and the mast.”

“We'll vig one up with a pole and a tarpaunlin for sail.  Let’s get
clear of this and trust in the wind.”

“There is no wind.”

The wind, indeed, had left them, the storm had fled, and its de-
parture, which they had believed to mean safety, meant, in fact, destrue-
tion. Had the sow-wester continued it might have driven them wildly
on some shore, might have beaten the leak in speed—might, perhaps,
have carried them to some propitious sandbank, and cast them on it
betore the hooker foundered.  The swiftness of the storm, bearing them
away, might have enabled them to reach land; but no more wind, no
more hope.  They were going to die because the hurricane wag over.

The end was near!

Wind, hail, the hurricane, the whirlwind—these are wild combatants
that may be overcome; the storm can be taken in the weak point of its
armor; there are resources against the violence which continually lays
itself open, is off its guard, and often hits wide. But nothing is to be
done against a ealm; it offers nothing to the grasp, of which you can
lay hold.

The winds are a charge of Cossacks; stand your ground and they
disperse.  Calms are the pincers of the executioner.

The water, deliberate and surve, irrepressible and heavy, rose in the
hold, and as it rose, the vessel sunk—it was happening slowly.

Those on board the wreck of the Matutine felt that most hopeless
of catastrophes—an inert catastrophe undermining them. The still and
sinister certainty of their fate petrified them. No stir in the air, no
movement on the sea. The motionless is the inexorable. Absorption
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was sucking them down silently. Through the depths of the dumb
wators—without anger, without passion, not willing, not knowing, not
caring—the fatal centre of the globe was attracting them downwards.
Horror in reposo amalgamating them with itself. It was no longer the
wide opon mouth of the s sea the double jaw of the wind and the wave,
vicious in its threat, the grin of the water-spout, the foaming appetite of
the breakers—it was as if the wretehed beings had under them the
black yawn of the infinite.

They felt themselves sinking into Death's peaceful depths, The
height between the vessel and the water was lessening—that was all.
They could calenlate her disappearance to the moment. It was the
exact reverse of submersion by the rising tide. The water was not
rising towards them, they were sinking towards it.  They were digging
their own grave.  Their own weight was their sextou.

They were being executed, not by the law of man, but hy the law
of things,

The snow was falling, and as the wreek was now motionless, this
white Tint made a cloth over the deck and covered the vessel as with a
winding-sheet.

The, hold was becoming fuller and deeper—no means of getting at
the Jeak. They struck a light and fixed three or four torehes in holes
ax hest they could.  Galdeazun brought some old leathern buckets, and
they tried to bule the hold out, standing in a row to pass them from
hand to hand, but the huckets were past use, the leather of some was
unstitehed, there were holes in the lmttoms of the others, and the
buckets emptied themselves on the way. The difference in quantity
between the water which was making its way in and that which they
veturned to the sea was ludierous—for a ton that entered a glassful was
baled out; they did not improve their condition. It was like the
expenditure of a miser, trying to exhaust a million, half-penny by halt-
penny.

The chief said, “ Let us lighten the wreek.”

During the storm they had lashed together the few chests which
were on deck. These remained tied to the stump of the mast. They
undid the lashings and rolled the chests overboard through a breach in
the gunwale.  One of these trunks helonged to the Basque woman, who
could not repress a sigh.

“Ohy my new cloak lined with searlet!  Oh, my poor stoekings of
birchen-hark lace! Obh, my silver ear-rings to wear at mass on May-
day!”

The deck cleared, there remained the cabin to be seen to. Tt was
greatly encumbered; in it were, as may be remembered, the luggage
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belonging to the passengors, and the bales belonging to the sailors.
They took the luggage, and threw it over the gunwale. They carried
up tho bales and cast them into the sea.

Thus they emptied the cabin. The lantern, the cap, the barrels,
the sacks, the bales, and the water-butts, the pot of soup, all went over
into the waves.

They unscrewed the nuts of the iron stove, long since extinguished;
thoy pulled it out, hoisted it on deck, dragged it to the side, and threw
it out of the vessel.

They cast overboard everything they could pull ont of the deck—
chains, shrouds, and torn rigging.

From time to time the chief took a toreh, and throwing its light on
the figures painted on the prow to show the draft of water, looked to
see how deep the wreck had settled down.



CHAPTER XVITI
THE HIGHEST RESOURCE

T wreck heing lightened, was sinking more slowly, hut none
the less surely.
The hopelessness of {heir situation was without resource
—without mitigation; they had exhausted their last ex-
pedient.

“Is there anything else we can throw overboard !

The doctor, whom every one had forgotten, rose from the com-
panion, and said :

“Yoes?

“What ?” asked the chief.

The doctor answered, “ Our Crime.”

They shuddered, and all eried out :

“Amen”

The doctor standing up, pale, raised his hand to heaven, saying :

“ Kueel down.”

They wavercd—to waver is the preface to kneeling down.

The doctor went on:

“Tet us throw our erimes into the sea, they weigh us downj it is
they that are sinking the ship. Lot us think no more of safety—let us
think of salvation. Our last erime, above ally the erime which we com-
mittod, or rather completed, just now; oh, wretched beings who are
listening to me, it is that which is overwhelming us.  For those who
leave intended murder hehind them, it is an impious insolence to tempt
the abyss. e who sins against a child, sins against God.  True, we
were obliged to put to sea, but it was certain perdition.  The storm,
warned by the shadow of our erime, came on. It is well.  Regret
nothing, however. There, not far oft in the darkness, are the sands of
Vauville and Cape La Hogue. Itis France. There was but one pos-
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sible shelter for us, which was Spain.  France is no less dangerous to
us than England.  Owr deliverance from the sea would have led but to
the gibbet,  Hanged or drowned—we had no alternative. (God has
chosen for us; let us give him thanks. e has vouchsafed us the grave
which cleanses,  Brethren, the inevitable hand is in it.  Remember that
it was we who just now did our best to send on high that child, and
that at this very moment, now as T speak, there is, perhaps, above our
heads, a soul aceusing us hefore a Judge whose eye is on us.  Let us
make the hest use of this last vespite; let us make an effort, if we still
may, to repair, as far as we arve able, the evil that we have wrought.  If
the child survives us, let us come to his aid; if he is dead, lot us seek
his forgiveness.  Let us cast our erime from ns. Lot us ease our con-
seiences of itsweight,  Let us strive that our souls be not swallowed up
betore God, for that ix the awful shipwreck. Bodies go to the fishes,
souls to the devils,  Have pity on yourselves.  Kneel down, I tell you,
Repentanee is the bark which never sinks. You have lost your com-
pass! You are wrong!  You still have prayer.”

The wolves hecame lambs—such transformations ocewr in last
agonies; tigers lick the crucifix; when the dark portal opens ajar,
belief is difficult, unbelief impossible. However imperfeet may be the
different sketehes of religion essayed by man, even when his beliof is
shapeless, even when the outline of the dogma is not in harmony with
the lineaments of the eternity he foresees, there comes in his last hour a
trembling of the soul.  There is something which will begin when life
ix over; this thought impresses the last pang.

A mar’s dying agony is the expiration of a term. In that fatal
secomd he feels weighing on him a diffused vesponsibility.  That which
has heen complieates that which is to he,  The past retwns and enters
into the future. What ix known hecomes as mueh an abyss as the un-
known,  And the two chasms, the one which is full by his faults, the
other of his anticipations; mingle their reverberations. It is this con-
fusion of the two gulfs which terrifies the dying man.

They had spent their last grain of hope on the direction of life;
henee they turned in the other. Their only remaining chanee was in its
dark shadow. They understood it. It came on them as a lngubrious
flash, followed by a velapse of horror.  That which is intelligible to the
dying man is as what is perceived in the lightning.  Everything, then
nothing; yvou sce, then all is blindness.  After death the eyo will
re-open, and that which was a flash will hecome a sun.

They eried out to the doctor:

“Thon, thon, there is no one but thee. Weo will obey thee; what
must we do? speak.”



“CAST YOUR CRIMES INTO THE SEA.”
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The doctor answered :

“The question is how to pass over the unknown precipice, and
reach the other bank of life; which is heyond the tomh, Being the one
who knows the most, my danger is greater than yours. You do well to
leave the choice of the bridge to him whose burden is the heav-
iost.”

Ue added:

“ Knowledge is a weight added to conscience?

e continued :

“ How muech time have we still 27

Galdeazun looked at the water-mark, and answeved :

“A little more than a quarter of an howr.”

“Good,” said the doetor.

The low hood of the companion on which he leant his elbows made
a sort of table; the doctor took from his pocket his inkhorn and pen,
and hix pocket-book out of which he drew a parchment, the same one
on the back of which he had written, a few hours hefore, some twenty
cramped and erooked lines,

“A light,” he said.

The snow, falling like the spray of a cataract, had extinguished the
torches one after another; there was but one left.  Ave Maria took it
out of the place where it had been stuck, and holding it in his hand,
came and stood by the doctor’s side.

The doctor replaced his pocket-hook in his pocket, put down the
pen and inkhorn on the hood of the companion, untolded the parehment,
and said:

“ Listen.”

Then in the midst of the sca, on the sinking deck (a sort of shud-

dering flooring of the tomb), the doctor began a solemm reading, to
which all the shadows scemed to listen.  The doomed men bowed their
heads around him.  The flaming of the toreh intensified their pallor,
. What the doctor read was written in English. Now and then, when
one of those woe-hegone Jooks seemed to ask an explanation, the doctor
would stop, to repeat—whether in French, or Spanish, Basque, or Italian
—the passage ho had just read. Stifled sobs and hollow beatings of the
breast were heard.  The wreck was sinking more and more.

The reading over, the doctor placed the parchment flat on the com-
panion, seized his pen, and on a clear margin which he had carefully
left at the bottom of what he had written, he signed himself :

GERHADUS (FEENTEMUNDE : DOCTOR.

Then, turning towards the others, he said:

“Come, and sign.?
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The Basque woman approached, took the pen, and signed herself,
ASUNCION, .

She handed the pen to the [rish woman, who, not knowing how to
write, made a cross.

The doctor, by the side of this cross, wrote, BARBARA FErMOY, of
Tyreif Island, in the Hebrides.

Theu he handed the pen to the chief of the band.

The chief signed, Garznporra: Captal.

The Genoese signed himself under the chicf’s name, GrANGIRATE.

The Languedocian signed, JACQUES QUARTOURZE: alius, the Nar-
bonnais.

The Proveng¢al signed, Lve-Prerre CApGAROUPE, of the Galleys of
Mahon.

Under these signaturves the doctor added a note:

“ Of the crew of three men, the skipper having been washed over-
board by a sea, but two remain, and they have signed.”

The two sailors aflixed their names underneath the note. The
northern Basque signed himself, GALDEAZUN.

The southern Basque signed, Ave Magia: Thief.

Then the doctor said :

“ (‘apgaroupe.”

“Tere,” said the Provengal.

“Tave you Hardquanonne’s flask 17

“Yes.”

“(Give it me)”

Capgaroupe drauk off the last mouthful of brandy, and handed the
flask to the doctor.

The water was rising in the hold; the wreck was sinking deeper
into the sea. The sloping edges of the ship were covered by a thin
gnawing wave, which was rising. All were crowded on the centre of
the deck.

The doctor dried the ink on the signatures by the heat of the torch,
and folding the parchment into a narrower compass than the diameter
of the neck, put it into the tlask. He called for the cork.

“T1 don’t know where it is,” said Capgaroupe.

“[lere is a piece of rope,” said Jacques Quartourze.

The doctor corked the flask with a bit of rope, and asked for some
tar. Galdeazun went forward, extinguished the signal light with a
piece of tow, took the vessel in which it was contained from the stern,
and brought it, half full of burning tar, to the doetor.

The flask holding the parchment which they had all signed, was
corked and tarrved over.
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“ 1t is done,” said the doctor.

And from ont all their mouths, vaguely stammered in every lan-
guage, came the dismal utterances of the catacombs,

“ dinst soit-il 1”

“ Med culpa!™

“ Asi seal”

“Aro rai!”

“Amen!?

It was as though the sombre voices of Bahel were seattered through
the shadows as Heaven uttered its awful refusal to hear them.

The doetor turned away from his companions in erime and distress,
and took a few steps towards the gunwale. Reaching the side, he
looked into space, and said, in a deep voice:

“ Bist du bei wir 2?

Perchance he was addressing some phantom,

The wreck was sinking,.

Behind the doctor all the others were in a dream.  Prayer mastered
them by maiu force. They did not bow, they were bent. There was
something involuntary in their contrition; they wavered as a sail flaps
when the breeze fails,  And the haggard group took by degrees, with
elasping of hands and prostration of foreheads, attitudes various, yet of
humiliation. Some strange reflection of the deep seemed to soften their
villainous features.

The doetor returned towards them. Whatever had been his past,
the old man was great in the presence of the catastrophe.

The deep reserve of nature which enveloped him preoecupied
without disconcerting him. e was not one to he taken nnawares.
Over him was the calm of a silent horror: on his countenance the
majesty of God’s will comprehended.

This old and thoughtful outlaw unconsciously assumed the air of o
pontiff.

He said:

“Attend to me.”

e contemplated for o moment the waste of water, and added:

“Now we are going to die.”

Then he took the torch from the hands of Ave Maria, and waved it.

A spark broke from it and flew into the night.

Then the doctor cast the torch into the sea.

The torch was extinguished: all light disappeared. Nothing left
but the huge, unfathomable shadow. It wax like the filling up of the
grave.,

In the darkness, the doctor was heard suying:
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“Let us pray.”

All knelt down.

1t was no longer on the snow, but in the water, that they knelt.
They had but a few minutes more.

The doctor alone remained standiug.

The flakes of snow falling on him had sprinkled him with white
tears, and made him visible on the background of darkness. He might
have heen the speaking statue of the shadow.

The doctor made the sign of the cross and raised his voice, while
beneath his feet he felt that almost imperceptible oscillation which pref-
aces tho moment in which a wreck is about to founder. He said:

“ Pater noster qui es in ccelis.”
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The Provencal repeated in French :

“Notre Pére qui étes aux cieux.”

The Irishwoman repeated in Gaelie, understood by the Basque
woman :

“Ar nathair ata ar neamh.”

The doctor continued :

“ Sanctificetur nomen tuwm.”

“Que votre nom soit sanctifid” said the Provencal.

“ Naomhthar hainm,” said the [rishwoman.

“Adveniat regnum tunm,” continued the doctor.,

“Que votre rogne arrive,” said the Proveneal.

“ Tigeadh do rioghachd,” said the Irishwoman.

As they knelt, the waters had risen to their shoulders,  The doctor
went on:

“Fiat voluntas tua”?

£ Que votre volonté soit faite,” stammered the Proveneal.

And the Irishwoman and Basque woman eried :

“ Deuntar do thoil ar an Hhaldunh.”

“Sicut in calo, sicut in terra,” said the doctor,

No voice answered him.

He looked down.  All their heads were under water. They had let
themselves be drowned on their knees,

The doctor took in his right hand the flask which he had placed on
the companion, and raised it above his head.,

The wreck was going down.  As he sank, the doctor murmured the
rest of the prayer.

For an instant his shoulders were above water, then his head, then
nothing remained but his arm holding up the flask, as if he were show-
ing it to the Infinite.

His arm disappeared;; there was no greater told on the deep sea
than there would have been on a tun of oil. The snow continued
falling.

One thing floated, and was carrvied by the waves into the darkness,
[t was the tarved flask, kept afloat by its osier cover.



BOOK TIII

THE CLUILD IN TIE SIHADOW

CHAPTER I

CHESIL

JHE storm was no less severe on land than on sea.
The same wild enfranchisement of the elemonts
had taken place around the abandoned child. The
weak and innocent become their sport in the ex-
penditure of the unreasoning rage of their blind
forees. Shadows discern not, and things inan-
imate have not the clemency they are supposed
5@ to possess.
On the land there was but littlo wind. There
was an inexplicablo dumbness in the cold. There
was no hail. The thickness of the falling snow was fearful.

Hailstones strike, harass, bruise, stun, erush. Snow-flakes do
worse: soft and inexorable, the snow-flake does its work in silence,
touch it, and it melts. Tt is pure, even as the hypoerite is candid, It
is by white particles slowly heaped upon each other that the flake
becomes an avalanche and the knave a eriminal.

The child continued to advance into the mist. The fog presents
but a soft obstacle; hence its danger. It yields, and yet persists. Mist,
like snow, is full of treachery. The child, strange wrestler at war with

all these risks, had succeeded in reaching the bottom of the descent, and
142
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had gained Chesil. Without knowing it he was on an isthinus, with
the ocean on each side; so that he could not lose his way in the fog, in
the snow, or in the darkness, without falling into the deep waters of the
gulf on the right hand, or into the raging bhillows of the high sca on the
left. He was traveling on, in ignorance, hetween these two abysses.
The Isthmus of Portland was at this period singularly sharp and

rugged. Nothing remains at this date of its past configuration. Nince
the idea of manufacturing Portland stone into Roman cement was first
seized, the whole rock has been subjected to an alteration which has
completely changed its original appearance. Calearcous lias, slate, and
trap, are still to be found there, rising from layers of conglomerate, like
teoth from a gum; but the pickaxe has broken up and leveled those
bristling, rugged peaks which were once the fearful perches of the ossi-
frage. The summits exist no longer where the labbes and the skua
gulls used to flock together, soaring, like the envious, to sully high
places. In vain might you seek the tall monolith called Godolphin, an
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old British word, signifying “white cagle” In siunmer you may still
gather on those surfaces, pierced and pertorated like a sponge, rosemary,
pennyroyaly wild hyssop, and sea~fennel, which when infused makes a
good cordial, and that herh full of knots, which grows in the sand and
from which they make matting; but you no longer find gray amber, or
black tin, or that triple species of slate—one sort green, one blue, and
the third the eolor of sage-leaves. The foxes, the badgers, the otters,
and the martens have taken themselves oft 5 on the elitts of Portland, as
well as at the extremity of Cornwall, where there were at one time
chamois, none remain.  They still fish in somoe inlets for plaice and pil-
chards; but the scared salmon no longer ascend the Wey, hetween
Michaelmas and Christmas; to spawn.  No more are seen there, as
during the reign of Elizabeth, those old unknown birds as large as
hawks, who cut an apple in two, but ate only the pips. You never meet
those crows with yellow heaks, ealled Cornish chonghs in English, pyr-
rocorar in Latin, who, in their mischief, would drop hurning twigs on
thatehed voofs, Nor that magie bird, the fubuar, a wanderer from the
Scottish archipelago, dropping from his hill an oil which the islanders
used to hurn in their lamps.  Nor do you ever find in the evening, in
the plash of the ebbing tide, that ancient, logendary neitse; with the feet
of a hog and the bleat of a calf. The tide uo longer throws up the
whiskered seal; with its curled ecars and sharp jaws, dragging itself
along on its nailless paws.  On that Portland—nowadays so changed as
searcely to be recognized—the absence of forests preeluded nightingales;
but now the falcon, the swan, and the wild goose have fled.  The sheep
of Portland, nowadays, are fat and have fine wool; the few scattered
ewes which nibbled the salt grass there two centuries ago, were small
and tough and coarse in the fleece, as became Celtie flocks brought there
by garlic-eating shepherds, who lived to a hundred, and who, at the dis-
tanea of half a mile, could pierce a enirass with their yard-long arrows,
Unenltivated land makes coarse wool.  The Chesil of to-day resembles
in no particular the Chesil of the past, so much has it been disturbed by
man and hy those furious winds which gnaw the vary stones.

At present this tongue of land bears a railway, terminating in a
pretty square of houses, called Chesilton, and there is a Portland station.
Railway carriages voll where seals used to erawl.

The Isthmus of Portland two hundred years ago was a back of
sand, with a vertebral-spine of rock.

The child’s danger changed its form.  What he had had to fear in
the descent was falling to the bottom of the precipice; in the isthmus,
it was falling into the holes. After dealing with the precipice, he must
deal with the pitfalls. Everything on the sea-shore is a trap—the rock
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is slippery, the strand is quicksand. Resting-places are but snares. It
is walking on ico which may suddenly crack and yawn with a fissure,
through which you disappear. The ocean has false stages below, like a
well-arranged theatre.

The long backbone of granite, from which fall away both slopes of

the isthimus, is awkward of access. Tt is difficult to find there what, in
scene-shifters’ language, are termed practicables. Man has no hospitality
to hope for from the occan; from the rock no more than from the wave.
The sen is provident for the bird and the fish alone. Isthmuses are
especially naked and rugged; the wave, which wears and mines them
on either side, reduces them to the simplest form. Everywhere there
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were sharp velief ridges, euttings, frightful tfragments of torn stoue,
yawning with many points, like the jaws of a shark; breaknecks of wet
moss, rapid slopes of rock ending in the sea.  Whosoever undertakes to
pass over an isthius meets at every step misshap blocks, as large as
housex, in the forms of shin-bones, shoulder-blades, and thigh-hones,
the hideous anatomy of dismembered rocks. Tt is not without reason
that these strice of the sea-shore arve called ribs.

The wayfarer must get out as he best can from the confusion of
these ruins. It ix like journeying over the bones of an enormous
skeleton.

Put a ¢hild to this labor of Hereules.

Broad daylight might_have aided him. It was night. .\ guide
was necessary.  Ho was alone. A1l the vigor of manhood would not
have been too mueh.  He had but the feeble strength of a child.  In
detault of a guide, a footpath might have aided him; there was
noue,

By instinet he avoided the sharp ridge of the rocks, and kept to
the strand as much as possible. 1t was there that he met with the pit-
falls.  They were multiplied before him under three forms: the pitfall
of water, the pitfall of snow, and the pitfall of sand. This last is the
most dangerous of all, because the most illusory  To know the peril we
face is alarming ; to be ignorant of it, is {errible, The child was fight-
ing against unknown dangers.  He was groping his way through some-
thing which might, perhaps, be the grave.

He did not hesitate. He went round the rocks, avoided the erev-
ices, guessed at the pitfalls, obeyed the twistings and turnings caused
by such obstacles; yet he went on. Though unable to advance in a
straight line, he walked with a firm step. When necessary he drew
back with energy. LHe knew how to tear himself in time from the
horrid bird-lime of the quicksands. He shook the snow from about
him. He entered the water more than once up to the knees.  Dirveetly
that he left it, his wet knees were frozen by the intense cold of the
night. He walked rapidly in his stiffened garments; yet he took care
to keep his sailor’s coat dry and warm on his chest. He was still
tormented by hunger.

The chances of the abyss are illimitable. Everything is possible in
it, even salvation. The issue may he found, though it he invisible.
How the child, wrapped in a smothering winding-sheet of snow, lost on
a narrow elevation between two jaws of an abyss, managed to cross the
isthinus is what he could not himself have explained. He had slipped,
climbed, rolled, searched, walked, persevered, that is all. Such is the
secret of all triumphs. At the end of somewhat less than half an hour



THE MAN WHO LAUGIIA. 147

he felt that tho ground was rising. He had reached the other shore,
Leaving Chesily ho had gained terra firma,

The hridge which now unites Sandford Castle with Smallmouth
Sands did not then exist. It is probable that in his intelligent groping
he had re-ascended as far as Wyko Regis, where there was then a
tongue of sand, a natural road erossing Bast Fleet,

Ho was saved from the isthmus; but he found himself” again faco
to face with tho tempest, with the cold, with the night.

Before him onee moro lay the plain, shapeless in the density of
impenetrable shadow.  Ilo examined the ground, seeking a footpath.
Suddenly ho bent down. e had discovered, in the snow, something
whicl seemed to him a track. .

It was indeed a track—the print of a foot.  The print was cut oul
clearly in the whiteness of the snow, which rendered it distinetly
visible, o examined it. It was a naked footl 5 too small for that of a
man, too large for that of a child.

[t was prohably the foot of a woman. Beyound that mark was
another, then another, then another.  The foot-prints followed each
other at the distance of a step, and struck across the plain to the right.
They were still fresh, and slightly covered with little snow. .\ woman
hadl just passed that way.

This woman was walking in the diveetion in which the child had
seen the smoke.  With his eyes fixed on the foot-prints; he set himself
to tollow them.




CIHAPTER II
THE EFFECT OF SNOW

E journeyed some time along this course.  Unfortunately the

foot-prints were becoming less and less distinet.  Dense and
B fearful was the falling of the snow. Tt was the time when
B the hooker was so distressed by the snow-storm at sea,

The child, in distress like*the vessel, but after another fashion,
had, in the inextricable intersection of shadows which rose up before
him, no resource but the footsteps in the snow, and he held to it as the
thread of the labyrinth.

Suddenly, whether the snow had filled them up or for some other
reason, the footsteps ceased.  All became even, level, smooth, without
a stain, without a detail.  There was now nothing but a white cloth
drawn over the earth, and a black one over the sky. Tt seemed as if
the foot-passenger had flown away. The child, in despair, bent down
and searched; but in vain.

As he arose he had a sensation of hearing some indistinet sound,
It he could not he sure of it. Tt resembled a voice, a hreath, a shadow.
1t was more human than animal; more sepulchral than living. It was
a sound, hut the sound of a dream.

e looked, but saw nothing,.

Solitude, wide, naked and livid, was before him. He listened.
That which he had thought he heard had faded away. Perhaps it had
been but fancey. He still listened. Al was silent.

There was illusion in the mist.

Ho went on his way again. e walked forward at random, with
nothing thenceforth to guide him.

As he moved away the noise began again, This time he could
doubt it no longer. Tt was a groan, almost a soh.

He turned. He searched the darkness of space with his eyes.  He
148
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saw nothing, The sound arose once more. If limbo could ery out, it
would ery in such a tone,™ - .

Nothing so penetrating, so piercing, so feeble ag the voice—for it
was a voice. It arose from a soul. There was palpitation in the mur-
mur.  Nevertheless, it scemed uttered almost unconsciously. It was an
appeal of suffering, not knowing that it suffered or that it appealed.

The cry,—perhaps a first hreath, perhaps o last sigh,—was equally
distant from the rvattle which closes life and the wail with which it com-
mences. 1t bhreathed, it was stifled, it wept, a gloomy supplication from
the depths of night. The ¢hild fixed his attention everywhere, far,
pear, on high, below., There was no one. There was nothing.  le
listened.  The voice arvose again. He pereeived it distinetly. The
somnd somowhat resembled the bleating of a lamb.

Then he was frightened, and thought of flight.

The groan again. This was the fourth time. It was strangely
miserable and plaintive. One felt that after that last effort, more
mechanieal than voluntary, the ery would probably he extinguished.
It was an expiring exclamation, instinetively appealing to the amount
of aid held in suspense in space, It -was some muttering of agony,
addressed to a possible Providenee,

The child approached in the diveetion from whenee the sound
came,

Still he saw nothing.

He advanced again, watchfully.

Tho complaint continned.  Inarticulate and confused as it was, it
had become elcar—almost vibrating.  The child wax near the voice;
but. where wax it ?

He was elose to a complaint.  The trembling of a ery passed by his
side into space. .\ human moan floated away into the darkness.  This
was what he had met.  Such at least was his impression, dim as the
dense mist in whieh he was lost.

While he hesitated hetween an instinet which nrged him to fly, and
an instinet which commanded him to remain, he perceived in the snow
al his fect, a few steps before him, a sort of undulation of the dimen-
sions of a human hody—a little eminence, low, long, and narrow, like
the mould over a grave—a sepulehro in a white ehureh-yvard.

At the same time the voico eried out. It was from beneath the
undulation that it proceeded. The c¢hild bent down, erouching before
the undulation, and with both his hands began to clear it away.

Boneath the snow which he removed a form grew under his
hands ; and suddenly in the hollow he had made there appeared a pale
face.
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The ery had not proceeded from that face,  Its eyos were shut, and
the mouth open but full of snow.

It remained motionless; it stirred not under the hands of the child.
The ¢hild, whose fingers were numbed with frost, shuddered when he
touched its coldness. It was that of a woman. Mer disheveled hair
was mingled with the snow. The woman was deawd.

Again the child set himself to sweep away the snow.  The neck of
the dead woman appeared; then her shoulders,) elothed in rags.  Sud-
denly he folt something move feebly under his touch. It was some-
thing small that was buried, and which stirred. The child swiftly
cleared away: the snow, discovering o wretehed little hody—thin, wan
with cold, still alive, Iying naked on the dead woman’s naked breast.

It was o little girl.

It had been swaddled up, but in vags so scanty that in its struggles
it had freed itself from its tatters,  Under ity its attenuated limbs, and
above it, its hreath, had somewhat melted the snow. A\ nurse would
have said that it was five or <ix months old, but perhaps it might he a
yvear, for growth, in poverty, suffers heart-hreaking reductions which
sometimes even produce rachitis,.  When its face was exposed to the
air, it gave a ery, the continnation of its sobs of distress. For the
mother not Lo have heard that sob, proved her irrevocably dead.

The child took the infant in his arms,

The stiffened body of the mother was a fearful sight; a speetral
light proceeded from her face,  The mouth, apart and without breath,
seemed to form in the indistinet language of shadows her answer to the
questions put to the dead by the Invisible.  The ghastly reflecetion of
the iey plains was on that countenance,  There was the youthful fore.
head wnder the brown hair, the almost indignant knitting of the eyve-
brows, the pinched nostrils; the elosed eyelids, the lashes glned together
by the rime, and from the corners of the eyves to the corners of the
mountly a deep channel of tears. The snow lighted up the corpse.
Winter and the tombh are not adverse.  The corpse is the icicle of man.
The nakedness of her breasts was pathetic. They had fulfilled their
purpose.  On them was a sublime blight of the life infused into one
being by another from whom life has fled, and maternal majesty was
there instead of virginal purity. .\t the point of one of the nipples was
a white pearl. It was a drop of milk frozen.

Let us explain at once,  On the plains over which the deserted
hoy was passing in his turn, a beggar woman, nursing her infant
and searching for a refuge, had lost her way a few hours betfore.  Be-
numbed with cold she had sunk under the tempest, and could not
rise again.
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The falling snow had covered her.  So long as she was able she had
clasped her little girl to her hosom, and thus died.

The infant had tried to suck the marble hreast. Blind trust,
inspired by nature, for it seems that it is possible for a woman to suckle
her child even after her last sigh.

But the lips of the infant had been unable to find the breast, where
the drop of milk, stolen by death, had frozen, whilst under the snow the
child, more accustomed to the eradle than the tomb, had wailed.

The deserted child had heard the ery of the dying child.

Ho disinterred it.

He took it in his arms.
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When she felt herself in his arms she ceased erying. The faces of
the two children touched each other, and the purple lips of the infant
sought the cheek of the boy, as it had been a breast. The little girl
had nearly reached the moment when the congealed blood stops the
action of the heart.  Her mother had touched her’with the chill of her
own death—a corpse communicates death; its numbness is infectious.
Her feet, hands, arms, knees, scemed paralyzed by cold.  The boy felt
the terrible chill. He had on him a garment dry and warm—his pilot
jacket.  IHe placed the infant on the breast of the corpse, took off his
Jacket, wrapped the infant in it, took it up again in his arms, and now,
almost naked, under the blast of the north wind which covered him
with eddies of snow-flakes, carrying the infant, ho pursued his journey.

The little one having succeeded in finding the boy’s cheek, again
‘applied her lips to it, and, soothed by the warmth, she slept.  First kiss
of those two souls in the darkness.

The mother lay there, her back to the snow, her face to the night;
but perhaps at tho moment when the little boy stripped himself to
clothe the little givl, the mother saw him from the depths of infinity.



CHAPTER I1L
A BURDEN MAKES A ROUGH ROAD ROUGHER

T was little move than four hours since the hooker had sailed

from the creck of Portland, leaving the hoy on the shore.

@ During the long hours sinee he had been deserted, and had

been journeying onwards, he had met but three persons of

that human society into which he was, perchance, about to enter. A

man—the man on the hill—a woman—the woman in the snow—and the
little girl whom he was carrying in his arms.

He was exhausted by fatigue and hunger, yet advanced more reso-
lutely than ever, with less strength and an added burden.  Tle was now
almost naked. The few rags which remained to him, hardened by the
frost, were sharp as glass, and cut his skin.  He became colder, but the
infant was warmer. That which he lost was not thrown away, but was
gained by her.  ile found out that the poor infant enjoyed the comfort
which was to her the renewal of life.  He continued to advance.

From time to time, still holding her securely, he bent down, and
taking a handful of snow he rubbed his feet with it, to prevent their
being frost-bitten. At other times, his throat fecling as if it were on
fire, ho put a little snow in his mouth and sucked it ; this for a moment
assuaged his thirst, but changed it into fever—a relief which was an
aggravation.

The storm had become shapeless from its violence. Deluges of
snow are possible. This was one. The paroxysm scourged the shore at
the same*ime that it up-tore the depths of ocean. This was, perhaps,
the moment when the distracted hooker was going to picces in the
battle of the breakers.

He traveled under this north wind, still towards the cast, over wide
surfacoes of snow. He knew not how the hours had passed. TFor a long
time he had ceased to see the smoke. Such indications are soon effaced
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in the night; besides, it was past the hour when fires are put out. Or
he had, perhaps, made a mistake, and it was possiblo that neither town
nor village existed in the direetion in which he was traveling. Doubt-
ing, he yet persevered.

Two or three times the litile infant evied. Then he adopted in his
eait a rocking movement, and the child was soothed and silenewad.  She
ended by falling into a sound sleep.  Shivering himself, he felt her
warm. e frequently tightened the folds of the jacket round the habe's
neck, so that the frost should not get in throngh any opening, and that
no melted snow should drop hetween the garment and the child.

The plain was unequal.  [n the declivities into which it sloped, the
snow, driven hy the wind into the dips of the ground, was o deep, in
comparison with a child so small, that it almost engulfed him, and he
had to struggle through if, half buvied.  He walked on, working away
the snow with his knees,

Having eleared the ravine, he reached the high lands swept by the
winds, where the snow lay thin.  Then he found the surface a sheet of
ice. The little girl’s Tukewarm breath, playing on his face, warmed it
for a moment, then lingered, and froze in his hair, stiffening it into
icieles,

He felt the approach of another danger. e counld not afford to
fall. He knew that if he did so, he should never riso again.  He was
overcome by fatigue, and the weight of the darkness would, as with the
dead woman, have lield him to the ground, and the ico glued him alive
to the earth.

He had tripped upon the slopes off precipices, and had recovered
himself; he had stumbled into holes, and had got out again.  Thence-
forward the slightest fall would he death; o false step opened for hima
tomh. e must not «lip.  ITe had not strength to rise even to his
knees. Now evervthing was slippery; everywhere there was rime and
frozen snow. The little creature whom he carried made his progress
fearfully difficult.  She was not only a hurden, which his weariness and
exhaustion made exeessive, hut was also an embarrassment.  She oceu-
pied both his arms; and, to him who walks over ice, both arms are a
natural and necessary balaneing-pole,

Tle was obliged to do withont this balance-pole,

He did without it and advanced, bending under his barvden, not
knowing what would beecome of him.

This little infant was the drop causing tho enp of distress to over-
flow.

He advanced, reeling at every step, as if on a spring-board, and
accomplishing, without spectators, miracles of equilibrium. ILet us
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repeat that he was, perhaps, followed on this path of pain by eyes un-
sleeping in the distances of the shadows—the cyes of the mother and
the eves of God.  He staggered, slipped, recovered himself, took care of
the infant, and, gathering the jacket about her, he covered up her head;
stageered again, advanced—slipped—then drew himself up.  The cow-
ardly wind drove against him.  Apparently, he made mueh more way
than was necessary, Lo was, to all appearance, on the plains where
Bincleaves Farm was afterwards established, hetween what are now

called Spring Gardens and the Parsonage Iouse.  Homesteads and cot-
tages oceupy the place of waste lands,  Sometimes less than o century
separates a steppoe from a eity.

Suddenly, a lull having oceurred in the iey blast which was blinding
him, he pereecived, at a short distanee in front of him, a cluster of gables
and of chimneys shown in relief by tho snow.  The reverse of a silhonetto
—a city painted in white ou a black horizon, something like what wo
call nowadays a negative proof. Roofs—dwellings—shelter! He had
amrrived somewhero at last.  He felt the ineffable encouragement of hope.
The watch of a ship which has wandered from her course, feels someo
sueh emotion when he eries, “ Land ho!”
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Ho hwrried his steps.

At length, then, he was near mankind. He would soon be amidst
living creatures. There was no longer anything to fear. There glowed
within him that sudden warmth—security ; that out of which he was
emerging was over; thenceforward there would no longer be night, nor
winter, nor tempest. Tt seemed to him that he had left all evil
chances behind him. The infant was no longer a hurden. [le almost
ran.

His eyes were fixed on the roofs. Thero was lifo there. He never
took his eyes off them. A dead man might gaze thus on what might
appear through the half-opened lid of his scpulehre. There were the
chimneys of which ho had seen the smoke,

No smoke arose from them now. Tle was not long betore he reached
the houses. He came to the outskirts of a town—an open street. At
that period bars to streets were falling into disuse.

The street began by two houses. Tn those two houses neither
caudle nor lamp was to he seen; nor in the whole street; nor in the
wholo town, so far as eye could reach. The house to tho right was a
roof rather than a house—nothing could be more mean. The walls were
of mud, the roof was of straw, and there was more thatch than wall.
A large nettle, springing from the hottom of the wall, reached the roof.
The hovel had but one door, which was like that of a dog-keunel ; and
a window, which was but a hole. All was shut up. At the side an
inhabited pig-sty told that tho house was also inhabited.

The house on the left was large, high, built entirely of stone, with
a slated roof. It was also elosed. It was the rich man’s home, opposite
to that of the pauper.

The boy did not hesitate. Ho approached the great mansion. The
double folding-door of massive oak, studded with large nails, was of the
kind that leads one to expect that behind it there is a stout armory of
bolts and locks. An iron knocker was attached to it. He raised the
knocker with some difficulty, for his benumbed hands were stumps
rather than hands.  ITe kuocked once.

No answer.

He struck again; and two knocks.

No movement was heard in the house.

ITe knocked a third time.

There was no sound. He saw that they were all asleep, and did not
care to get up.

Then ho turned to the hovel. He picked up a pebble from the snow,
and knocked against the low door.

There was no answer.
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He raised himself on tiptoe, and knocked with his pebble against
the pune too softly to break the glass, but loud enough to be heard.

No voice was heard; no step moved; no candle was lighted.

He saw that thoere, as well, they did not care to awake.

The house of stone and the thatched hovel were equally deaf to the
wretched.

The boy decided on pushing on farther, and penetrating the strait
of houses which stretched away in front of him, so dark that it seemed
more like a gulf between two cliffs than the entrance to a town.




CHAPTER TV
ANOTHER KIND OF DESERT

T was Weymouth which he had just entered. Weymouth
then was not the respectable and fine Weymouth of to-day.
Ancient Weymouth did not present, like the present
one, an irreproachable rectangular quay, with an inn and a
statue in honor of George I1l. This vesulted from- the fact that
George ITL had not yet been born,  For the same reason, they had not
vet designed on the slope of the green hill towards the east, fashioned
flat on the soil by cutting away the turf and leaving the bare chalk to
the view, the White Horse, an acre long, bearing the king upon his back,
and always turning, in honor of George IIL., his tail to the city, These
honors, however, were deserved.,  George IIL, having lost in his old
age the intellect he had never possessed in his youth, was not respon-
sible for the calamities of his reign. He was an innocent.  Why not
ereet statues to him ?

Wevmouth, a hundred and eighty yvears ago, was about as sym-
metrical as a gamo of spillikins in confusion.  Tn legends it is said that
Astaroth traveled over the world, carrying on her back a wallet which
contained everything, even good women in their houggs. A pell-mell
of sheds thrown from her devil’s bag would give an idea of that irreg-
ular Weymouth—the good women in the sheds included. The Musie
Hall remains as a specimen of those huildings; a confusion: giSsden
dens, carved, and eaten by worms (which carve in another [ '
shapeless, overhanging buildings, some with pillars, leaning ontages
the other for support agginst the sea wind and leaving between them
awkward spaces of narrow and winding channels, lanes, and passages,
often flooded by the equinoctial tides. A heap of old grandmother
houses, crowded round a grandfather church, such was Weymouth; a

sort of old Norman village thrown 1p on the coast of England.
158
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The traveler who entered the tavern, now replaced by the hotel,
instead of paying royally his twenty-five franes for a fried sole and a
bottle of wine, had to suffer the humiliation of eating a pennyworth of
soup malo of h:’h,—wh]ch soup, hy the bye, was very good.  Wretehed
fare!

The deserted child, carvying the foundling, passed through the tfirst
street, then the second, then the third,  Tle raised his eyves, seeking in
the higher stories and in the roofs a lighted window-pane, hut all were
closed and dark. At intervals he knocked at the doors. No one an-
swerad.,  Nothing makes the heart so like a stone as heing warin hetween
sheets.  The noise and the shaking had at length awakened the infant.
He knew this beeanse he felt her suck his cheek. She did not ery,
believing Tiim her mother,

[Te was about to turn and wander long, perhaps, in the intersections
of the Serambridge lanes, where there were then more cultivated plots
than dwellings, more thorn hedges than houses; but fortunately he
struek into a passage which exists to this day near Trinity schools,
This passage led him to o water-brink, where there was a ronghly huilt
guay with a parapet, and to the right he made out a bhridge, Tt wax the
bridge over the Wey, conneeting Weymouth with Meleombe Regis, and
under the arehes of which the Backwater joins the harbor,

Weymouth, a hamlet, was then the suburb of Meleombe Regis, o
city and port.  Now Meleombe Regis is a pavish of Wevmouth,  The
village has absorbed the eity. Tt wax the hridge whieh did the work.
Bridges are strange vehicles of suetion, whiceh inhale the population, and
sometimes swell one river-hank at the expense of its opposite neighhbor.

The boy went 1o the bridge, which at that period was a covered
timber structure,  Ile crossed i, Thanks to its roofing, there was no
snow on the planks, His bave feet had a moment’s comfort as they
crossed them.  Having passed over the bridge, he was in Meleombe
Regis.  There wgre fewer wooden houses than stone ones, there,  ITe
was no longer in the village, he was in the eity.

The bl'ldge opened on a rather fine street called St Thomas's Street,

g it. Here and there were high earved gables and shop-fronts,
mocking at the doors again: he had no strength left to eall

At Meleombe Regis, as at Weymouth, no one was stirring.  The
doors were all carefully double-locked.  The windows were covered by
their shutters, as the eyes by their lids. Every precaution had been
taken to avoid being aroused by disagreeable surprises.  The little wan-
derer was suffering thd indefinable depression made hy a sleeping town.
Its silence, as of a paralyzed ants’ nest, makes the head swim. Al its
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lethargies mingle their nightmares, its slumbers are a ¢rowd, and from
its human bodies lying prone, there arvises a vapor of dreams. Sleep
has gloomy associates beyond this life: the decomposed thoughts of the
sleepers float above them in a mist which is hoth of death and of life,
and combine with the Possible, which has also, perhaps, the power of
thought, as it floats in space.  Hence arvise entanglements.  Dreams,
those clouds, iuterpose their folds and their transparencies over that
star, the mind.  Above those closed eyelids, where vision has taken the
place of sight, a sepulchral disintegration of outlines and appearances
dilates itself into impalpability. Mysterious, diffused existences amal-
gamate themselves with lifo on that border of death, which sleep is.
Those lavrvie and souls mingle in the aiv.  Even he who sleeps not, feels
a mediwm press npon him full of sinister life.  The surrounding chimera,
in which he suspeets a reality, impedes him, - The waking man, wending
his way amidst the sleep phantoms of others, unconsciously pushes back
passing shadows, has, or imagines that he has, a vague fear of adverse
contact with the invisible, and feels at every moment the obscure press-
ure of a hostile encounter which immediately dissolves. There is some-
thing of the effect of a forest in the nocturnal diffusion of dreams.

This is what is called being afraid without reason.

What a man feels, a child feels still more,

The uneasiness of nocturnal fear, inereased by the spectral houses,
inereased the weight of the sad burden under which he was struggeling.

He entered Conyear Lane, and perecived at the end of that passage
the Backwater, which he took for the ocean. Ile no longer knew in
what direction the sea lay. e retraced his steps, strucek to the left by
Maiden Street, and returned as far as St. A1ban’s Row.

There by chance and without selection, he knocked violently at any
house that he happened to pass.  His blows, ou which he was expending
his last energies, were jerky and without aim; now ceasing altogether
for a time, now renewed as if in irritation. [t was the violenco of his
fover striking against the doors,

One voice answered.

That of Time.

Threo ocloek tolled slowly behind him from the old belfry of St.
Nicholas.

Then all sank into silonce again.

That no inhabitant should have opened a lattice may appear sur-
prising. Nevertheless that silence is in a great measure to be explained.
‘We must remember that in January, 1790, they were just over a some-
what severe outhreak of the plague in London, and that the fear of
receiving sick vagabonds caused a diminution of hospitality every-
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where. People would not even open their windows for fear of inhaling
the poison.

The child felt the coldness of men more terrible than the coldness
of night, The coldness of men is intentional.  He felt a tighteniug on
his siuking heart which he had not known on the open plains.  Now he
had entered into the midst of life, and remained aloue, This was the
sammit of misory.  The pitiless desert he had understood; the unrve-
lenting town was too much to bear.

The hour, the strokes of which he had just counted, had heen
another blow. Nothing is so freezing in certain situations as the voico
of the hour. Tt is a declaration of indifference. Tt is Eternity saying,
“ What does it matter to me §”

He stopped, and it is not certain that, in that miserable minute, ho
did not ask himself whether it would not he easier to lie down there
and die.  However, the little infant leaned her head against his shoulder,
and fell asleep again.

Thix blind confidence set him onwards again. He whom all sup-
ports were failing felt that he was himself a basis of support.  Irresist-
ible summons of duty!

Neither such ideas nor such a situation belonged to his age, 1t is
probable that he did not understand them. It was a matter of instinet.
e did what he chanced to do.

[Te set out again in the diveetion of Johnstone Row.  But now he
no longer walked ; he dragged himself along. e left St. Mary’s Street
to the left, made zigzags through lanes; and at the end of a winding
passage found himself in a rather wide, open space. 1t was a piece of
waste land not built upon; probahly the spot where (‘hesterfield Plaece
now stands.  The houses ended there. He perceived the sea to the
right, and scarcely anything more of the town to his left.

What was to become of him?  Tere was the conntry again.  To
the east great inclined planes of snow marked out the wide slopes of
Radipole.  Should le continue this journey? Should he advance and
re-enter the solitudes? Should he return and re-enter the streets?
What was he to do between those two silenees—the mute plain and the
deaf city? Which of the two refusals should he choose !

There is the anchor of mercy. There is also the look of piteous-
ness, It was that look which the poor little despairing wanderer threw
around him,

All at oncee he heard a menace.



CHAPTER V

MISANTHROPY PLAYS ITS PRANKS

STRANGE and alarming grinding of teoth reached him
through the darkness.

It was enough to drive one hack: he advanced. To
those to whom silence has become dreadful, a howl is

comforting.

That ficree growl re-assured him—that threat was a promise. There
was there a being alive and awake, though it might be a wild beast.
He advanced in the direction whenee eamo the snarl.

He turned the corner of a wall, and, behind, in the vast sepulchral
light made by the reflection of snow and sea, he saw a thing placed ax
if for shelter. It was a cart, unless it was a hovel. It had wheels,—it
was a carriage. Tt had a roof,—it was a dwelling. From the roof arose
a funnel, and out of the funnel smoke, This smoke was red, and seemed
to imply a good fire in the interior. Behind, projecting hinges indi-
cated a door, and in the centre of this door a square opening showed a
light inside the caravan,

LLe approached.

Whatever had growled perceived his approach, and becamo furious.
Tt was no longer a growl which he had to meet, it was a roar. Te
heard a sharp sound, as of a chain violently pulled to its full length,
and suddenly, under the door, hetween the hind wheels, two rows of
sharp white teeth appeared. At the same timoe as the mouth between
the wheels, a head was put through the window.

“ Peace there ! ” said the head.

The mouth was silent.

The head hegan again :

“1s any one there!?

The child answered :
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“Y e
“Who??”

“I”

“You? Who are you? whence do you come?”

“1 am weary,” said the child.
“What oclock 1s it ?”

“I am cold.”

“ What are you doing there 2”?
“T am hungry.”

The head replied:
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“ Every one cannot be as happy as a lord.  Go away.”

The head was withdrawn and the window elosed.

The child bowed his forchead, drew the sleeping infant closer in
his arms, and collected his strength to resume his journey; he had
taken a few steps, and was hurrving away.

However, at the samo time that the window closed the door had
opened ; a step had been let down, the voice which had spoken to the
child eried out angrily from the inside of the van:

“Well! why do you not enter?”

The child turned hack.

“(Come in,” resumed the voice. “Who has sent me a fellow like
this, who is hungry and eold, and who does not come in ?”

The child, at once repulsed and invited, remained motionless,

The voice continued :

“You are told to come in, you young rascal.”

He made up his mind, aud placed one foot on the lowest step.

There was a great growl under the van. He drew back. The
gaping jaws appeared.

“Peace!” ¢ried the voico of the man.

The jaws retreated, the growling ceased.

“Come up !'” continued the man.

The child with difficulty climbed up the three steps. He was im-
peded by the infant so benumbed, rolled up and enveloped in the jacket
that nothing could be distinguished of her, and that she was hut a little
shapeless mass.

Lo passed over the three steps; and having reached the threshold,
stopped.

No candle was burning in the caravan, probably from the cconomy
of want. The hut was lighted only by a red tinge, arising trom the
opening at the top of the stove, in which sparkled a peat fire.  On the
stove was smoking a porringer and a saucepan, containing to all
appearance something to eat. The savory odor was perceptible. The
hut was furnished with a chest, a stool, and an unlighted lantern which
hung from the ceiling. Besides, to the partition were attached some
hoards on brackets and some hooks, from which hung a variety of
things. On the boards, and nails, were rows of glasses, coppers, an
alembie, a vessel rather like those used for graining wax, which are
called granulators, and a confusion of strange objeets of which the child
understood nothing, and which were utensils for cooking and chemistry.
The caravan was oblong in shape, tho stove being in front. It was not
even a little room; it was scarcely a big box. There was more light
outside from the snow than inside from the stove. Everything in the
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caravan was indistinet and misty. Nevertheless, a reflection of the five
on the ceiling enabled the spectator to read in large letters:

TRSUS, PHILOSOPHTER.

The child, in fact, was entering the house of Homo and Ursus.
The one he had just heard growling, the other speaking.

Tho child having reached the threshold, perceived near the stove a
man, tall, smooth, thin, and old, dressed in gray, whose head, as he
stood, reached the roof. The man could not have raised himself on
tiptoe.  The caravan was just his size.

“(lome in !” said the man, who was Ursus,

Tho child entered.

“ Put down your bundle.”

The child placed his burden carefully on the top of the chest, for
fear of awakening and terrifyving if.

The man continued:

“How gently you put it down! You could not he more careful
were it a case of velies, s it that you are atraid of tearing a hole in
vour rags?  Worthless vagaboud! in the streets at this hour! Who
are yon? Answer! But no. [ forbid you to answer.  There! You
are cold.  Warm yourself as quick ax vou can,” and he shoved him hy
the shoulders in front of the fire,

“How wet you are ! Yowre frozen through! .\ nice state to come
into a houso !  Come, take off those rags, you villain ! and as with one
hand, and with feverish haste, he dragged oft the hoy’s rags, which tore
into shreds, with the other he took down from a nail a man's shirt, and
one of those knitted jackets which are up to this day called kiss-me-
quicks.

“ Heve are clothes.”

He choso out of a heap a woolen rag, and chafed before the fire
the limb of the exhausted and bLewildered child, who at that moment,
warm and naked, felt as if ho were seeing and touching heaven. The
limbs having been rubbed, he next wiped the hoy’s feet.

. “Come, you limb! you have nothing frost-hitten. 1 was a fool to
fancy you had something frozen, hind-legs or fore-paws. You will not
lose the use of them this time. Dress yourself!”

The child put on the shirt, and the man slipped the knitted jacket
over it,

“Now. . . . »

The man kicked the stool forward and made the little hoy sit down,
again shoving him by the shoulders; then he pointed with his finger to
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the porringer which was smoking upon the stove.  What the child saw
in the porringer was again heaven to him—uamely, a potato and a bit
of hacon.

“You are hungry—eat.!”?

The man took from the shelf n erust of hard bread and an iron fork,
and handed them to the child.

The boy hesitated.

“Perhaps you expect me to lay the cloth,” said the man, and he
placed the porringer on the child’s lap.

“(tobble that up.”

Munger overcamo astonishment.  The child began to eat. The
poor boy devoured rather than ate. The glad sound of the erunching
of bread filled the hut.  The man grambled :

*“Not so quick, vou horrid glatton!  Tsn’t he a greedy seoundrel !
When sueh seum ave hungry, they eat in a revolting fashion. You
should sco a lord sup.  In my time, 1 have scen dukes eat.  They don’t
eat; that’s noble,  They drink, however. Come, you pig! stuff your-
solf !

Tho absence of ears, which is the concomitant of o hungry stomach,
caused the ehild to take little heed of these violent epithets, tempered as
they weve by charity of action invelving a contradietion resulting in his
benefit.  For the moment he was absorbed by two exigencies and by
two eestasies—food and warmth,

Ursus continued his imprecations, muttering to himself':

“1 have seen King James supping in proprid persond, in the Ban-
queting IMouse, where are to be admired the paintings of the famous
Rubens.  Iis Majesty touched nothing.  This beggar here, browses—
browses, a word derived from brute,  What put it into my head to come
to this Weymouth seven times devoted to the infernal deities ¢ | have
sold nothing since morning. 1T have harangued the snow. 1 have played
the flute to the hurricane. 1 have not pocketed a farthing; and now,
to-night, beggars drop in. Horrid place! There is battle, struggle,
competition between tho fools in the stroet and myself. They try to
give me nothing but farthings. T try to give them nothing but drugs.
Well! to-day I've made nothing. Not an idiot on the highway. Not a
penny in the till. Eat away! Hell-born boy! Tear and erunch! We
have fallen on times when nothing can equal the cynicism of spungers.
Fatten at iy expense, parasite! This wretched boy is more than hun-
gry; he is mad. It is not appetite, it is forocity. Ilo is carvied away
by a rabid virus. Perhaps he has the plague. Have you the plague,
you thief? Suppose he were to give it to Homo! No, never! Let the
populace die, but not my wolf. But, by tho bye, I am hungry myself.
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I declare that this is all very disagreeable. I have worked far into the
night. There are seasons in a man’s life when he is hard pressed. T was
to-night, by hunger. L wus alone. L made a fire. [ had bhut one potato,
one crust of bread, a mouthtul of bacon, and a drop of milk, and T put
it to warm. I said to myself, ‘good.” [ think T am going to eat, and
bang! this crocodile falls upon me at the very moment. Ife installs
himselt clean between my food and myself.  Behold! how my larder is
devastated!  Eat! pike, cat!  You shark! how many teeth have you
in your jaws? Guzzle, wolf-cub; no, T withdraw that word. 1 respeet
wolves.  Swallow up my food, hoa. I have worked all day, and far
into the night, on an empty stomach; my throat is sore; my pancreas
in distress; my entrails torn; and my reward is to seo another eat. "Tis
all one, though!  Wo will divide. e shall have the bread, the potato,
and the bacon, but T will have the milk.”

Just then a wail, fouching and prolonged, arose in the hut.  The
man listened.

“You ery! sycophant! Why do you ery?”

The boy turned towards him; it was evident that it was not he who
cried.  ITe had his mouth full,

The ery continued.

The man went to tho chest.

“So it is your bundle that wails! Vale of Jehoshaphat!  Behold
a voceiferating parcel!  What the devil has your hundle got to e¢roak
about 2"

He unrolled the jacket, an infant’s head appeared, the mouth open
and erying.

“Well! Who goes there ?” said the man.  “ Here is another of
them. When is this to end?  'Who is there?  To arms! corporal! call
out the guard; another bang! What have you brought me, thief?
Dow’t you see it is thirsty ?

“Come! the little one must have a drink. SNo now [ shall not have
even the milk!?

He took down from tho things lying in disorder on the shelf a
bandage of linen, a spouge, and a phial, muttering savagely :

“What an infernal place!”

Then he looked at the little infant.

“MMis is o girl! one can tell that by her seream, and she is drenched
as well.”

He dragged away, as he had done from the boy, the tatters in
which she was knotted up rather than dressed, and swathed her in a
rag, which, though of coarse linen, was clean and dry. This rough and
sudden dressing made the infant angry.
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* She mews relentlessly,” said he.

ITe bit off o long piece of sponge, tore from the roll a square piece
of linen, drew from it a bit of thread, took the saucepan containing
the milk from the stove, filled the phial with milk, drove down the
sponge half-way into its neck, covered the sponge with linen, tied this
cork in with the thread, applied his cheeks to the phial to be sure that
it was not too hot, and seized under his left arm the bewildered bundle,
which was still erying.  “ Come! take your supper, ereature! et mo
snekle you,” and he put the neck of the bottle to its mouth.

The little infant drank greedily.

He held the phial at the necessary incline, grumbling :

“They are all the same, the cowards! When they have all they
want they are silent.”

The child had drank so ravenously, and had seized so cagerly this
breast offered by a cross-grained Providence, that she was taken with a
fit of coughing.

“You are going to choke!?” growled Ursus. .\ fine gobbler this
oue, too!”

He drew away the sponge which she was sucking, allowed the
cough to subside, and then replaced the phial to her lips, saying:

“Suck! you little wreteh !”

In the meauntime the boy had laid down his fork. Seceing the infant
drink had made him forget to eat. The moment before, while he ate,
the expression in his face was satisfaction—now it was gratitude. He
watched the infant’s renewal of life; the completion of the resurrection
hegun by himself filled his eyes with an ineffable brilliancy. Ursus
went on muttering angry words between his teeth. The little boy now
and then lifted towards Ursns his eyes moist with the unspeakable
emotion which the poor little heing felt, but was unable to express.
Ursus addressed him furiously :

“Well, will you eat ??

“And you?” said the child, trembling all over, and with tears in
his eyes.  “ You will have nothing!”

“Will you be kind enough to eat it all up, you cub! There is not
too much for you, since there was not enough for me.”

The child took up his fork, but did not eat.

“ Kat,” shouted Ursus. “ What has it got to do with me? Who
speaks of me? Wretched little barefooted clerk of Peuniless Parish, I
tell you, eat it all up. You are here to eat, drink, and sleep—eat, or
I will kick you out, both of you.”

The boy, under this menace, began to cat again. He had not much
trouble in finishing what was left in the porringer. Ursus, muttered :
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“Phis building is badly joined. The cold comes in by the window
pane.”

A pane had indeed been broken in front, either by a jolt of the
curavan or by a stone thrown by sume mischievous boy.  Ursus had
placed a star of paper over the fracture, which had become unpasted.
The blast entered there.

He was half seated on the chest. The infant in his arms, and at
the same time on his lap, was sucking rapturously at the hottle, in the
happy somnoleney of cherubim before their Creator, and infants at
their mothers’ breast.

“She is drunk,” said Ursus; and he continued, “_After this, preach
sermons on temperance !”?

The wind tore from the pane the plaster of paper, which tlew
across the hut; but this was nothing to the children who were entering

life anew ; whilst the little girl drauk, and the little boy ate, Ursus
grumbled :
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“ Drunkenness begins in the infant in swaddling clothes. What
useful trouble Bishop Tillotson gives himself, thundering against excess-
ive drinking. What an odious draught of wind! And then my stove is
old. It allows puffs of smoke to escape enough to give yvou trichiasis,
One has the inconvenience of cold, and the inconvenience of fire. One
cannot seo clearly. That being over there abuses my hospitality. Well !
I have not been able to distinguish the animal’s face yet. Comfort is
wanting here. By Jove! I am a great admirer of exquisite banquets
in well closed rooms. I have missed my voeation. 1 was born to be a
sensualist.  The greatest of stoies was Philoxenus, who wished to pos-
sess the neck of a erane, so as to be longer in tasting the pleasures of
the table. Receipts to-day, naught. Nothing sold all day. Inhabitants,
servants, and tradesmen, here is the doetor, here are the drugs. You
are losing your time, old friend.  Pack up your physie. Every one is
well down here.  It’s a cursed town, where every one is well! The
skies alone have diarrhawa—what snow!  Anaxagoras taught that the
snow was black; and he was right, cold heing blackness. [ee is night.
What a hurricane! I can faney the delight of those at sea. The hur-
ricane is the passage of demons. It is the row of the tempest fiends
galloping and rolling head over heels above our bone-boxes. In the
cloud this one has a tail, that one has horns, another a flame for a
tongue, another claws to its wings, another a lord chancellor’s paunch,
another an academician’s pate. You may observe a form in every
sound.  To every fresh wind a fresh demon. The ear hears, the eye
sees, the erash is a face.  Zounds! There are folks at sea—that is cor-
tain. My friends! get throngh the storm as best you can. I have
enough to do to get through life.  Come now, do I keep an inn, or do 1
not ' Why should I trade with these travelers. The universal distress
sends its spatterings even as far as my poverty. Into my cabin fall
hideous dvops of the far-spreading mud of mankind. I am given up to
the voracity of travelers. T am a prey—the prey of those dying of
hunger.  Winter, night, a pasteboard hut, an unfortunate friend helow
and without, the storm, a potato, a fire as big as my fist, parasites, the
wind penetrating throngh every erauny, not a half-penny, and bundles
which set to howling. [ open them and find beggars inside. Is this
fair? Besidoes, the laws are violated. Ah! vagabond with your vaga-
bond child! Mischievous pick-pocket, evil-minded abortion, so you
walk the streets after curfew ?  If our good king ounly knew it, would he
not have you thrown into the bottom of a ditch, just to teach you het-
ter! My gentleman walks out at night with my lady, and with the
glass at fifteen degrees of frost, bare-headed and bare-footed. Under-
stand that such things are forbidden. There are rules and regulations,
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you lawless wretches.  Vagabonds are punished, honest folks who have
houses are guarded and protected. Kings are the fathers of their
people. I have my own house. You would have heen whipped in
the public street had you chanced to have heen met, and quite right,
too. There must he ovder in an established ¢ity.  For my own part, [
did wrong not to denounce you to the constable. But 1 am such a fool!
I understand what is right and do what is wrong.  Ol, the ruftian! to
come here in such a state! T did not see the snow upon them when
they camo in; it had melted, and here’s my whole house swamped., |
have an inundation in my home. [ shall have to hurn an ineredible
amount of coals to dry up this lake—couls at twelve farthings, the
miners standard ! How am I going to manage to tit three into this cara-
van! Now it is over; [ enter the nursery; | am going to have in my
house the weaning of the future heggardom of England. | shall have
for employment, office, and funetion, to fashion the miscarried fortunes
of that colossal Prostitute, Misery, to bring to perfection future gallows’
birds, and to give yvoung tnieves the forms of philosophy. The tongue
of the wolf is the warning of God.  And to think that il I had not heen
caten up by ereatures of this kind for the last thirty years, 1 should he
rich; Homo would be fat ; I should have a medicine-chest full of ravities:
as many surgical instruments as Doctor Linacre, surgeon to King Henry
VIIL; divers animals of all kinds; Egvptian mummies, and similar
curiosities; I should be a member of the College of Physicians, and have
the right of using the library, built in 1652 by the celebrated Hervey,
and of studying in the lantern of that dome whence yvou can see the
whole of London. 1 could continue my observations of solar obfusca-
tion, and prove that a caliginous vapor arises from the planet.  Sueh
was the opinion of John Kepler, who was horn the year before the Mas-
sacre of St. Bartholomew, and who was mathematician to the emperor.
Thoe sun is a chimney which sometimes smokes; so does my stove, My
stove is no better than the sun.  Yes, T should have made my fortune:
my part would have been a different one—I should not he the insignifi-
cant fellow I am. I should not degrade science in the highways, for
the erowd is not worthy of the doetrine, the erowd being nothing hetter
than a confused mixture of all sorts of ages, sexes, humors, and condi-
tions, that wise men of all periods have not hesitated to despise, and
whose extravaganee and passion the most moderate men in their justice
detest. Oh, I am weary of existence! After all, one does not live long!
This human life is soon done with. But, no—it is long. At intervals,
that we should not become too discouraged, that we may have the stu-
pidity to consent to bear our being, and not profit by the magnificent
opportunities to hang ourselves which cords and nails afford, nature
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puts on an aiv of taking a little care of man—not to-night, though. The
rogue causes the wheat to spring up, ripens the grape, gives her song to
the nightingale,  From time fo time a ray of morning or a glass of gin,
and that ix what we call happiness! It is a narrow border of good
round a huge winding-sheet of evil. We have a destiny of which the
devil has woven the stuff, and God has sewn the hem.  In the mean-
time, you have eaten my supper, you thief !

Tn the meantime the infant, whom he was holding all the time in his
arms very tenderly whilst he was vituperating, shut its eves languidly
a sign of repletion. Tesus examined the phial, and grumbled :

* She has drunk it all up, the impudent ereature !

He avose, and sustaining the infant with his left arm, with his right
he raised the lid of the chest and drew from beneath it a bear-skin, the
one he called; ax will be remembered, his veal skin,  Whilst he was
doing this he heard the other child eating, and looked at him side-
ways,

“T1t will be something to do if, henceforth, T have to feed thar
growing glutton. It will be a worm gnawing at the vitals of my
industry.”

He spread out, still with one arm, the bear-skin on the c¢hest, work-
ing hix elbow and managing his movements o ax not. to disturb the
sleep into which the infant wax just sinking.

Then he Taid her down on the fur; on the side next the fire.  Hav-
ing done <o, he placed the phial on the stove, and exelaimed :

“'mthirsty, if you like!”

e looked into the pot. There were a few good mouthfuls of milk
left in it; he raised it to his Lipx.  Just as he was about to drink, his
oye fell on the little girl.  He veplaced the pot on the stove, took the
phial, uneorked it, poured into it all the milk that remained, which was
Just sufficient to fill it, replaced the sponge and the linen rag over it, and
tied it round the neck of the hottle,

“ All the same, P'm hungry and thirsty,” he observed.

And he added:

“When one cannot eat bread, one must drink water.”

Behind the stove there was a jug with the spout off.  Ie took it
and handed it to the boy.

“Will you drink ?”

The child drank, and then went on eating.

Ursus seized the piteher again, and conveyed it to his mouth. The
temperature of the water which it contained had been unequally modi-
fied hy the proximity of the stove, '

He swallowed some mouthfuls and made a grimace.
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“ Water! pretending to be pure, thou resemblest false friends.
"Thou art warm at the top and cold at bhottom.”

In the meantime tho boy had finished his supper. The porringer
was more than empty, it was cleaned out,  Ie picked up aud ate peu-
sively a few erumbs canght in the folds of the kuitted jucket on his lap.

Ursus turned towards him.

“That is not all. Now, a word with you. The mouth is not made
only for eating, it is made for speaking. Now that yvon are warmed
and stuffed, you beast, take care of yourself.  You are going to answer
nmy questions.  Whenee do you come 2?

The child replied :

“I do not know.”

“ How do you mean, you don't know !”

“ T was abandoned this evening on the sea-shore.”

“You little scamp ! what’s your name?  He ix so good for nothing
that his relations desert hin.”

“T have no relations.”

“(tive in a little to my tastes; and observe that 1 do not like those
who sing to a tune of fibs.  Thon must have relatives since you have a
sister.”

“1t is not my sister.”

“ It is not your sister !”

" N‘).”

*“ Who is it then !?

“1It i< a baby that I found.”

“ Found 17

“Yes”

“ What ! did you pick her up ? ™

“Yes?”

“Where! If you lie 1 will exterminate youw.”

“ On the breast of a woman who was dead in the snow.”

“Whent”

“ An hour ago.”

“Where??

“ A league from here.”

The arched brow of Ursus knitted and took that pointed shape
which characterizes emotion oun the brow of a philosxopher.

“Dead! Lucky for her! We must leave her in the snow,  She is
well off there. In which direction?”

“In the direction of the sea.”

“Did you cross the bridge ?”

“Yog?
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Ursus opened the window at the back and examined the view.

The weather had not improved. The snow was falling thickly and
mournfully.

He shut the window.

He went to the broken glass; he filled the hole with a rag; he
heaped the stove with peat; he spread out as far as ho could the bear-
skin on the ehest; took a large book which he had in a corner, placed
it under the skin for a pillow, and laid the head of the sleeping infant
on it.

Then he turned to the boy.

“Lie down there.”

The boy obeyed, and stretehed himself at full length by the side of
the infant.

Ursus rolled the bear-skin over the two children, and tucked it
under their feet.

He took down from a shelf, and tied round his waist, a linen belt
with a large pocket containing, no doubt, a case of instruments and
bottles of restoratives,

Then he took the lantern from where it hung to the ceiling and
lighted it., It was a dark lantern. When lighted it still left the chil-
dren in shadow.

Ursus half opened the door, and said :

“1 am going out; do not be atraid. I shall return.  Go to sleep.”

Then letting down the steps, he called Homo.,  Ile was answered
by a loving growl.

Crsus, holding the lantern in his hand, deseended.  The steps were
replaced, the door was veclosed.  The children remained alone.

From without, a voice, the voice of Ursus, said :

“You, boy, who have just eaten up my supper, are you already
asleep 17

“No,” veplied the child.

“Well, if she cries, give her the rest of the milk.”

The clinking of a chain being undone was heard, and the sound of
a man’s footsteps, mingled with that of the pads of an animal, died off
in the distance. A few minutes after, both children slept profoundly.

The little boy and girl, lying naked side by side, were joined through
the silent hours, in the seraphic promiscuonsness of the shadows;. such
dreams as were possible to their age floated from one to the other;
beneath their closed cyelids there shone, perhaps, a starlight; if the
word marriage were not inappropriate to the situation, they were hus-
band and wife after the fashion of the angels. Such innocence in such
darkness, such purity in such an embrace, such foretastes of heaven
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are possible only to childhood, and no immensity approaches the great-
ness of little children. Of all gulfs this is the deepest. The fearful
porpetuity of the dead chained beyond life, the mighty animosity of
the ocean to a wreck, the whiteness of the snow over buried bodies, do
not equal in pathos two children’s mouths meeting divinely in sleep,
and the meeting of which is not even a kiss. A betrothal perchance,
perchance a eatastrophe.  The unknown weighs down upon their juxta-
position. It charmng, it tervifies; who knows which ? It stays the pulse.
Lunocence is higher than virtue. Innocence is holy ignorance. They
slept.  They were in peace. They were warm. The nakedness of thei:
bodies, embraced each in each, amalgamated with the virginity of their
souls. They were there as in the nest of the abyss.



CHAPTER VI
THE AWAKING

HE beginning of day is sinister. A sad pale light penetrated
the hut. It was the frozen dawn. That wan light which
throws into velief the mournful reality of objects which are
blurred into spectral forms by the night, did not awake the

children, so soundly were they sleeping.  The caravan was warm. Their
hreathings alternated like two peacetul waves, There was no longer a
hurricane without. The light of dawn was slowly taking possession of
the horizon. The constellations were being extinguished, like candles
blown out one after the other. Ouly o few large stars resisted.  The
deep-toned song of the Infinite was coming from the sea.

The fire in the stove was not quite out. The twilight broke, little
by little, into daylight. Tho boy «lept less heavily than the girl. At
length, a ray brighter than the others broke through the pane, and he
opened his eves.  The sleep of childhood ends in forgetfulness. He lay
in a state of semi-stupor, without knowing where he was or what was
near him, without making an effort to remember, gazing at the ceiling,
and setting himself an aimless task as he gazed dreamily at the letters
of the inscription—Ursus, Philosopher—which, being unable to read, he
oxamined without the power of deciphering,.

The sound of a key turning in the lock caused him to turn his head.

The door turned on its hinges, the steps were let down. Ursus was
returning. He ascended the steps, his extinguished lantern in his hand.
At the same time tho pattering of four paws fell upon the steps. It was
Homo, following Ursus, who had also returned to his home.

The hoy awoke with somewhat of a start. The wolf, having prob-
ably an appetite, gave him a morning yawn, showing two rows of very
white teeth. He stopped when he had got half-way up the steps, and
placed both forepaws within the caravan, leaning on the threshold, like

17
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a preacher with his olbows on the edge of the pulpit. He sniffed the
chest from afar, not being in the habit of finding it ocenpied as it then
was. His wolfine form, framed by the doorway, was designed in hlack
against the light of morning. He made up his mind, and entered. The
boy, seeing the wolf in the caravan, got out of the hear-skin, and, stand-
ing up, placed himself in front of the little infant, who was sleeping
more soundly than ever.

Ursus had just hung the lantern up on a nail in the ceiling.
NSilently, and with mechanical deliberation, he unbuckled the helt in
which was his case, and replaced it on the shelf.  He looked at nothing,
and seemed to see nothing. His eyes were glassy.  Something was
moving him deeply in his mind.  is thoughts at length found breath,
as usual, in a rapid outtlow of words.  He exclaimed :

“Happy, doubtless!  Dead! stone dead!”

[Te bent down, and put a shovelful of turf mould into the stove;
and as he poked the peat, ho growled out:

“[ had a deal of trouble to find her. The misehief of the unknown
had buried her under two feet of snow. Had it not been for Homo, who
seex as elearly with his nose as Christopher Columbus did with hix
mind, T should he still there, seratehing at the avalanche, and playing
hide and seek with Death.  Diogenes took his lTantern and sought for a
man; | took my lantern and sought for a woman. He found a sarcasm,
and 1 found mourning. How cold she was, 1 touched her hand—a
stone!  What silenee in her eyes. How can any one bhe such a fool as
to die and leave a child behind! It will not be convenient to pack
three into this box., .\ pretty family [ have now! .\ hoy and a givl I

Whilst Ursus was speaking, Homo sidled up close to the stove,
The hand of the sleeping infant was hanging down hetween the stove
and the chest, The wolf set to licking it.  He licked it so softly that
he did not awake the little infant.

Ursus turned round.

“Waell done, HHomo. I shall be father, and you shall be unele.”

Then he betook himself again to arranging the fire with philosoph-
ical care, without interrupting his aside.

“Adoption! Tt is settled; Homo is willing.”

He drew himself up.

“T should like to know who is responsible for that woman's death?
Isitman? or . . . . 2

He raised his eyes, but looked beyond the ceiling, and his lips mur-
mured :

“1s it Thout”

Then his brow dropped, as if under a burden, and he continued:
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“The night took the trouble to kill the woman.”

Raising his eyes, they met those of the boy, just awakened, who
was listening.,  Ursus addressed him abruptly :

“What are you langhing ubout ?”

The boy answered :

“1 am not laughing.”

Ursus felt a kind of shoek, looked at him fixedly for a few minutes
and said :

“Then you ave frightful.”

The interior of the earavan, on the previous night, had been so dark
that Ursus had not yet sceu the hoy's face,  The broad daylight vevealed
it. He placed the palms of his hands on the two shoulders of the boy,
and, examining his countenanee more and more piercingly, exelaimed :

“ Do not langh any more!”

“1 am not laughing,” said the child.

Ursus was seized with a shudder from head to foot,

“You do laugh, 1 tell yon.”

Then seizing the child with a grasp which would have been one of
fury had it not been one of pity, he asked him, roughly :

“Who did that to yon!”

The child veplied:

“1 don’t know what you mean.”

“IHow long have you had that laugh ?”

“T have always been thus,” said the ehild.

TUrsus turned towards the chest, saying in a low voice:

“T thonght that work was out of date.”

He took from the top of it, very softly, so as not to awaken the
infant, the book which he had placed there for a pillow.

“Let us see Conguest,” he murmured.

1t was a bundle of paper in folio, bound in soft parchment. He
turned the pages with his thumb, stopped at a certain one, opened the
book wide on the stove, and read :

“¢ De Denasatis) it is herve?

And he continued :

“Dueca fissa usque ad anres, gengivis denudatis, nasoque murdridato,
masca eris, et videbls seniper.”

“There it is for cortain.”

Then he replaced the book on one of the shelves, growling:

“It might not he wholesome to inquire too deeply into a case of
the kind. We will remain on the surface; laugh away, my boy!”

Just then the little girl awoke. Her good-day was a cry.

“ Come, nurse, give her the breast,” said Ursus.
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The infant sat up. Ursus, taking the phial from the stove, gave it
to her to suck.

Then the sun arose. He was level with the horizon.  His red rays
gleamed through the glass, and struck against the face of the infant,
which was turned towards him. Her eyeballs, fixed on the sun,
reflected his purple orbit like two mirrors.  The eyeballs were immov-
able, the eyelids also,

“See!” said Ursus.  “She is blind.”




PART 11

BY ORDER OF THE KING

BOOK 1

TIIE EVERLASTING PRESENCE OF TIIIS PAST-
MAN REFLECTS MAN

CHAPTER I

LORD CLANCHARLIE

IHERE was, in those days, an old tradition.

That tradition was Lord Linnaus (Clancharlio,

Linnieas Baron Clancharlie, a contemporary
of Cromwell, was one of the peers of England, fow
in number be it said, who accepted the republie.
The reason of his acceptance of it might, indeed,
for want of a better, be found in the fact that for
the time being, the republic was trinmphant. Tt
was a matter of course that Lord Clancharlie
should adhere to the vepublie, as long as the
repubho had the upper hand; but after the close of the revolution and
the fall of the pmhamentmy government, Lord Clancharlie had per-
sisted in his fidelity to it. It would have heen casy for the noble
patrician to re-enter the reconstituted upper house, repentance being
ever well received on restorations, and Charles IT. being a kind prince
enough to those who returned to their allegiance to him; but Lord
Clancharlie had failed to understand what was dune to oevents. While
182
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the nation overwhelmed with acclamation the king, come to retake pos-
gession of England; while unanimity was recording its verdict, while
the people were bowing their salutation to the monarchy, while the
dynasty was rising anew amidst a glorious and triumphant recantation,
at the moment when the past was hecoming the future, and the future
becoming the past, that nobleman remained refractory, e turned his
head away tfrom all that joy, and voluntarily exiled himself.  While he
sould have been a peery he preferred being an outlaw.  Years had thus
passed away. e had grown old in his fidelity to the dead republie
and was therefore erowned with the ridicule which is the natural reward
of such folly.

[1e had vetived into Switzerland, aud dwelt in a sort of Tofty ruin
on the hanks of the Lake of Geneva.  He had chosen his dwelling in
the most rugged nook of the lake, hetween Chillon, where is the dun-
geon of Bonnivard, and Vevay, where is Ludlow’s tomb,  The rugaed
Alps, filled with twilight, winds and clouds; were around him: and he
lived there, hidden in the great shadows that fall tfrom the mount-
ains. He was rarely met by any passer-hy. The man was out of hLis
country, almost out of his century.  \t that time, to those who under-
stood and were posted in the affairs of the period, no resistance to estal-
lished things was justifiable,  England was happy; a restoration is as
the reconciliation of hushand and wite, prince and nation veturn to each
other; no state can be more graceful or more pleasant,  Great Britain
beamed with joy; to have a king at all was a good deal—but further-
more, the king was a charming one. Charles T was amiable, a man of
pleasure, yet able to govern, and great, if not after the fashion of
Louis X1V. [e was essentially a gentleman.  Charles 11 was admired
by his subjeets.  He had made war in Hanover for reasons hest known
to himscelf; at least, no one else knew them.  He had sold Dunkirk to
France, a manauvre of state poliey.  The Whig peers, coneerniug whom
Chamberlain says, “The eursed vepublie infeeted with its stinking
breath several of the high nobility,” had had the good sense to how to
the inevitable, to conform to the times, and to vesume their seats in
the House of Lords. Mo do so it sufticed that they should take the oath
of allegiance to the king. When these facts were considered, the glo-
rious rveign, the excellent king, august princes given hack by divine
mercy to the people’s love; when it was remembered that persons of
such consideration as Monk, and, later on, Jefferies, had rallied round
the throne ; that they had been properly rewarded for their loyalty and
zeal by the most splendid appointments and the most luerative offices;
that Lord Clancharlie could not be ignorant of thix, and that it only
depended on himself to be seated by their side, glorious in his honors;



186 THE MAN WHO LAUGHS.

that England had, thanks to her king, risen again to the summit of
prosperity ; that London was all banquets and carousals; that every-
body was riech and enthusiastie, that the court was gallant, gay, and
wagnificent ;—if by chance, far from these splendors, in some melan-
choly, indeseribable half-light, like nightfall, that old man, c¢lad in the
same garb as the common people, was observed pale, absent-minded,
bent towards the grave, standing on the shore of the lake, scarce heed-
ing the storm and the winter, walking as though at random, his eye
fixed, his white hair tossed by the wind of the shadow, silent, pensive,
solitary, who could forbear to smile ! o

It was the sketeh of a madman. Wi

Thinking of Lord (lancharlie, of what he might have been and
what he was, a smile was indulgent; some laughed out aloud, others
could not restrain their anger. It is easy to understand that men of
sense were much shocked by the insolence implied by his isolation.

One extenuating civeumstance: Lord Clancharlie had never had
any brains.  Fvery one agreed on that point.

It is disagreeable to see one’s fellows practice obstinacy. Imita-
tions of Regulus are not popular, and public opinion holds them in
some derision.  Stubborn people are like repronches, and we have a
right to laugh at them.

Besides, to sum up, are these perversities, these rugged notehes,
virtues?  Is there not in these excessive advertisements of self-ubne-
gation and of honor, a good deal of ostentation? Tt is all parade more
than anything else.  Why such exaggeration of solitude and exile? to
carry nothing to extremes is the wise man’s maxim. Be in opposition
if you choose, blame if you will, but decently, and crying out all the
while, “ Long live the King.” The true virtue is common sense—what
falls ought to fall, what succeeds ought to succeed. Providence acts
advisedly, it crowns him who deserves the ¢rown; do you pretend to
know better than Providence? When matters are settled—when one
rule has replaced another—when suceess is the seale in which truth and
falsehood are weighed, in one side the catastrophe, in the other the
triumph ; then doubt is no longer possible, the honest man rullies to
the winning side, and although it may happen to serve his fortune and
his family, he does not allow himself to be iufluenced by that consider-
ation, but thinking only of the public weal, holds out his hand heartily
to the conqueror.

What would become of the state if no one consented to serve it t
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Would not everything come to a standstill? To keep his place is the
duty of a good citizen. Learn to sacrifice your secret preferences.
Appointments must be filled, and some one must necessarily sacrifice
himself. To be faithful to publie functions is true fidelity. The retire-
ment of publie officials would paralyze the state.  What! banish your-
self '—how weak! As an example 2—what vanity !  As a defiance ’—
what audacity ! What do you set yourself up to be, T wonder? Learn
that we are just as good as you. If we chose we too could he infract-
able and untamable, and do worse things than you; but we prefer to
be sensible people.  Beeause I am a Trimaleion, you think that I could
not he a Cato!  What nonsense !

il

NEVER was a sitnation more clearly defined or more decigive than
that of 1660. Never had a course of conduet been more plainly indi-
cated to a well-orderad mind.  England was out of (‘romwell's graxp.
Under the vepublic many irregularities had been committed.  British
prepouderance had been ereated. With the aid of the Thirty-Years’
war, Germany had been overcome; with the aid of the Fronde, Franee
had been humiliated ; with the aid of the Duke of Braganza, the power
of Spain had been lessened.  Cromwell had tamed Mazarin; in igning
treaties the Protector of England wrote his nane above that of the King
of I'rance. The United-Provinees had heen put under a fine of eight
millions; Algiers and Tunis had been attacked; Jamaica conquered;
Lisbon humbled; French rivalry encouraged in Barceelona, and Masa-
nicllo in Naples; Portugal had been made fast to England; the seas
had heen swept of Barbary pirates from Gibraltar to Crete; maritimo
domination had been founded under two forms, Vietory and Connneree,
On the 10th of August, 1653, the man of thirty-three victories, the old
Admiral who called himself the sailors’ grandfather, Martin Happertz
Tromp, who had beaten the Spanish, had been destroyed by the Fnglish
fleet. The Atlantic had been cleared of the Spanish navy, the Pacifie
of the Duteh, the Mediterranean of the Venetian, and by the Navigation
Acts, England had taken possession of the sea-coast of the world. By
the ocean she commanded the world; at sea the Duteh flag humbly
saluted the British flag. Franee, in the person of the Ambassador Man-
c¢ini, bent the knee to Oliver Cromwell ; and Cromwell played with (falais
and Dunkirk as with two shuttlecocks on a battledore. The continent
had been taught to tremble, peace had been dictated, war declared, the
British Ensign raised on every pinnacle. By itself the Protector’s regi-
ment of Ironsides weighed in the fears of Ewrope against an army.
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Cromwell used to say, “ Twish the Republic of Fngland to be yespected, as
was vespected the Republie of Lome?  No longer were delusions held
suered; speech was free; the press was free.  In the publie street men
said what fthey listed; they printed what they pleased without control
or censorship. The equilibrinm of thrones had been destroyed. The
whole order of European monarehy, in which the Stuarts formed a link,
had been overtnrned.  But at last England had emerged from this
odious order of things, and had won its pardon.

The indulgent Charles 11, had granted the declaration of Breda.
TIe had conceded to England oblivion of the period in which the son of
the Huntingdon brewer placed his foot on the neek of Louis XTIV,
England said its med eulpd, and breathed again.  The cup of joy was,
as we have just said, full; gibbets for the regicides adding to the uni-
versal delight. .\ restoration is a smile; but a few gibbets are not out
of place, and satisfaction is due to the conscience of the publie, Mo he
good subjecets was theneeforth the people’s sole ambition.  The spirit of
Tawlessness had heen expelled. Royalty was reconstituted.  Men had
recovered from the follies of polities.  They moeked at revolution, they
jeered at the republie, and as to those times when such strange words
as ight, Liberty, Progress, had been in the mouth—why, they laughed
al sucelh hbombast ! Admirable was the return to common sense.  Kng-
land had been in a dream, What joy to be quit of such errors!  Was
ever anything so mad?  Where should we be if every one had his
rights?  Faney every one’s having a hand in the government? Can
you imagine a city ruled by its eitizens?  Why, the citizens are the
team, and the team cannot be driver.  To put to the vote is to throw to
the winds. Would you have states driven like clouds?  Disorder can-
not build up order.  'With chaos for an architect, the edifice would he a
Babel.  And, besides, what tyranny is this pretended liberty!  As for
me, I wish {o enjoy myselt; not to govern. It is a bore to have to vote;
T want to dance. A prince is a providence, and takes ecave of us all.
Trly the king is generous to take so much trouble for onr sakes.
Besides, he is to the manner horn. e knows what it is.  It’s his busi-
ness.  Peace, War, Legislation, Finance—what have the people to do
with such things? Of course the people have to pay; of course the
people have to serve; but that should suffice them. They have a place
in policy; from them come two essential things, the army and the
budget. To be liable to contribute, and to be liable to serve; is not that
enough?  What more should they want? They are the military and
the financial arm. A magnifiecent »éle. The king reigns for them, and
they must roward himn accordingly. Taxation and the eivil list are the
salaries paid by the peoples and earned by the prince. The people give
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their blood and their money, in return for which they arve led.  To wish
to lead themselves! what an absurd idea! They require a guide ; being
ignorant, they are blind.  Tlas not the blind man his dog?  Only the
people have a lion, the king, who consents to act the dog.  How kind
of him!

But why are the people ignorant? because it is good for them,
Tgnorance is the guardian of Virtue.  Where there is no perspective
there is no ambition. The ignorant man is in useful darkness, which,
suppressing sight, suppresses covetonsness: whenee innocenece,  He who
reads, thinks; who thinks, reasons.  But not to reason is duty; and
happiness as well.  These truths are incontestable; soeiety is hased on
them.

Thus had sound social doetrines been re-established in England;
thus had the nation been reinstated. At the same time a correet taste
in literature was reviving.  Shakspearve was despised; Dryden admired.
“Dryden is the greatest poct of England, and of the century,? said Ater-
bury, the translator of “\echitophel” It was about the time when M.
Huet, Bishop of Avranches, wrote to Sawmaise, who had done the author
of “ Paradise Lost” the honor to refute and abuse himn,—*Iow can ypon
trouble yourself about so mean « thing as that Milton ?” Exvervihing
was falling into its proper place: Dryden above, Shakspeare helow
Charles TI. on the throne, Cromwell on the gibbet,  England was raising
herself out of the shame and the excesses of the past. It is a great
happiness for nations to be led back by monarehy to good ovder in the
state and good taste in letters,

That such benefits should be misunderstood, is diflicult to believe,
To turn the cold shoulder to (‘harles L., to reward with ingratitude the
magnanimity which he displayed in ascending the throne—was not
such conduet abominable?  Lord Linnweus (lancharlie had inflicted this
vexation upon houest men. To sulk at his country’s happiness, alack,
what aberration!

We know that in 1650 Parliament had drawn up this form of deela-
ration :—* I promise to remain faithful to the republic, without king, sor-
ereign, or lord” Under pretext of having taken this monstrous oath,
Lord Clancharliec was living out of the kingdom, and, in the face of the
goneral joy, thought that he had the right to be sad.  He had a mo-
rose osteem for that which was no more, and was absurdly attached to
things which had been.

To excuse him was impossible, The kindest-hearted abandoned
him; his friends had long done him the honor to helieve that he had
entered the republican ranks only to observe the more closely the flaws
in the republican armor, and to smite it the more surely when the day
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should come, for the sacred cause of the king. These lurkings in
ambush for the convenient hour to strike the enemy a death-blow in
the back, are attributes of loyalty. Such a line of conduet had heen
expected of Lord Clancharlie, so strong was the wish to judge him
favorably; but, in the face of his strange persistence in republicanism,
people were obliged to lower their estimate.  FEvidently Lord Clan-
¢harlie was confirmed in his convietions—that is to say, an idiot!

The explanation given by the indnlgent, wavered between puerile
stubbornmess and senile obstinacy.

The severe and the just went further; they blighted the name of
the renegade.  Folly has its rights, but it has also its limits. .\ man
may be a brute, but he has no right to be a rebel.  And, after all, what
was this Lord (lancharliec? A deserter. He had fled his eamp, the
aristoeracy, for that of the enemy, the people.  This faithful man was
a traitor. It is true that he was a traitor to the stronger, and faithful
to the weaker; it is true that the camp repudiated by him was the con-
quering eamp, and the camp adopted by him, the conquered; it is true
that by his treason he lost everything—his political previloges and his
domestie hearth, his title and his country. He gained nothing but ridi-
cule, he attained no henefit but exile.  But what does all this prove I—
tha' he was a fool.  Granted.

Plainly a dupe and traitor in one.

Let o man be as great a fool as he likes, so that he does not set a
had example.  Fools need only he eivil, and in consideration thereof
they may aim at heing the basis of monarchies. The narrowness of
Clancharlie’s mind was incomprehensible.  His eyes were still dazzled
by the phantasmagoria of the rovolution. He had allowed himself to
he taken in by the republie—yes; and cast out. Ho was an affront to
his country.  The attitude he assumed was downright felony. Absence
was an insult.  He held aloof from the publie joy as from the plague.
In his voluntary banishment he found some indeseribable refuge from
the national rejoicing.  He treated loyalty as a contagion: over the
widespread gladness at the revival of the monarchy, denounced by him
as a lazaretto, he was the black flag. What! could he look thus askance
at order reconstituted, a nation exalted, and a religion restored? Over
such serenity why cast his shadow? Take umbrage at England’s con-
tentinent ! Must he be the one blot in the clear blue sky? Be as a
threat! TProtest against a nation’s will! refuse his Yes to the universal
consent! [t would bo disgusting, if it were not the part of a fool.

Jlancharlie could not have taken into account the fact that it did
not matter if one had taken the wrong turn with Cromwell, as long as
one found oue’s way back into the right path with Monk.
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Take Monk’s case,  He commands the republican army. Charles 171,
having been informed of his honesty, writes to him,  Monk, who com-
bines virtue with tact, dissimulates at first, then suddenly at the head
of his troops dissolves the rebel parliainent, and re-establishes the king
on the throne. Monk is ereated Duke of Albemarle, has the honor of
having saved society, becomes very rich, sheds a glory over his own
time, is created Kuight of the Garter, and has the prospect of heing
buried in Westminster Abbey. Such glory is the reward of British
fidelity !

Lord Clancharlie could never rvise to a sense of duty thus carried
out. He had the infatuation and obstinacy of an exile. Ile contented
himself with hollow phrases. He was tongue-tied by pride.  The words
conseience and dignity are but words, after all.  One must penetrato to
the depths.  These depths Lord Clancharlie had not reached.  His % eye
was single,” and before committing an act, he wished to observe it so
closely as to be able to judge it by more senses than one.  ITence
arose absurd disgust to the facts examined. No man can be a states-
man who gives way to such overstrained delicacy. Excess of con-
scientiousness degenerates into infirmity.  Seruple is one-handed when a
sceptre is to be seized, and an eunuch when fortune is to be wedded.
Distrust seruples; they drag you too far. Unreasonable fidelity is like
a ladder leading into a cavern—one step down, another, then another,
and there you are in the dark. The clever ve-ascend; fools remain in
it.  Conscience must not be allowed to practice such austerity. If it be,
it will fall until, from transition to transition, it at length reaches the
deep gloom of political prudery. Then one is lost. Thus it was with
Lord Clancharlie.

Principles terminate in a precipice.

He was walking, his hands behind him, along the shores of the
Lake of (teneva. A fine way of getting on !

In London they sometimes spoke of the exile. He was aceused
before the tribunal of public opinion. They pleaded for and against
him. The cause having been heard, he was acyuitted on the ground of
stupidity.

Many zealous friends of tho former republic had given their ad-
herence to the Stuarts. For this they deserve praise. They naturally
calumniated him a little. The obstinate are repulsive to the compliant.
Men of sense, in favor of good places at Court, weary of his disagrecable
attitude, took pleasure in saying, “ If he has not rallied to the throne, it is
because he has not been sufficiently paid,” ete. * He wanted the chancellor-
ship which the king has given to Hyde? One of his old friends went so
far as to whisper, ¢ Ie told me so himself? Remote as was the solitude
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of Linnweus Clancharlie, something of this talk would reach him through
the outlaws he met, such as old regicides like .Andrew Broughton, who
lived at Lausanme. Clancharlie confined himself to an impereoptible
shrug of the shoulders, a sign of profound detevioration.  Oun one occa-
sion he added o the shrug these foew words, murmured in a low voice,
“ I pily those who belicee such things.?

v

CrarLEs 11, good man! despised him.  The happiness of England
under Charles IL was more than happiness, it was enchantment. A
restoration is like an old oil painting, blackened by time and re-var-
nished.  All the past re-appeared, good old manners returned, heautiful
women reigned and governed.  Evelyn notices it.  We read it in his
journaly * Luxury, profaneness, contempt of God. I saw the king on
Sunday: evening with hix courtesans, Portsmouth, (leveland, Mazarin,
and two or three othersy all nearly naked, in the gaming-room.” We
feel that there is ill-nature in this deseription, for Evelyn was a griun-
bling Puritan, tainted with republican reveries. o did not appreciato
the profituble example given by kings in those grand Babylonian
gayeties, which, after all, maintain luxury.  He did not understand the
utility of vice.  Here is a maxim : Do not extirpate viee, if you want to
have charming women; if you do you wre like idiots who destroy the
chrysalis whilst they delight in the butterfly.

Charles 1., as we have said, scarcely remembered that a vebel called
Clancharlie existed; but James I, was more heedful. Charles II.
governed gently, it was his way ; we may add, that he did not govern
the worse on that account. A sailor sometimes makes og a rope
intended to baffle the wind, a slack knot which he leaves to the wind to
tighten. Such is the stupidity of the storm and of the people.

The slack knot very soon becomes a tight one,  So did the govern-
ment of Charles T1.

Under James TIL the throttling began; a necessary throttling of
what remained of the revolution. James I1. had a landable ambition to
be an efficient king. The reign of Charles IT. was, in his opinion, but a
sketeh of restoration. James wished for a still more complete return
to order. He had, in 1660, deplored that they had confined themselves
to the hanging of ten regicides. Ho was a more genuine reconstructor
of authorvity. He infused vigor into serious principles. He installed
true justice, which is superior to sentimental declamations, and attends,
above all things, to the interests of society. In his protecting severities
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wo recognizo tho father of the state. He entrusted the hand of justice
to Jeferies, and its sword to Kirke.  That nseful Colonel; one day, hung
and rehung the same man, a republican, asking him cach time:
“Will you renounce the republic ??
The villain, having each time said “ No,” was dispatehed,

<

“I hanged him four times,” said Kirke, with satisfaction. The re-
newal of executions is a great sign of power in the executive authority.
Lady Lisle, who, though she had sent her son to fight against Mon-
mouth, had concealed two rebels in her house, was executed ; another
rebel, having been hounorable enough to declare that an anabaptist female
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had given him shelter, was pardoned, and the woman was hurned alive,
Kirke, on another occasion, gave a town to understand that he knew its
prineiples to he republican, by hanging nineteen burgesses. These
reprisals were certainly legitimate, for it must be remembered that,
under (‘romwell, they cut off the noses and ecars of the stone saints in
the churches.  James 11, who had had the sense to choose Jefferies and
Kirke, was a prince imbued with frue veligion; he practiced mortifica-
tion in the ugliness of his mistresses; he listened to lo Pére la Colom-
bitre, a preacher almost as unetuous as le Pere Cheminais, but with
more fire, who had the glory of heing, during the first part of his life,
the conuselor of James IL, and, during the latter, the inspirer of Mario
Alacoque. It was, thanks fo this strong religious nourishment, that
later on, James IT. was enabled to bear exile with dignity, and to exhibit,
in his retivement at Saint Germain, the spectacle of a king rising supe-
rior to adversity, calimly touching for king’s evil, and conversing with
Josuits,

Tt will he readily understood that such a king would trouble him-
self to a certain extent about such a rebel as Lord Linnaus Clancharlie,
Hereditary peerages have a certain hold on the future, and it was evi-
dent that if any precautions were necessary with rvegard to that lord,
James [1. was not the man to hesitate.



CHAPTER II

LORD DAVID DIRRY-MOIR

ORD LINN/AEUS (‘LANCHARLIE had not always been old
and proseribed; he had had his phase of youth and passion.
We know from Harrison and Pride that Cromwell, when
young, loved women and pleasure, a taste which, at times
(amother reading of the text “ Woman ™), betrays a seditions man.  Dis-
trust the loosely-clasped givdle.  Male precinctum jueenem carete. Lord
Clancharlie, like Cromwell, had had his wild hours and his irregular-
ities.  He was known to have had a natural ehild, a son.  This son
was horn in England in the last days of the republie, just as his father
wax going into exile.  TTence he had never seen his father.  This has-
tard of Lord Clancharlie had grown up as page at the court of Charles
[I. He was styled Lord David Divey-Moir: he was a lord by conrtesy,
his mother being & woman of quality.  The mother, while Lord (lan-
charlie was becoming an owl in Switzerland, made up her mind, being
a heauty, to give over sulking, and was forgiven that Goth, her fiest
lover, hy one undeniably polished and at the same time a royalist, for it
was the king himself.

She had been but o short time the mistress of Charles 11, sufti-
ciently long, however, to have made his majesty—who was delighted to
have won so pretty a woman from the republic—bhestow on the littlo
Lord David, the son of his conquest, the office of keeper of the stick,
which made that bastard officer, boarded at the king’s expeuse, by a
natural revulsion of fecling, an ardent adherent of the Stuarts.  Lord
David was for some time one of the hundred and seventy wearing the
great sword, while afterwards, entering the corps of pensioners, he
became one of the forty who bear the gilded halberd. He had, besides
beiug one of the noble company instituted by Henry VIIL as a body-
195




196 TIHHE MAN WHO LAUGHS.

guard, the privilege of laying the dishes on the king’s table. Thus it
was that whilst his father was growing gray in exile, Lovd David pros-
pered under Charles I1.

After which he prospered undor James I1.

The king is dead. TLoung live the king! Tt is the non deficit alter,
aureys.

t was on the accession of the Duke of York, that he obtained per-
mission to call himself David Lord Dirry-Moir, from an estate which
his mother, who had just died, had left him, in that great forest of Scot-
land, where he found the Krag, a bird which scoops out a nest with its
beak in the trunk of the oak.

IT

Jaaes TL was a king, and affeeted to he a general. e loved to
surround himself with young officers.  He showed himself frequently in
publie on horseback, in a hehmet and enirass, with a huge projecting wig
hanging helow the helmet and over the cuirass—a sort of equestrian
statue of imbecile war.  He took a faney to the graceful mien of the
voung Lord David. Ie liked the royalist for being the son of a repub-
lican.  The repudiation of a father does not damage the foundation of
a cowrt fortune, The king made Lord David gentleman of the bed-
chamber, at a salary of a thousand a year.

It was a fine promotion. A gentloman of the bedehamber sleeps
near the king every night, on a hed which is made up for him. There
are twolve gentlemen, who relieve each other.

Lord David, whilst he held that post, was also head of the king’s
granary, giving out corn for the horses and receiving a salary of 260/
Under him were the five conchmen of the king, the five postilions of
the king, the five grooms of the king, the twelve footmen of the king,
and the four chair-bearers of the king. He had the management of the
race-horses which the king kept at Nowmarket, and which cost his
majesty 600L a year. 1le worked his will on the king’s wardrobe, from
which the knights of the garter are furnished with their robes of cere-
wony. He was saluted to the ground by the usher of the black rod,
who belongs to the king. That usher, under James 1I., was the knight
Duppa. Mr. Baker, who was elork of the crown, and Mr. Brown, who
was clerk of the Parliament, howed low to Lord David. The court of
England, which is magnificent, is a model of- hospitality. Lord David
presided, as one of the twelve, at banquets and receptions. He had the
glory of stunding behind the king on offertory days, when the king
gives to the church the golden byzantiun; on collar-days, when the
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king wears the collar of his order; on communion days, when no one
takes the saerament excopting the king and the prinees. It was he who,
on Holy Thursday, introduced into his majesty’s presence the twelve
poor men to whom the king gives as many silver penco as the years of
his age, and as many shillings as the years of his reign. The duty
devolved on him, when the king was ill, to c¢all to the assistance of hix
majesty the two grooms of the almonry, who are priests, and to prevent
the approach of doctors without permission from the couneil of state.
Besides, he was licutenant-colonel of the Scoteh Regiment of Guards,
the one which plays the Seottish march. As suchy he made several
campaigns, and with glory, for he was a gallant soldier.  He was a
brave lovd, well-made, handsome, generous, and majestic in look and in
manner. s person was like his quality. He was tall in stature, as
well as high in birth.

At one time he stood a chance of heing made groom of the stole,
which would have given him the privilege of putting the king’s shirt on
his majesty : but to hold that offico it was uecessary to be either prince
or peer.  Now, to ereate a peer is a sevious thing; it is to create a peer-
age, and that makes many people jealous. It is a favor; a tavor which
gives the king one friend and a hundred enemies, without taking into
account that the one friend becomes ungrateful.  James 1L, from policy,
was indisposed to cveate peerages, but he transferred them freely. The
transfer of a peerago produces no kensation. It is simply the continua-
tion of a name, The order is little affected by it.

The good-will of royalty had no objection to raise Lord David
Dirry-Moir to the upper house so long as it could do so hy means of a
substituted peerage. Nothing would have pleased his majesty better
than to transform Lord David Dirry-Moir, lord by courtesy, into a lord
by rignt.

11

THE opportunity occurred.

Ono day it was announced that several things had happened to the
old exile, Lord Clancharlie, the most important of which was that he
was dead. Death does just this much good to folks : it causes a little talk
about them. DPeople related what they knew, or what they thought
they know, of the last years of Lord Linnweus. What they said was
probably legend and conjecture. If these random tales were to be ered-
ited, Lord Cluncharlie must have had his republicanism intensified
towards the end of his life, to the oxtent of marrying (strange obstinacy
of the exile!) Ann Bradsbaw, the daughter of a regicide; they were
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precice about the name. She had alco died, it was said, but in giving
birth to a boy. If these details should prove to be correct, his child
would, of course, bo the legitimate and rightful heir of Lord Clancharlie.
These reports, however, were extremely vague in form, and were rumors
rather than facts.  Cireumstances - which happenced in Switzerland, in
those days, were as remote from the Kngland of that period as those
which take place in China from the Eugland of to-day. Lord Clan-
charlic must have been fifty-nine at the {ime of his marriage, they said,
and «ixty at the bivth of his son, and mnst have died shortly after, leav-
ing his infant orphaned both of father and mother.  This was possible,
perhaps, bhut improbable.  They added that the child was beantiful as
the day—just as we read in all the fairy tales.  King James put an end
to these rumors, evidently without foundation, by declaring, one fine
morning, Lord David Dirry-Moir sole and positive heir i defanlt of
legitimate issue, and by his royal pleasure, of Lord Linnweus Clancharlie,
his natural father, the absence of all other issue and deseent being estab-
lished, patents of which grant were registered in the House of Lords,
By these patents the king instituted Tord David Dirry-Moir, in the titles,
rights, and prerogatives of the late Lord Linnwus Clancharlie, on the
sole condition that Lowd David should wed, when she attained a mar-
ringeable age, a girl who was, at that time, a mere infant a few months
old, and whom the king had, in her eradle, ereated a duchess, no one
knew exactly why; or, rather, every one knew why. This little infant
was called the Duchess Josiana,

The English fashion then ran on Spanish names. One of Charles
I bastards was called (rlos; Farl of Plymouth. 1t is likely that
Josiana was a contraction for Josefa-y-Ana. Josiana, however, may
have been a name—the feminine of Josias. One of Henri 1112s gen-
tlemen was called Josias du Passage.

Tt was to this little duchess that the king granted the peerago of
Clancharlie,  She was a peeress till there should be a peer; the peer
should he her husband. The peerage was founded on o double castle-
ward, the barony of Clancharlio and the barony of Hunkerville ; hesides,
the barons of Clancharlic were, in recompense of an ancient feat of
arms, and by royal license, Marquises of Corleone, in Sicily.

Peers of England cannot bear foreign titles; there are, nevertheless,
exceptions; thus—Ienry Arundel, Baron Arundel of Wardour, was, as
well as Lord Clifford, a Count of the Holy Roman Empire, of which
Lord Cowper is a prince. The Duke of Hamilton is Duke of Chatel-
herault, in France; Basil Feilding, Earl of Denbigh, is Count of Haps-
burg, of Lauffenberg, and of Rheinfelden, in Germany. The Duke of
Marlhorough was Prince of Mindelheim, in Suabia, just as the Duke
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of Wellington was Prince of Waterloo, in Belgium. The same Lord
Wellington was a Spanish Duke of (iudad Rodrigo, and Portugnese
Count of Vimiera.

There were in England, and there are still, lands both noble and

commoun. The lands of the Lords of Clancharlio were all noble.  These
lands, burghs, bailiwicks, fiefs, rents, frecholds, and domains, adherent
to the peerage of Clancharlie-Hunkerville, belonged provisionally to
Lady Josiana, and the king declared that, once married to Josiana, Lord
David Dirry-Moir should be Baron (lancharlie.

Besides the Clancharlie inheritance, Lady Josiana had her own
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tortune,  She possessed great wealth, much of which was derived from
the gifts of Madame sans quene to the Duke of York., Madame sans
quene is short for Madame.  Henrietta of England, Duchess of Orleans,
the iady of highest rank in France atter the queen, was thus callod.

Y

Havine prospered under Charles and James, Lord David prospered
under William.  His Jacobite feeling did not reach to the extent of
following James into exile,  While he continued to love his legitimate
king, he had the good sense to serve the nsurper; he was, moreover,
although sometimes disposed to rebel against discipline, an excellent
officer.  He passed from the land to the sea forees, and distinguished
himself in the White Squadron. He rose in it to be what was then
called eaptain of a light frigate.  Altogether he made a very fine fellow,
carrying to a great extent the eleganeies of viee; a bit of a poet, like
every one else; agood servant of the state; a good servant to the prince;
assiduous at feasts, at galay, at ladies’ receptions, at ceremonies, and in
hattle; servile in a gentleman-like way; very haughty ; with eyesight
dull or keen, according to the objeet examined; inclined to integrity;
obsequious or arrogant, as occasion reguired ; frank and sineeve ou first
acquaintance, with the power of assuming the mask afterwards; very
observant of the smiles and frowns of the royal humor; careless before
a sword’s point; always ready to risk his life on a sign from his majesty
with heroism and complaceney ; capable of any insult but of no impolite-
ness; a man of courtesy and etiquette, proud of kneeling at great regal
coremonies; of a gay valor; a courtier on the surface, a paladin below ;
quite young at forty-five, Lord David sang French songs, an elegant
gayety which had delighted Charles TI.  He loved eloquence and fine
language. 1le greatly admired those celebrated discourses which are
called the funeral orations of Bossuet.

From his mother he-had inherited almost enough to live on, about
10,0000, o year. 1lfe managed to get on with it—by running into debt.
[n magnificence, extravagance, and novelty he was without a rival.
Directly he was copied he changed his fashion.  On horscback he wore
loose hoots of cow-hide, which turned over, with spurs. He had hats
like nohody else’s; unheard-of lace, and bands of which he alone had
the pattern.



CHAPTER III
THE DUCHESS JOSIANA

OWARDS 1705, although Lady Josiana was twenty-three
and Lord David forty-four, the wedding had not yet taken
place, and that for the hest reasons in the world.  Did they
hate each other? Far from it; but what cannot escape from

you inspires you with no haste to obtain it. Josiana wanted to remain
free, David to remain young. To have no tie until as late as possible
appeared to him to be a prolongation of youth. Middle-aged young
nmen abounded in those rakish times. They grew gray as young fops.
The wig was an accomplice; later on, powder became the auxiliary, At
tifty-five Lord Charles Gerrard, Baron Gerrard, one of the Gerrarvds of
Bromley, filled London with his successes. The yvoung and pretty
Ducliess of Buckingham, Countess of (‘oventry, made a fool of herself
for love of the handsome Thomas Bellasys, Viscount Fauconberg, who
was sixty-seven. People quoted the famous verses of Corneille, the
septuagenarian, to a girl of twenty—*“Warquise, si mon visage” Women,
too, had their suecesses in the autumn of life. Witness Ninon and
Marion. Such were the models of the day.

Josiana and David earried on a flirtation of a particular shade.
They did not love, they pleased, each other. To he at each other’s side
sufficed them. Why hasten the couclusion? The novels of those days
carried lovers and engaged couples to that kind of stage which was the
most becoming. Besides, Josiana, while she knew herself to he a bas-
tard, felt herself a princess, and carried her authority over him with a
high tone in all their arrangements.  She had a faney for Lord David.
Lord David was handsome, but that was over and above the bargain.
She considered him to be fashionable.

To be fashionable is everything. Caliban, fashionable and magnif-

icent, would distance Ariel, poor. Lord David was handsome; so much
203
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the better. The danger in being handsome is being insipid; and that
he was not.  ITe betted, boxed, ran into debt. Josiana thought great
things of his horses, his dogs, his losses at play, his mistresses. Lowd
David, on his side, bowed down before the fascinations of the Duchess
Josiana—a maiden without spot or seruple, haughty, inaceessible and
andacious. He addressed sonnets to her, which Josiana sometimes read.
In these sonnets he declaved that to possess Josiana would be to rise to
the stars, which did not prevent his always putting the ascent off to the
following vear. He waited in the antechamber outside Josiana’s heart;
and this suited the convenience of both. At court all admired the good
taste of this delay. Lady Josiana said, “1t is a bore that I should be
obliged to marry Rord David; I, who would desire nothing better than
to be in love with him!#

Josiana was “the flesh.” Nothing could he more resplendent,  She
was very tall—too tall. Her hair was of that tinge which might be
called red gold. She was plump, fresh, strong, and rosy, with immense
boldness and wit.  She had eyes which were too intelligible.  She had
neither lovers nor chastity, She walled hevself round with pride. Men!
oh, fie! a god only would he worthy of her, or a monster. It virtue
consists in the protection of an inaccessible position, Josiana possessed
all possible virtue, but without any innocence. She disdained intrigues;
but she would not have been displeased had she been supposed to have
engaged in some, provided that the objects were uncommon, and pro-
portioned to the merits of one so highly placed. She thought little of
her reputation, but much of her glory. To appear yiclding, and to be
unapproachable, is perfection. Josiana felt herself majestic and material,
Hers was a cumbrous heauty. She nsurped rather than charmed.  She
trod upon hearts. She was earthly. She would have been as much
astonished at being proved to have a soul in her hosom as wings on her
back. She discoursed on Locke; she was polite; she was suspected of
knowing Arabie.

To be the “flesh” and to be woman are two different things. Where
a woman is vulnerable, on the side of pity, for instance, which so readily
turns to love, Josiana was not. Not that she was unfecling. The
ancient comparison of flesh to marble is absolutely false. The beauty
of flesh consists in not being marble ; its beauty is to palpitate, to trem-
ble, to blush, to bleed, to have firinness without hardness; to be white
without heing cold; to have its sensations and its infirmities; its beauty
is to be life, and marble is death,

Flesh, when it attains a certain degree of bheauty, has almost a c¢laim
to the right of nudity; it conceals itself in its own dazzling charms as in
a veil. e who might have looked upon Josiana nude, would have per-
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ceived her outlines only through a surrounding glory.  She would have
shown herself without hesitation to a satyr or a cunuch.  She had the
self-poggession of a goddess.  To have made her nudity a torment, ever
elnding a pursuing Tantalus, would have been an amusement to her.
The king had made her a duchess; and Jupiter a Nereid—a double
irradiation of which the strange brightuess of this ereature was com-

posed. In admiring her you felt yourself becoming a pagan and a
lackey. Iler origin had been bastardy and the ocean.  She appeared to
have emerged from the foom. From the stream had risen the first jet
of her destiny; but the spring was royal. In her there was something
of tho wave, of chance, of the patrician, and of the tempest.  She was
well read and accomplished. Never had a passion approached her, yet
she had sounded them all. She had a disgust for realizations, and at
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the same time a taste for them. If she had stabbed horself, it would,
like Lueretia, not have been until afterwards.  She was a virgin stained
with every defilement in its visionary stage. She was a possible Astarte
in a veal Diana.  She was, in the insolence of high birth, tempting and
inaceessible,  Nevertheless, she might find it amusing to plan a fall tor
herself.  She dwelt in a halo of glory, halt wishing to descend from it,
and perhaps feeling curions to know what a tall was like.  She was a
little too heavy for her clowd. To err is a diversion. Prineely uncon-
straint has the privilegoe of experiment; and what is frailty in a plebeian,
is only frolie in a duchess. Josiana was in everything—in birth, in
beanty, in irony, in brilliancy—almost a queen.  She had felt a mo-
ment’s enthusiasm for Louis de Boufflers, who used to break horse-shoes
hetween his fingers.  She regretted that Hercules was dead.  Sho lived
in some undefined expectation of a voluptuous and supreme ideal.

Morally, Josiana brought to one’s mind the line of Horace, Desinit
in piscem :

*Un beau torse de femme en hydre se termine.™

Hers was a noble neck, a splendid hosom, heaving harmoniously
over a royal heart, a glance full of life and light, & countenance pure
ad haughty, and who knows? below the surface was there not, in a
semi-transparent and misty depth, an undulating, supernatural prolon-
gation, perchance deformed and dragon-like—a proud virtue ending in
vice in the depths of dreams,

11

Wrrn all that she was a prude.

[t was the fashion.

Remember Elizabetl,

Elizabeth was of a type that prevailed in England for three cent-
uries: the sixteenth, seventeenth, and eighteenth.  Elizabeth was morve |
than English, she was Anglican. Hence the deep respect of the Episco-
palian Chureh for that queen—a vespeet vesented by the Church of
Rome, which counterbalanced it with a dash of excommunication. In
the mouth of Sixtus V., when anathematizing Elizabeth, malediction
turned to madrigal: “ Un gran cereello di principessa,? he says.  Mary
Stuart, less concerned with the church and more with the woman part
of the question, had little respect for her sister Klizabeth; and wrote to
her as queen to queen and coquette to prude: * Your disinelination to
marriage arises from your not wishing to lose the liberty of being made
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love to.” Mary Stuart played with the fan, Elizabeth with the axe. An
uneven match. They were rivals, besides, in literature.  Mary Stuart.
composed French verses; Elizabeth translated Horace, The ugly Eliza-
beth decreed herself beautiful; liked (uatrains and acrosties; had the
keys of towns presented to her by cupids; bit her lips, after the Italian
fashion, rolled her eyes after the Spanish; had in her wardrobe three
thousand dresses and costumes, of which several were for the character
of Minerva and Amphitrite; esteemed the Irigh for the width of their
shoulders; covered her farthingale with braids and spangles: loved
roses; cursed, swore, and stamped; struck her maids of honor with her
clenched fists; used to send Dudley to the devil; beat Burleigh, the
(‘hanecllor, who would ery—poor old fool! spat on Mathew; collarved
Hatton; boxed the ecars of Essex; showed her legs to Bassompicrre;
and was a virgin.,

What she did for Bassompierre, the Queen of Sheba had done for
Solomon,* consequently she was right, Holy Writ having «reated the
precedent.  That which is biblical may well be Auglican.  Biblical pre-
cedent goes so far ax to speak of a child, who was called Ebnehaquem
or Melilechet, that is to say, the Wise Man's son.

Why object to such manners? Cynicism is at least ax good as
hypoerisy.

Nowadays England, whose Loyola is named Wesley, casts down her
eyes a little at the remembranee of that past age.  She is vexed at the
memory, yet proud of it.

Amidst such manners as these; o taste for deformity existed, espe-
cially amongst women, and singularly amoungst beautiful women.  Where
is the use of heing beautiful if one does not possess a haboon?  Where
is the charm of heing a (ueen if one eannot bandy words with a dwarf’?
Mary Stuart had “been kind” to the bandy-legged Rizzio.  Maria The-
resa, of Spain, had been “somewhat familiar” with a negro.  Wheneo
the black abbess.  1n the alcoves of the great century, a hump wasthe
fashion; witness the Marshal of Luxembourg, and before Luxembonrg,
Condg, “such a pretty little man!”

Beauties themselves might be ill-made without detriment; it was
admitted. Anne Boleyn had one breast higger than the other, six fin-
gers to one hand, and a projecting tooth; La Vallitre was bandy-legged ;
which did not hinder Honry VIIL from going mad for the one, and
Louis XIV. for the other.

Morals were equally awry., There was not a woman ot high rank

*Regina Suba coram rege crura denudavit.—S8chicklardus in Prowmio Tarich Jer-
sici, K. G5,
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who was not teratological.  Agnes contained the prineiples of Melusina.
They were women by day, ghouls by night. They songht the scaffold
to kiss the heads of the newly heheaded on their ivon stakes. Margue-
rite de Valois, a predecessor of the prudes, wore, fastened to her belt,
the hearts of her dead lovers in tin boxes, padlocked.  Henry IV, had
hidden himself under her farthingale,

In the eighteenth century the Duchess de Berry, daughter of the
Regent, was in herself an abstract, of obseene and royal type, of all
these ereatures,

These fine ladies, moreover, knew Latin, - From the sixteenth cent-
wry this had been acconnted a feminine accomplishment,  Lady Jane
Grey had carried fashion to the point of knowing Hebrew.  The Duchess
Josiana Latinized.  Then (another fine thing) she was seeretly a Catholie;
after the manner of her unele, Charles L, vather than her father, James
I James IT. had lost his erown for his Catholicism, and Josiana did
not care to risk her peerage. Thus it was that while a (atholic amongst.
her intimate friends and the refined of both sexes, she was outwardly a
Protestant for the benetit ot the rift-raff.

This is the pleasant view to take of veligion. You enjoy all the
good things belonging to the official Episcopalian Church, and Tater on
vou die; like Grotius, in the odor of Catholicity, having the glory of a
mass heing said for you by le Pére Petau.

Although plump and healthy, Josiana was, we repeat, a perfeet
prude,

At times; her gleepy and voluptuous way of dragging out the end
of her phrases, was like the ereeping of a tiger’s paws in the jungle.

The advantage of prudes is that they disorganize the human race.
They deprive it of the honor of their adherence. Beyond all, keep the
haman species at a distanee; this is a point of the greatest impovtance,

When one has not got Olympus, one must take the Hotel de Ram-
houillet. Juno resolves herself into Araminta. A pretension to divinity
not admitted, creatos affectation.  In default of thunder-claps there is
impertinence,  The temple shrivels into the houdoir. Not having the
power to he a goddess, she is an idol.

There is besides, in pridery, a certain pedantry which is pleasing
to womon. Tho coquette and the pedant are neighbors.  Their kinship
is visille in the fop. The subtile is derived from the sensual. Gluttony
affects delicacy, a grimace of disgust conceals cupidity. And then
woman feels her weak point guarded by all that casuistry of gallantry
which takes the place of seruples in prudes. It is a line of circumvalla-
tion with a ditch. Every prude puts on au air of repugnance. It is a
protection. She will consent, but she disdains—for the present.
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Josiana had an uneasy conscience,  She felt snch a leaning towards
immodesty that she was a prude. The recoils of pride in the direction
opposed to our vices lead us to those of a contrary nature, It was the
excessive effort to be chaste which made her a prude.  To be too much
on the defensive points to a secret desire for attack; the shy woman is
not strait-laced.  She shut herself np in the arrogance of the exceptional
cireumstances of hor rank, meditating, perhaps, all the while some sud-
den lapse from it,

It was the dawn of the eighteenth century.  England was a sketeh
of what France was during the regency.  Walpole and Dubois are not
unlike. Marlborongh was fighting against his former king, James I1.,
to whom it was said he had sold his sister, Miss Churchill.  Bolinghroke
was in his meridian, and Richelien in his dawn,  Gallantry found its
convenience in a certain medley of ranks.  Men were equalized by the
sume vices as they were later on, perhaps, by the same ideas,  Degrada-
tion of rank, an avistoeratie prelude, bogan what the revolution was to
complete. 1t was not very far off the time when Jélyotte was seen
publicly sitting, in broad daylight, on the bed of the Marquise ’Epinay.
[t ix true (for manners re-echo cach other) that in the sixteenth cent-
wry Smetonw’s nighteap had been found under Anne Boleyw's pillow,

If the word woman signifies fault, as I forget what Couneil deeided,
never was woman so womanlike as then.  Never, covering her frailty
by her eharms; and her weakuess by her omnipotence, has she elaimed
absolution more imperiously. In making the forbidden the permitted
fruit, Kve fell; in making the permitted the forbidden fimit, she
trinmphs,  That is the climax. In the eighteenth century the wife
bolts out her husband. She shuts herself up in Eden with Satan.
Adamn is left outside.
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ALL Josiana’s instinets impelled her to yvield herself gallantly rather
than to give herself legally. To surrender on the score of gallantry
implies learning, recalls Menaleas and Amaryllis, and is almost a
literary act.  Mademoiselle de Seuddéry, putting aside the attraction of
ugliness for ugliness’ sake, had no other motive tor yielding to Pélisson.

The maiden a sovereign, the wife a subject, such was the old
English notion.  Josiana was deferring the hour of this subjection as
long as she could.  She must eventually marry Lord David, since such
was the royal pleasure. It was a necessity, doubtless; hut what a pity!
Josiana appreciated Lord David and showed him off.  There was
between them a tacit agrecment, neither to conelude nor to hreak off the
engagement.  They eluded each other.  This method of making love,
one step in advance, and two back, is expressed in the dances of the
period, the minuet and the gavotte,

It is unbecoming to be married—fades one’s vibbhons, and makes
one look old. An espousal is a dreary absorption of brillianey., A
woman handed over to you hy a notary, how commonplace! The
bratality of marriage creates definite situations; suppresses the will;
kills choice; has a syntax, like grammar; replaces inspivation by
orthography ; makes a diclation of love; disperses all Life’s mysteries;
diminishes the rights both of sovereign and subject; by a turn of the
scale destroys the charming equilibrium of the sexes, the one robust in
bodily strength, the other all-powerful in feminine weakness: strength
on one side, heanty on the other; makes one o master and the other a
servant, while without marriage one is a slave, the other a queen.

To make Love prosaically decent, how gross! to deprive it of all
impropriety, how dull!

Lord David was ripening.  Forty; ’tis a marked period. e did
not perceive this, and in truth he looked no move than thirty. e con-
sidered it more amusing to desive Josiana than to possess her. e
possessed others.  He had mistresses.  On the other hand, Josiana had
dreamns,

The Duchess Josiana had a peculiarity, less rare than it is supposed.
One of her eyes was blue and the other black. Her pupils were made
for love and hate, for happiness and misery. Night and day were min-
gled in her look.

Her ambition was this; to show herself capable of impossibilities.
One day she said {o Swift:

“You people fancy that you know what scorn is.”
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“You people,” meant the human race.

She was a skin-deep Papist.  Her Catholicism did not exceed the
amounnt necessary for fashion. She would have been a Puseyite in the
present day.  She wore great dresses of velvet, satin, or moire, some
composed of fifteen or sixteen yvards of material, with embroideries of
gold and silver; and round her waist many knots of pearls, alternating
with other precious stones.  She was extravagaut in gold lace. Some-
times she wore an embroidered cloth jacket like a bachelor.  She rode
on a man’s saddle, notwithstanding the invention of side-saddles, in-
troduced into England in the fourteenth century by Anne, wife of
Richard II.  She washed her face, arms, shoulders, and neck in sugar-
candy, diluted inwhite of cgg, after the fashion of Castile,  There camae
over her tace, after any one had spoken wittily in her presence, a reflect-
ive smile of singular grace.

She was free from malice, and rather good-natured than otherwise.



CHAPTER IV
THE LEADER OF FASHION

OSIANA was hored.  The fact is sonatural as to be seareely
worth mentioning,

Lovrd David held the position of judge in the gay life

of London. e was looked up to by the nobility and gentry.

Let us vegister a glory of Lord David’s.  He was daring enough to wear

his own hair. The reaction against the wig was beginning. Just as in

1824 Fugene Devéria* was the first to allow his heard to grow, so in
1702 Prince Devercux was the first to risk wearing his own hair in
public disguised by artful curling. For to risk one’s hair was almost
to risk one’s head. The indignation was universal. Nevertheless,

* Portrait of Eughne Devéria, by himself, in 1824, Given to my brother Abcl, from
whom I received it. (Victor Hugo in the MN. of this book.)
212
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Prinee Devereux was Viscount Heveford, and a peer of England. Ile
was insulted, and the deed was well worth the insult. In the hot{est
part of the row Lord David suddenly appeared without his wig and in
his own hair.  Such conduet shakes the foundatious of society, Lord
David was insulted even more than Viscount Hereford., e held hisx
ground. Prince Devereux was the first, Lord David Divry-Moir the
second. Tt is sometimes more difficult to be sccond than first. Tt
requires less genius, bul. more cournge.  The first, intoxicated by the
novelty, may ignore the danger; the second seex the abyss, and rushes
into it. Lord David fluug himself into the abyss of no longer wearing
a wig. Later on these lords found imitators, Following these {wo
revolutionists; men found sufficient andaecity to wear their own hair, and
powder was introduced as an extenuating cireumstance,

In order to establish, before we pass on, an important period of
history, we should remark that the first blow in the war of wigs was
really struck by a Queen, Christina of Sweden, who wore man's elothes,
and had appeared in 1680, in her hair of golden hrown, powdered, and
brushed up from her head.  She had, besides, says Misson, a slight
beard.,  The pope; on his part, by a bull of March, 1694, had somewhat
let down thoe wig, by taking it from the heads of hishops and priests,
and in ordering ohurv]mwn to let tlwu' hair grow.

Lord David, then, did not wear a wig, and did wear cowhide hoots.
Such great t]ungs made him «a nunk for public admiration.  There was
not a elub of which he was not the leader, not a boxing match in which
he was not desirved as referee.  Thae referee is the arbitrator,

e had drawn up the rules of xeveral elubs in high life, e founded
several resorts of fashionablo society, of which one, the Lady Guinea,
was still in existenco in Pall Mall, in 1772, The Lady Guinea was a
club in which all the youth of the peerage congregated.  They gamed
there. The lowest stuke allowed was a roulean of lifty guineas, and
there was never less than 20,000 guineas on the table. By the side of
ecach pln)m' was a little stand on which to pl.wc- his eup of tea, and a
gilt bowl in which {o put the rouleaux of guineas. The players, like
servants when cleaning knives, wore leather sleeves to save their lace,
breast-plates of leather to pmt(wt their ruffles; shades on their brows to
shelter their eyes from the great glare of the lamps, and, to keep their
curls in order, broad-brimmed hats covered with flowers. They were
masked to conceal their excitement, especially when playing the game
of quinze. All, moreover, had their coats turned the wrong way, for
luck.

Lord David was a member of the Beefsteak Club, the Surly Club,
and of the Splitfarthing Club, of the Cross Club, the Scratehpenny
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Club, of the Sealed Knot, a Royalist ('lub, and of the Martinus Serib-
blerns, fonnded by Swift, to take the place of the Rota, fonnded by
Milton.

Though handsome, he belonged to the Ugly Club.  This club was
dedicated to detornnt\' The members agreed o fight, not about a
beautiful woman, hut about an ugly man. The hall of the club
adorned by huleouh portraits—Thersites, Triboulet, Duns, Iudibras,
Searron; over the chimney was JEsop, between two men, each hlind of
an eye, Cocles and Camoéns (Coeles being blind of the left, Camoiéns of
the right eye), =0 arranged that the two profiles without eves were turned
to ecach other.  The dav that the beautiful Mrs.Visart caught the small-
pox, the Ugly ('lub toasted her.  This elub was still in existence in the
beginning of the nineteenth century, and Mirabeau was elected an hon-
orary mmnbm'

Sinee the restoration of Charles LL, revolutionary clubs had lwon
abolished.  The tavern in the little street by Moorfields where the (‘alf’s
Head (‘lub was held, had been pulled down; it was so called heeanse on
the 30th of January, the day on which the h]ood of Charles 1. flowed on
the sceatfold, the members had drunk red wine out of the skall of a calf
to the health of Cromwell.  To the republican clubs had suceeeded mo-
navehical elubs, I them people amused themselves with deceney.

There was the Hell-fire Club, where they played at being impious.
It wax a joust of sacrilege. Hell was at auction there to the highest
bidder in blasphemy.

There was the Butting ('lub, so ecalled from its members butting
folks with their heads. They found some street porter with a wide
chiest and a stupid countenance,  They offered him, and compelled him,
if necessary, to accept a pot of porter, in return for which he was to
allow them to hutt him with their heads four times in the chest, and on
this they betted.  One day a man, a great hrute of & Welshman named
(Gogangerdd, expired at the third butt. This looked serious.  An inguest
was held, and the jury returned the following verdiet: “ Died of an in-
Hlation of the heart, caused by excessive drinking.” Gogangerdd had
certainly drunk the contents of the pot of porter.

There was the Fun Club.  Fun is like cant, like humor, a word
which is untranslatable. Fun is to farce what pepper is to salt. To

,get into o house and break a valuable nnnor, slash the family portraits,
poisonr the dog, put the cat in the aviary, is called “having a bit of
fun.” To give bad news which is untrue, whereby people put on mourn-
ing by mistake, is fun. Tt was fun to cut a square hole in the Holbein
at Hampton Court. Fun would have been proud to have broken tho
arm of the Venus of Milo, Under James 1L a young millionaire lord
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who had during the night set fire {o a thatched cottage, a feat which
made all Loudon burst with laughter, was proclaimed the King of Jun.
The poor devils in the cottage were saved in their night elothes. Thoe
members of the Fun Club, all of the highest aristoeracy, used to run
ahout London during the hours when the citizens were asleep, pulling

the hinges from the shutters, cutting off the pipes of pumps, filling np
cisterns, digging up cultivated plots of ground, putting out lamps, saw-
ing through the beams which supported houses, breakiug the .\\'i]lll()\v
panes, especially in the poor quarters of the town. [t was the rich who
acted thus towards the poor. For this reason no complaint was pos-
sible, That was the best of the joke. These manners have not alto-
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gether disappeared. In many places in England and in English posses-
sions—at Giuernsey, for instanee—your house is now and then somewhat
damaged during the night, or a feuce is broken, or the knocker twisted
oft vour door. 1f it were poor people who did theso things, they would
be xent to jaily but they are dono by pleasant young gentlemen.

The most fashionable of the ¢hubs was presided over by an emperor,
who wore a eresceent on his forehead, and was ealled the Grand Mohawk.
The Mohawk surpassed the Fun. Do evil for evil’s sake was the pro-
gramme,  The Mohawk ('Tub had one great objeet,—to injure.  To fulfill
this duty, all means were held good.  In beeoming a Mohawk, the mem-
bers took an oath to he hurtful.  To injure at any price, no matter
when, no matter whom, no matter where, was o matter of duty, Every
member of the Mohawk (lub was bound to possess an accomplishment.
One was “a dancing master;” that is to say, he made the rusties frisk
about by pricking the calves of their legs with tho point of his sword.
Others knew how to make a man sweat; that is to say, a cirele of
gentlemen with drawn rapiers would surround a poor wreteh, so that it
was impossible for him not to turn his back upon some one. The
gentleman behind him chastised hime for this by a prick of his sword,
which mado him spring round; another prick in the back warned the
tellow that one of noble blood was hehind him, and so o,y each one
wounding him in his turn. - When the man closed round by the c¢ivele
of swords and covered with blood, had turned and daneed about enough,
they ordered theiv servants to heat hinm with sticks, to change the course
of hig ideas.  Others *hit the Tion ;" that is, they gayly stopped a pas-
sengery broke his nose with a blow of the fist, and then shoved hoth
thumbs into his eyes.  If his eyes were gouged oul, he was paid for
them.

Such were; towards the beginning of the eighteenth ecentury, the
pastimes of the rich idlers of London. The idlers of Paris had theirs.
M. de Charolais was firing his gun at a citizen standing on his own
threshold.  Tn all times yonth has had its amusements.

Lord David Dirry-Moir brought into all these institutions his mag-
nificent and liberal spivit. Just like any ouo else he would gayly set fire
to a cot of woodwork and thatch, and just scorch thosoe withing but he
would rebuild their houses in stone. e insulted two ladies. One was
unmarried: he gave her a portion; the other was married: he had her
husband appointed chaplain.

Cock-fighting owed him some praiseworthy improvements. It was
marvelous to see Lord David dress a cock for the pit. Cocks lay hold
of each other by the feathers, as men by the hair. Lord David, there-
fore, made his cock as bald as possible. With a pair of scissors he cut
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oft all the feathers from the tail and from the head to the shoulders,
and all those on the neck.  So much less for the enemy’s heak, he used
to say. Then he extended the cock’s wings, and cut cach feather, one
after another, to a point, and thus the wings were furnished with darts.
So much for the enemy’s eyes, he would say. Then he seraped its claws
with a penknife;, sharpened its nailg, fitted on its spurea gaff of sharp
steel, spat on its head, spat on its neek, anointed it with spittle, as they
used to rub oil over athletes; then set it down in the pit, a redoubtable
champion, exclaiming, * That’s how to make a cock an eagle, and a hird
of the poultry-yard a bird of the mountain.”

Lord David attended prize-fights, and was their living law. On
oceasions of great performances it was he who had the stakes driven in
and ropes stretehed, and who fixed the number of feet for the ring.
When he was a second, he followed his man step by step, a hottle in
one hand, a sponge in the other, crying out to him to strike fiir, sug-
gosting stratagems, advising him as he fought, wiping away the hlood,
raising him when overthrown, placing him on his knee, putting the
mouth of the bottle between his teeth, and from his own mouth, filled
with water, blowing o fine vain into his eves and ears, a thing which
reanimates even a dying man.  If he was referee, he saw that there
was no foul play, prevented any one, whosoever he might be, from
assisting the combatants, excepting the seconds, declared the man
beaten who did not fairly tace his opponent, watched that the time
hetween the rounds did not exceed half a minute, prevented butting,
and declared whoever resorted to it beaten, and forbade a man’s being
hit when down.  All this sciencee, however, did not render him a pedant,
nor destroy his ease of manner in society.

When he was referee, vough, pimple-faced, unshorn friends of
either combatant never dared to come 1o the aid of their failing man,
nor in order to upset the chances of the betting, jumped over the barrier,
entered the ring, broke the ropes, pulled down the stakes, and violently
interposed in the battle. Lord David was one of the few referees whom
they dared not thrash,

No one eould train like him. The pugilist whose trainer he con-
sentedd to become was sure to win,  Lord David would choose a Hevenles
—massive as a rock, tall as a tower—and make him his child. The
problem was to turn that human rock from a defensive to an offensive
state.  In this he excelled. Having once adopted the Cyelops, he never
left him. He became his nurse; he measured out his wine; weighed
his meat, and counted his hours of sleep. It was he who invented the
athlete’s admirable rules, afterwards reproduced®by Morely. In the
mornings a vaw egg and a glass of sherry; at twelve, some slices of a leg
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of mutton, almost raw, with tea; at four, toast and tea; in the evening,
pale ale and toast ; after which he undressed his man, rubbed him, and
put him to bed. In the street, he never allowed him to leave his sight,
keeping him out of every danger, runaway horses; the wheels of car-
riages, drunken soldiers, pretty girls. e watched over his virtue,
This maternal solicitude continnally brought some new perfection into
the pupil’s education. He taught him the blow with the fist which breaks
the teeth, and the twist of the thumb which gouges out the eye. What
could be more touching ?

Thus he was preparing himself for publie life to which he was to
be called later on. It is no easxy matter to become an accomplished
gentleman.

Lord David Dirry-Moir was passionately fond of open-air exhibi-
tions, of shows, of ¢ircuses with wild beasts, of the caravans of mount-
ebanks, of clowns, tumblers, merrymen, open-air farces, and the wonders
of a fair. The true noble is he who smacks of the people.  Thercfore
it was that Lord David frequented the taverns and low haunts of Lon-
don and the Cimque Ports.  Inorder to be able at need, and with-
out compromising his rank in the white squadron, to be cheek-by-jowl
with a topman or a calker, he used to wear a sailor’s jacket when he
went into the slums.  For such disguise his not wearing a wig was con-
venient ; for even under Lonis XIV. the people kept to their hair like
the lion to his mane. This gave him great freedom of action. The low
people whom Lord David used to meet in the stews, and with whom he
mixed, held him in high esteem, without ever dreaming that he was a
lord. They called him Tom-Jim-Jack. Under this name he was
famous and very popular amongst the dregs of the people. He played
the blackguard in a masterly style; when necessary, he used his fists.
This phase of his fashionable life was highly appreciated by Lady
Josiana.



CHAPTER V

QUEEN ANNE

1

%( BOVE this couple there was Anne, Queen of England. An
’ ordinary woman was Queen Aunne. She was gay, kindly,
august—to a certain extent. No guality of hers attained to

‘i’)?__ virtue, none to vice, Her stoutness was bloated; her fun,
heavy; her good-nature, stupid,  She wax stubborn and weak., Asa
wite, she was faithless and faithful, having favorites to whom she gave
up her heart, and a husband for whom she kept herbed.  .As a (‘hristian,
she was a heretie and a bigot.  She had one beauty—the well-developed
neck of a Niobe,  The rest of her person was indifferently tormed. She
was o clumsy coguette, and a chaste one,  Her skin was white and fine;
she displayed a great deal of it Tt was she who introdueed the fashion
of necklaces of large pearls clapsed round the throat,  She had a narrow
forehiead, sensual lips, fleshy checks, large eves, short sight.  Her short
sight extended to her mind.  Beyond a burst of merriment now and
then, alimost as ponderous as her anger, she lived in a sort of taciturn
grumble and a grambling silence.  Words escaped trom her which had
to be guessed at. She was a mixture of a good woman and a mis-
chievous devil.  She liked surprises, which is extremely woman-like.
Anne was a pattern—just sketched roughly—of the nniversal Eve. To
that sketeh had fallen that chance, the throne. She drank. Her hus-
band was a Dane, thorough-hred.

A Tory, she governed by the Whigs; like a woman, like a mad
woman. She had fits of rage. She was violent, a brawler. Nobody
more awkward than Anne in diveeting affuirs of state. She allowed
events to fall about as they might chance. Iler whole policy was
cracked. She excellod in bringing about great catastrophes from little
causes, When a whim of authority took hold of her, she called it giving
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a stir with the poker. She would say with an air of profound thought,
“No peer may keep his hat on before the king except De Courey, Baron
Kingsale, an lrish peer”  Or, “It would be an injustice were my hus-
band not to be Lord High Admiral, since my father was.” Aud she
made George of Denmark High Admiral of England and of all her maj-
esty’s plantations.  She was perpetually perspiring bad humor; she did
not explain her thought, she exuded it.  There was something of the
Sphinx in this goose,

She rather liked fun, teasing, and practical jokes. Could she have
made Apollo a hunehback, it would have delighted her. But she would
have left him a god. Good-natured, her ideal was to allow none to de-
spair, and to worry all.  She had often a rough word in her mouth; a
little more, and she would have sworn like Elizabeth,  From time to
time she would take from a man’s pocket, which she wore in her skirt,
a little round box, of chased silvery on which was her portrait, in protile,
between the two letters Q. A.; she would open this box, and take from
it, on her finger, a little pomade, with which she reddened her lips; and,
having colored her mouth, would langh., She was greedily fond of the
flat Zealand ginger-bread eakes,  She was proud of being fat.

Move of a Puritan than anything else, she would, nevertheless, have
liked to devote herself to stage plays. She had an absurd academy of
music, copied after that of France. In 1700 a Frenchman, named For-
teroche, wanted to huild a royal eirens at Paris, at a cost of 400,000
franes, which scheme was opposed by IPArgenson.  This Forteroche
passed into England, and proposed to Queen Anne, who was immedi-
ately charmed by the idea, to build in London a theatre with machinery,
with a fourth mezzanine, finer than that of the King of France. Like
Louis XIV,, she liked to be driven at a gallop. Her teams aund relays
would sometimes do the distance between London and Windsor in less
than an hour and a quarter.

11

IN Aunne’s time, no meeting was allowed without the permission of
two justices of the poace. The assembly of twelve persons, were it only
to cat oysters and drink porter, was a felony. Under her reign, other-
wise relatively mild, prossing for the fleet was carried on with extreme
violence: a gloomy evidence that the Knglishman is a subject rather
than a citizen. For centuries England suffered under that process of
tyranny which gave the lie to all the old charters of freedom, and out
of which France especially gathered a cause of triumph and indignation.
What in some degree diminishes the triumph is, that while sailors were
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pressed in England, soldiers were pressed in Irance. In every great
town of France, any able-hodicd man, going through the stroets on his
business, was liable to he shoved by the erimps into a house called the
oven.  There he was shut np with others in the same plight, those fit for

sorvico were picked out, and the recruiters sold them {o the ofticers, Tn
1695, there were thirty of these ovens in Parvis.

The laws against Treland, emanating from Queen Anne, were atro-
cious. Anue was born in 1664, two years before the great fire of Lon-
don, on which the astrologers (there were some loft, and Louis XTIV,
was born with the assistance of an astrologer, and swaddled in a horo-
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scope) predicted that being the elder sister of fire, she would be queen.
And so sho wag, thanks to astrology and the revolution of 1688. She
had the humiliation of having only Gilbert, \\vehbishop of Canterbury,
for god-father.  To be god-child of the Popo was no longer possible in
England. .\ mere primate is but a poor sort of god-father.  Anne had
to put up with one, however. It was her own fault.  Why was she a
Protestant 2

Denmark had paid for her vivginity (rirginitas empta, as the old
charters expressed it) by a dowry of 6,2500 a year, secured on the baili-
wick of Wardinburg and the island of Fehmarn,  Aune followed, with-
out convietion, and by routine, the traditions of William. The Euglish
under that royalty born of a revolution, possessed ax much liberty as
they could lay hands on between the Tower of London, into which they
put orators; and the pillory, into which they put writers. Anne spoke
a little Danish in her private chats with her husband, and a little French
in her private chats with Bolingbroke.  Wretehed gibberish; but the
height of English fashion, espeeially at Court, was to talk Frenceh,
There was never a bor mot but in French,  Anne paid a deal of atten-
tion to her coinus, especially to copper coing, which are the low aud pop-
ular ones; she wanted to cut a great figure on them. Six farthings
were struek during her reign. On the back of the first threo she had
merely a throne struck; on the back of the fourth she ordered a tri-
umphal chariot, and ou the back of the sixth a goddess holding o sword
in one hand and an olive branch in the other, with the seroll, Bello et
pace. Her father, James L, was candid and eruel; she was bratal.

At the same time sho was mild at hottom., A contradiction which
only appears sueh. A fit of anger metamorphosed her.  Heat sugar
and it will boil.

Anne was popular. England likes feminine rulers, Why?  France
excludes them.  Thero is o reason at once. Perhaps there is no other.
With English historians Elizabeth embodies grandeur, Anne, good-
nature.  As they will.  Be it so.  But there is nothing delicate in the
reigns of these women.  The lines are heavy. It is gross grandeur and
gross good-nature.  As to their immaculate virtue, England is tenacious
of it, and wo are not going to oppose the idea. Elizabeth was a virgin
tempercd by Essex; Anne, a wife complicated by Bolingbroke.

I11

ONE idiotic habit of the people is to attribute to the king what they
do themselves. They fight. Whose the glory? The king’s. They pay.
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Whose the generosity ! The king’s, Theu the people love him for heing
so rich.  The king receives a erown from the poor, and returns them a
farthing. How generous he is! The colossus which is the pedestal con-
templates the pigmy which is the statue.  How great is this myrmidon !
he is on my back. .\ dwarf has an exeellent way of heing taller than a
giant; it is to perch himself on his shoulders. But that the giant should
allow it, there is the wonder—and that he should admire the height of
the dwarf, there is the folly.  Simplicity of mankind!

The equestrian stafue, reserved for kings alone, is an excellent
figure of royalty: the horse is the people.  Only that the horse hecomes
transfigured by degrees. It begins in an ass; it ends in a lion.  Then it
throws its rider, and you have 1642 in England and 1789 in Franee;
and sometimes it devours him, and you have in England 1649, and in
France 1793.

That the lion should relapse into the donkey is astonishing; but it
is so. This was oceurring in England. It had resumed the pack-saddle,
idolatry of the crown. Queen Anne; as we have just observed, was
popular.  What was she doing to he so?  Nothing. Nothing !'—that
is all that is asked of the sovercign of England. He receives for that
nothing 1,250,000L a vear. In 1705, England, which had had hut thir-
teen men-of-war under Elizabeth, and thirty-six under James 1., counted
a hundred and fifty in her fleet. The English had three armies, five
thousand men in Catalonia; ten thousand in Portugal ; fifty thousand
in Flanders; and hesides, was paying 1,666,6660 a year to monarchieal
and diplomatic Kurope, a sort of prostitute the Kuglish people has
always had in keeping. Parliament having voted a patriotic loan of
thirty-four million franes of annuities; there had been a erush at the
exchequer to subseribe it. England was sending o squadron to the East
Indies, and a squadron to the West of Spain under Admiral Teake,
without mentioning the veserve of fowr hundred sail, under Admiral Siv
Cloudesley Shovel. England had lately annexed Scotland. Tt was the
interval hetween Hochstadt and Ramilies, and the first of these victories
was foretelling the second.  England, in its cast of the net at Hoch-
stadt, had made prisoners of twenty-seven battalions and four regi-
ments of dragoons, and deprived France of ono hundred leagues of
country—Franco drawing back dismayed from the Danube to the
Rhine. England was stretehing her hand out towards Sardinia and the
Balearie Islands, She was bringing into her ports in triumph ten Span-
ish line-of-battle ships, and many a galleon laden with gold. [Tudson’s
Bay and Straits were already half given over by Louis XIV. It was
felt that he was about to give up his hold over Acadia, St. Chris-
topher’s, and Newfoundland, and that he would be hut too happy if
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England would only tolerate the King of Krance, fishing for cod at Cape
Breton. England was about to impose upon him the shame of demol-
ishing himself the fortifications of Dunkirk. Meanwhile, she had taken
Gibraltar, and was taking Barcelona. What great things accomplished!
How was it possible to vefuse Anne admiration for taking the trouble
of living at the period ?

From a eertain point of view, the reign of Anne appears a reflec-
tion of the reign of Louis XIV. Anne, for a moment even with that
king in the race which i called history, bears to him the vague resem-
blance of a refleetion,  Like him, she plays at a great reign; she has
her monuments, her arts, her vietories, her captains, her men of letters,
her privy purse to pension celebrities, her gallery of chefs-d’aeuvre, sido
by side with those of his majesty.  TTer conrt, too, was a cortége, with
the features of a triwmph, an order and a march. It was a miniature
copy of all the great men of Versailles, not giants themselves,  Tn it
thore is enough to deceive the eye; add God save the Queen, which might
have been taken from Lulli, and the ensemble becomes an illusion. Not
a personage is missing,  Christopher Wren is a very passable Mansard;
Somers is as good as Lamoignon; Aune has a Racine in Dryden, a Boi-
lean in Pope, a Colbert in Godolphin, a Louvois in Pembroke, and a
Turenne in Marlborough. Heighten the wigs and lower the ]m'ohmds
The whole is solemn and pompons, and the Windsor of the time has a
faded resemblance to Marly,  Still the whole was effeminate, and Anne’s
Pére Tellier was called Sarah Jennings.  However, there is an outline
of ineipient irony, which fifty vears later was to turn to philosophy, in
the literature of the age, and the Protestant Tartuffe is unmasked by
Swift just in the same way as the Catholie Tartuffe is denounced by
Moli¢ve. Although the England of the period quarrels and fights France,
she imitates her and draws enlightenment from her; and the light on
the facade of Kngland is French light. It is a pity that Anne’s reign
lasted but twelve years, or the English would not hesitate to call it the
century of Anue, as we say the century of Louis XIV. Anne appeared
in 1702, as Louis XIV. declined. It is one of the curiosities of history,
that the rise of that pale planet coincides with tho setting of the planet
of purple, and that at the moment in which France had thoe king Sun,
EFngland should have had the (ueen Moon.

A detail to be noted. Louis XIV,, although they made war with
him, was greatly admired in England. “He is the kind of king they
want in Franee,” said the English. The love of the English for their §
own liberty is mingled with a certain acceptanco of servitude for others. {
That favorable regard of the chains which bind their neighbors, some-
times attains to enthusiasm for the despot next doovr.
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"To sum up, Aune rendered her people hurewr, as the French trans-
lator of Beeverell’s book repeats three times, with graceful reiteration
at the sixth and ninth page of his dedlcutlon, and the third of his
preface.

1Y

QUuEEN ANNE hore a little grudge to the Duchess Josiana, for two
reasons. Firstly, because she thonght the Duchess Josiaua handsome.
Secondly, because she thought the Duchess Josiana’s betrothed hand-
SO,

Two reasons for jealonsy are sulficient for a woman.  One is sufli-
cient for a queen.

Let us add that she bore her a grudge for being her sister,

Abpne did not like women to be pretty.  She considered it against
cood morals,

As for herself, she was ugly. Not from choice, however. .\ part
of her veligion she derived from that ugliness.

Josiana, heautiful and philosophical, was a cause of vexation to the
queen. To an ugly queen, a pretty dm-hms is not an agreeable sister.

There was another grievance, Josiana’s * improper? hirth.

Anne was the daughter of Anne Ilyde, a simple gentlewoman, legit-
imately, but vexatiously, married by James 1. when Duke of York
Aune, having this inferior blood in her veins, felt herself but half royal,
and Josiana, having come into the world guite irregularly, drew eloser
attention to the incorrectness, less great, but really existing, in the birth
of the queen.  The daughter of nu'.wllwm ¢ looked without love upon
the daughter of bastardy, so near her. [t was an unpleasant resem-
blance. Josiana had a right to say to Anne, “ My mother was at least
as good as yours.” At court no one said so, but they evidently thought
it. This was a bore for 1er Royal Majesty., Why this Josiana? What
had put it into her head to be horn? What good was a Josiana ?  Certain
relationships are detrimental.

Nevertheless, Aune smiled on Josiana.

Perhaps she might even have liked her, had she not been her sister.



CHAPTER VI
BARKILPHEDRO

T is useful to know what people do, and a certain surveillance
is wise,

Josiana had Lord David watched by a little ereature of
2 hers, in whom she reposed confidence, and whose name was
Barkilphedro.

Lord David had Josiana disercetly observed by a creature of his, of
whom he was sure, and whose name was Barkilphedro.

Queen Anne, on her part, kept herself seeretly informed of the
actions and conduct of the Duchess Josiana, her hastard sister, and of
Lord David, her future brother-in-law by the left hand, by a ereature of
hers, on whom she counted fully, and whose name was Barkilphedro,

This Barkilphedro had his fingers on that key-board—Josiana, Lord
David, the queen. .\ man between two women. What modulations
possible!  What amalgamation of souls!

Barkilphedro had not always held the magnificent position of whis-
pering into three cars,

Ho was an old servant of the Duke of York. 1le had tried to he a
churchman, but had failed. The Duke of York, an English and a
Roman prince, cornpounded of royal Popery and legal Angheanism, had
his Catholie honschold and his Protestant household, and might have
pushed Barkilphedro in one or the other hierarchy; but he did not
judge him to be (atholic enough to make him almoner, or Protestant
enough to make him chaplain. So that bhetween two religions, Barkil-
phedro found himself with his soul on the ground.

Not a bad posture, either, for certain reptile souls.

Certain ways are impracticable, except by crawling flat on the
belly.

An obscure hut fattening servitude had long made up Barkilphe-
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dro’s whole existence. Service is something; but he wanted power
besides. He was, perhaps, about to reach it when James II. fell. He
had to begin all over again. Nothing to do under William I11,, a sullen
prince, and exercising in his mode of reigning a prudery which he be-

lieved to be probity. Barkilphedro, when his protector, James 11., was
dethroned, did not lapse all at onee into rags. There is a sqnuat]nn'g
which survives deposed princes, and which feeds and sustains their
parasites. The remains of the exhaustible sap causes leaves to live on
for two or three days on the branches of the uprooted tree; ﬂmn: all at
once, the lenf yellows and dries up: and thus it is with the courtier.
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Thanks to that embalming which is ealled legitimacy, the prineo
himself, although fallen and cast away, lasts and keeps preserved ; it is
not so with the courtier, much more dead than the king. The king,
beyond there, is a mummy; the courtier, here, is a phantom. To be
the shadow of a shadow, is leanness indeed.  [lence Barkilphedro
became famished. Then he took up the character of a man of letters.

But he was thrust back even from the Kitchens,  Sometimes ho
kunew not where to sleep. “ Who will give mo shelter2? he would ask.
He struggled on. - All that is interesting in patienee in distress he pos-
sesswd. Ile had, besides, the talent of the termite—knowing how to
bore a hole from the bottom to the top. By dint of making use of the
name of James 11, of old memories, of fables of fidelity, of touching
stories, ho pierced as far as the Duchess Josiana’s heart.

Josiana took aliking to this man of poverty and wit, an interesting
combination.  She presented hinm to Lowrd Direy-Moir, gave him a
shelter in the servants’ hall among her domestics, retained him in her
houschold, was kind to him, and sometimes even spoke to him.  Bar-
kilphedro felt neither hunger nor cold again. Josiana addressed him
in the second person; it was the fashion for great ladies to do so to men
of letters, who allowed it. The Marquise de Mailly received Roy, whom
she had never seen hefore, in hed, and said to him: “ Cest toi qui as
Juit Lidunée galante!  DBonjour”?  Later on the men of letters returned
the custom. The day came when Fabro d’Eglantine said to the Duchesse
de Rohan:

“ Nest-lu pas la Chabot 2

For Barkilphedro to be “thee’d” and “ thow’d” was a success; he
was overjoyed by it. Ie had aspired to this contemptuous famil-
iarity.

“ Lady Josiana thees-and-thous me,” he would say to himself. And
he would rub his hands.

He profited by this theeing-and-thouing to make further way. Ie
became a sort of constant attendant in Josiana’s private rooms; in no
way troublesome; unperceived; the duchess would alinost have changed
her shift before him.  All this, however, was precarions. Barkilphedro
was aiming at a position. A duchess was half-way; an underground
passage which did not lead to the queen was having bored for nothing.

One day Barkilphedro said to Josiana:

“ Would your Grace like to make my fortune ?”

“WLat dost thou waut ”

“ An appointment.”

“ An appointment? for thee?”

“Yes, madam.”
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“What an idea! thow to ask for an appointment! thou, who art
good for nothing.”

“That’s just the reason.”

Josiana burst out laughing.

“ Among the offices to which thou art nusuited, which dost thou
desire 77

“That of cork-drawer of the bottles of the ocean.”

Josianw's laughter redoubled.

“ What meanest thou? Thou art fooling.”

“ No, madam.” '

“To amuse myself, I shall answer you seriously,” said the duchess.
“What dost thou wish to be?  Repeat it.”

*“ Uncorker of the hottles of the ocean.”

“ Everything is possible at court.  Is there an appointment of that
kind ?”

“Yex, madam.”

“This is news to me.  Go on.”

“There is such an appointment.”

“Swear it on the soul which thou dost not possess.”

“1 swear it

“T do not believe thee”

“Thank yon, madam.”

“Then thou wishest ?—Begin again.”

“MTo uncork the hottles of the ocoan.”

“That is a situation which can give little trouble. It is like groom-
ing a bronze horse.”

“Very nearly.”

“ Nothing to do. 'Well, *tis a situation to suit. thee,  Thow art good
for that much.”

“You see T am good for something.”

“(ome! thou art talking nounsense. Is fhere sueh an appoint-
ment 1"

Barkilphedro assumed an attitude of deferential gravity.

“ Madam, you had an aungust father, James T, the king, and you
have an illustrious brother-in-law, George of Denmark, Duke of Cum-
berland ; your father was, and your brother is, Lord High Adwiral of
England "

“ls what thou tellest me fresh news? I know all that as well as
thou?”

“ But here is what your Girace does not know. 1In the sea there ave
three kinds of things: those at the bottom, lagan : those which float,
Sotsam ; those which the sea throws up on the shove, jefsam.”
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“And then?”

“These three things—lagan, flotsam, and jetsam—Dbelong to the
Lord Iligh Admiral.”

“And then ?”

“Your Grace understands.”

“NoY .

“All that is in the sea, all that sinks, all that floats, all that is cast
ashore—-all belongs to the Admiral of England.”

“Everything! Really? And then?”

“ kixeept the sturgeon, which belongs to the king.”

“1 should have thought,” said Josiana, *all that wonfd have be-
longed to Neptune.?

“Neptune is a fool. e has given np everything., e has allowed
the English to take evervthing.”

“ Finish what thou wert saving.”

“* Prizes of the sea? is the name given to suel reaswre trore.”

“Be it s0

“1t ix boundless: there is always something floating, something
being cast up. It is the contribution of the sea—the tax which the
ocean pays to England.”

“With all my heart. But pray conclude.”

“Your Grace understands that in this way the ocean creates a
department.”

“Where?”

‘At the Admiralty.”

“What department 2

“The Sea Prize Departinent.”

“Well 2”

“The department is subdivided into three officos—Lagau, Flotsam,
and Jetsam—and in each there is an officer.”

“Auel then ?2?

“A\ ship at sea writes to give notice on any subjeet {o those on land ;
that it is sailing in sueh a latitude—that it has met a sea monster—that
it is in sight of shore—that it is in distress—that it is about to founder
—that it is lost, ete. The captain takes a bottle, puts into it a bit of
paper on which he has written the information, corks up the flask, and
casts it into the sea. If the hottle goes to the bottom, it is in the depart-
ment of the lagan officer; if it floats, it is in the department of the
flotsam officer; if it be thrown upon shore, it concerns the jetsam
officer.”

“And wouldst thou like to be the jetsam officer ?”

“ Precisely so.?
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“ And that is what thou callest uncorkiug the bottles of the ocean ?”?

“ Since there is such an appointment.”

“ Why dost thon wish for the last-named place in preference to hoth
the others 7

“ Beeause it is vacant just now.”

“In what does the appointient consist 27

“ Madam, in 1598 a tarred bottle, picked up by a man, conger-fish-
ing on the strand of Epidimin Promontoriwm, was brought to Queen
Elizabeth; and a parchment drawn out of it, gave information to Kng-
land that Holland had taken, without saying anything about it, an un-
known country, Nova Zembla; that the capture had taken place in
June, 15965 that in that connfry people were eaten by bears: and that
the manner of passing the winter was described on a paper inelosed in a
musket-case hanging in the chimney of” the wooden house built in the
island, and left by the Dutchmen, who were all dead: and that the
chimuney was built: of o barrel with the end knoeked out, sunk into the
roof.”

“T don’t nnderstand much of thy rigmarole.”

“ Be it so. Elizabeth understood. A country the more for Holland
was a country the less for England.  The hottle which had given the
information was held to be of importance; and thenceforward an order
was issued that anyvbody who should find a sealed bottle on the sea-
shore should take it to the Lord High Admiral of England, under pain
of the gallows.  The Admiral enfrusts the opening of such bottles to an
officer, who presents the contents to the Queen, if there be reason for so
doing.”

“ Arve many such bottles brought to the Admiralty 1”?

“ But few. But it’s all the same. The appointment exists. There
is for the office a room and lodgings at the Admiralty.”

“ Aud for that way of doing nothing, how is one paid ?”?

“One hundred guineas a year.”

“ And thou wouldst trouble me for that much 2”

*“ It is enough to live upon.”

“ Like a beggar.”

“ As it becomes one of my sort.”

“(One hundred guineas! It’s a bagatelle.”

“What keeps you for a minute, keeps us for a year. That’s the
advantage of the poor.”

“Thou shalt have the place.”

A week afterwards, thanks to Josiana’s exertions, thanks to the
influence of Lord David Dirry-Moir, Barkilphedro—safe thenceforward,
drawn out of his precarious existence, lodged, and hoarded, with a salary
of a hundred guineas—was installed at the Admiralty.



CHAPTER VII
BARKILPHEDRO GNAWS HIS WAY

HERE is one thing the most pressing of all: to be ungratefnl.
Barkilphedro was not wanting therein.
Having received so many benefits from Josiana, he had
naturally but one thonght,—to revenge himself on her.

When we add that Josiana was heautiful, great, young, rich, power-
ful, illustrions, while Barkilphedro was ugly, little, old, poor, dependent,
obseure, he must necessarily revenge himself for all this as well.

When a man is made out of night, how is he to forgive so many
bheams of light ?

Bavkilphedro was an Irishman who had denied Ireland—a bad
species, '

Barkilphedro had but one thing in his favor,—that he had a very
big belly. A big belly passes for a sign of kind-heartedness.  But his
belly wax but an addition to Barkilphedro’s hypoerisy ; for the man was
full of malice,

What was Barkilphedro’s age? None. The age necessary for his
project of the moment. IHe was old in his wrinkles and gray hairs,
yvoung in the activity of his mind. He was active and ponderous; a
sort of hippopotamus-mounkey. A voyalist, certainly; a republican—
who knows? a (fatholie, perhaps; a Protestant, without doubt. For
Stuart, probably; for Brunswick, evidently. To he For, is a power only
on the condition of heing at the same time Against. Barkilphedro
practiced this wisdom.

The appointment of drawer of the bottles of the ocean was not as
absurd as Barkilphedro had appeared to make out. The complaints,
which would in these times be termed declamations, of Garcia Fer-
nandez in his “ Chart-Book of the Sea,” against the robbery of jetsam,
called right of wreck, and agaiust the pillage of wreck by the inhabitants
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of the coast, had created a sensation in England, and had obtained for
the shipwrecked this reform—that their goods, chattels, and property,
instead of being stolen by the conntry-people, were confiscated by the
Lovd High Admiral. AN the débris of the sea cast upon the English
shore—merchandise, broken hulls of ships, bales, chests, ete.—helonged
to the Lord Iigh Admiral; but—and here was revealed the importance
of the place asked for by Barkilphedro—the floating receptacles con-
taining messages and declarations awakened particularly the attention
of the Adwiralty. Shipwrecks are one of England’s gravest cares,
Navigation being her life, shipwreck is her anxiety. England is kept
in perpetual care by the sea. The little glass Lottle thrown to the waves
by the doomed ship, coutains final intelligence, precious from every
point of view. Intelligence concerning the slip, intelligenee concerning
the crew, intelligence concerning the place, the time, the manner of loss,
intelligenee concerning the winds which have broken up the vessel,
intelligence conecerning the currents which bore the floating flusk ashore,
The situation filled by Barkilphedro has heen abolished more than a
century, but it had its real utility. The last holder was William Hus-
sey, of Doddington, in Lincolnshire.  The man who held it was a sort
of guardian of the things of the sea. All the closed and sealed-up ves-
sels, hottles; flasks, javs, thrown upon the English coast hy the tide,
were brought to him.  He alone had the right to open them; he was
first in the seerets of their contents; he put them in order, and ticketed
them with his signature. The expression “loger wn papier au grefle,”
still ured in the Channel Tslands, is thenee devived.  However, one pre-
caution was certainly taken. Not oune of these bottles could be unsealed
except in the presence of two jurors of the Admiralty sworn to seereey,
who signed, conjointly with the holder of the jetsam office, the official
report of the opening.  But these jurors being held to secreey, there
resulted for Barkilphedro a certain discretionary latitude; it depended
upon him, to a cerfain extent, to suppress a fuet or bring it to light.
These fragile floating messages were far from being what Barkil-
phedro had told Josiana, rare and insignificant.  Sometimes they reached
land with little delay; at others, after many years. That depended on
the winds and the currents. The fashion of casting bottles on the sur-
face of the sea has somewhat passed away, like that of vowing offerings,
but in those religious times, those who were about to die were glad thus
to send their last thought to God and to men, and at times these mes-
sages from the sea were plentiful at the Admiralty. A parchment pre-
served in the hall at Audlyene (ancient spelling), with notes by the Earl
of Suffolk, Grand Treasurer of England under James 1, bears witness
that in the one year, 1615, fifty-two flasks, bladders, and tarred vessels,
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containing mention of sinking ships, were brought and registered in the
records of the Lord higll Admirval.

Court appoiutments are the drop of oil in the widow’s eruse, they
ever inerease, Thus it is that the porter has hecome chancellor, and
the groom, constable, The special officer charged with the appointment
desired aud obtained by Barkilphedro, was invariably a confidential
man. Elizabeth had wished that it should be so. .\t court, to speak of
confidence is to speak of intrigue, and to speak of iutrigne is to speak
of advancement. This funetionary had come to be a personage of some
consideration. e was a clerk, and raunked diveetly after the two
grooms of the almoury.  Ie had the right of entrauce into the palace,
but we must add, what was called the humble entrance—hwmilis introitus
—and even into the bed-chamber.  For it was the custom that he shonld
inform the monarel, on oceasions of sufticient importance, of the objects
found, which were often very curious: the wills of men in despair—
farewells cuast to fatherland, revelations of falsified logs, bills of lading,
and erimes comitted at sea, legacies to the erown, ete., that he should
maintain his records in communication with the court, and should ae-
count, from time to time, to the king or queen, concerning the opening
of these ill-omened bottles. Tt was the Dlack Cabinet of the ocean.

Elizabeth, who was always glad of an opportunity of speaking
Latin, used to ask Toufield, of Coley in Berkshire, jetsam officer of her
ayd, when he brought her one of these papers cast up by the sea—
“ Quid mihi seribit Neptunus ??  (What does Neptune write me )

The way had been eaten, the insect had succeeded.  Barkilphedro
approached the queen.

This was all he wanted.

To make his fortune?

No.

To unmake that of others?

A greater happiness.

To hurt is to enjoy.

To have within one the desire of injuring, vague but implacable,
and never to lose sight of it, is not given to all.

Barkilphedro possessed that fixity of intention.

As the bulldog holds on with his jaws, so did his thought.

To feel himself inexorable gave him a depth of gloomy satisfaction.
As long as he had a prey under his teeth, or in his soul, a certainty of
evil-doing, he wanted nothing.

He was happy, shivering in the cold which his neighbor was suf-
fering. To be malignant is an opulence. Such a man is believed to be
poor, and, in truth, is so; but he has all his riches in malice, and prefers
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having them so. Everythiug is in what contents one. To do a bad
turn, which is the same as a good turn, is better than money.  Bad for
him who endures, good for him who does it.  Catesby, the colleague of
Guy Fawkes, in the Popish powder plot, said: * 7o see parliament blown
upside down, I wouldi’t miss it for a million stevling.”

What was Bavkilphedro? That meanest and most terrible of
things—an envious man.

Envy is a thing ever easily placed at court.

Courts abound in impertinent people, in idlers, in rich loungers
hungering for gossip, in those who seek for needles in trusses of hay, in
triflers, in banterers bantered, in witty ninnies, who eannot do without
converse with an envious man.

What a refreshing thing is the evil spoken to yvou of others.

Knvy is good stuff to make a spy. There is a profound analogy
between that natural passion, envy, and that social function, espionage.
The spy hunts on other’s account, like the dog.  The euvious man hunts
on his own, like the eat.

A fievee 1, such is the envious man.

He had other qualities.  Barkilphedro was disereot, seeret, concrete.
He kept in everything and racked himself with his hate.  Enormous
biseness implies enormous vanity.  He was liked by those whom he
amused, and hated by all others; but he felt that he was disdained by
those who hated him, and despised by those who liked hini. He re-
strained himself. 11 his gall simmeved noiselessly in his hostile resig-
nation.  Ile was indignant, as it rogues had the vight to he so. e was
the furies’ silent prey. To swallow everything was his talent.  There
were deaf” wraths within him, frenzies of interior rage, black and brood-
ing flames unseen; he was a smolke-couswming man of passion.  The
surface was smiling.  He was kind, prompt, casy, amiable, obliging.
Never mind to whom, never mind where, he bowed,  Tor a breath of
wind he inclined to the earth.  What a souree of fortune 1o have a rveed
for a spine!

Such concealed and venomous beings are not so vare as is believed,
We live surrounded by ill-omened erawling things. Wherefore the
malevolent? A keen question! The dreamer constantly proposes it
to himself, and the thinker never resolves it.  Hence the sad eye of the
philosophers ever fixed upon that mountain of darkness which is destiny,
and from the top of which the colossal spectre of evil casts handfuls of
serpents over the earth.

Barkilphedro’s body was obese; and his face lean. A fat bust and
a bony countenance. IHis nails were channeled and short, his fingers
knotted, his thumbs flat, his hair coarse, his temples wide apart, and his
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forchead a murderer’s, broad and low. The littleness of his eye was
hidden under his bushy ecyebrows. His nose long, sharp, and flabby,
nearly met his mouth. Barkilphedro, properly attired as an emperor,
would have somewhat resembled Domitian.  1lis tace of muddy yellow,
might have been modeled in slimy paste—his immovable cheeks were
like putty; he had all kinds of ugly refractory wrinkles; the angle of
his jaw was massive, his chin heavy, his ear underbred. 'In repose, and
seen in profile; his upper lip was raised at an acute angle, showing two
teeth. Those teeth seemed to look at you. The teeth can look, just as
the eye can bite.

Patience, femperance, continence, reserve, self-control, amenity,
deforence, gentleness, politeness, sobriety, echastity, completed and
finished Barkilphedro. He calummniated those virtues by their posses-
sion.

In a short time Barkilphedro took a foothold at court.



CITAPTER VIIL
INFERT

HERE are two ways of making o footing at court.  In the
clouds, and you are august ; in the mud, and you ave power-
ful.

In the first ease, you belong to Olympus.

In the second case, you helong to the private closet,

He who belongs to Olympus has but the thunderbolt, he who s of
the private closet has the police.

The private closet contains all the instruments of government, and
sometimes, for it is a traitor, its chastisement. Heliogabalus goes there
to die. Then it is called the latrines.

Generally it is less tragic. It is there that Alberoni admires Ven-
dome. Royal personages willingly make it their place of andience. Tt
takes the place of thethrone. Louis XTV. receives the Duchess of Bur-
gundy there. Philip V. is shoulder to shoulder there with the queen.
The priest penetrates into it. The private closet is sometimes a branch
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of the confessional. Therefore it is that at court there are underground
fortunes—not always the least. If; under Louis X1, you would bhe
great, bo Pierre de Rohan, Marshal of Franee; if you would be influ-
ential; be Olivier le Daim, the barber; if you would, under Mary do
Mcdicis, be glorious, be Sillery, the Chancellor; if you would he a per-
son of consideration, be La Haunon, the maid; if you would, under
Louis XV, be illustrious, be Choixenl, the minister; if vou would he
formidable, he Lebely the valet.  Given, Louis XIV., Bontemps, who
makex his bed, is more powerful than Louvois, who raises his armies,
and Turenne, who gains his vietoriex.  From  Richelien, take Poro
Joseph, and vou have Richelien nearly empty.  There is mystery at
least.  Hix eminence in searlet is magnificent 5 his eminence in gray is
terrible. . What power in heing a worm! A1l the Narvaez amalgamated
with all the O’Donnells do less work than one Sar Patrocinio,

Of course, the condition of this power is littleness,  If you would
remain powerful, remain petty.  Be Nothingness, The serpent in vepose,
twisted into a eirele, is a figure at the same time of the infinite and of
naught.

One of these viper-like fortunes had fallen to Barkilphedro, He had
crawled where he wanted.  Flat beasts can get in everywhere,  Louis
XIV. had bugs in his bed and Jesuits in his poliey.

The incompatibility is nil.

In this world everything is a clock. To gravitate is to oseillate,
One pole is attracted to the other. Franeis L is attracted by Triboulet;
Lonis XV, is attracted by Lebel. There exists a deep aflinity between
extreme elevation and extreme debasement,

It is abasement which direets.  Nothing is easier of comprehension.
[t is he who isx helow who pulls the strings.  No position more con-
venient,  He is the eve, and has the ear.  He is the eye of the govern-
ment; he has the ear of the king. To have the eye of the king, is 1o
draw and shut, at one’s whim, the holt of the royal conscience, and to
throw into that conscienee whatever one wishes.  The mind of the’
king is his eupboawrd; it he bo a rag-picker, it is his hasket. The ears
of Kings belong not to kings, and therefore it is that, on the whole, the
poor devils are not altogether responsible for their actions. Ile who
does not possess his own thought, does not possess his own deed.

A\ king obeys—what ?

Any evil spirit buzzing from outside in his ear; a noisome fly of the
abyss.  This huzzing commands, .\ reign is a dictation.

The lond voice is the sovereign ; the low voice, sovereignty.

Those who know how to distinguish, in a reign, this low voice, and
to hear what it whispers to the loud, are the real historians.



CHAPTER IX

HATE 18 AS STRONG AS LOVE

D) OIUEEN ANNE had several of these low voices abont her,
Barkilphedro was one.

&\ Besides the queen, he seeretly worked, influenced, aud
plotted upon Lady Jogiana and Lord David. s we have

said, he whispered in three ears, one more than Dangean. Dangean
whispered in but two, in the days when, thrusting himself between
Louis XIV., in love with Henrietta, his sister-in-law, and Henrietta, in
love with Louis XIV., her brother-in-law, he being Louis® secretary,
without the knowledge of Henrvietta, and Henrietta’s without the knowl-
cdge of Louis, he wrote the gquestions and answers of hoth the love-
making marionettes.

Barkilphedro was so cheerful, so accepting, so ineapable of taking
up the defense of anybody, possessing so little devotion at bottom, so
ugly, so mischievous, that it was quite natural that a regal personage
should come to be unable to do without him.  Onee Anne had tasted
Barkilphedro she would have no other flatterer. Ie flattered her as
they flattered Louis the Great, by stinging her neighbors.  * The king
being ignorant,” says Madame de Montchevreuil, *one is obliged to
mock at the savants.”

To poison the sting, from time to time, is the acme of art.  Nero
loves to see Locusta at work.

Royal palaces are very easily entered; these madrepores have a way
in coon guessed at, contrived, examined, and scooped out at need by the
gnawing thing whicl is called the courtier. A pretext to enter is suthi-
cient. Barkilphedro, having found this pretext, his position with the
queen soon became the same as that with the Duchess Josiana—that of
an indispensable domestic animal. A witticism risked one day by ldm
immediately led to his perfect understanding of the queen and how to
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estimate exactly her kinduess of heart. The queen was greatly attached
to her Lord Steward, William Cavendish, Duke of Devonshire, who was
a great fool.  This lord, who had obtained every Oxford degree and did
not know how to spelly one fine morning committed the folly of dying,
To die is o very imprudent thing at court, for there is then no further
restraint in speaking of yon. The queen, in the presence of Barkil-
phedro, Iamented the event, finally exelaiming, with a sigh:

“1t is a pity that so many virtues should have been horne and
served by =o poor au intelleet.”

“Diew vewille aroir son dne!™ whispered Barkilphedro, in o low
voice, and in French,

The queen smiled.  Barkilphedro noted the smile.  ITis conelusion
was that biting pleased.  Free license had heen given to his spite,
From that day he thrust his curiosity everywhere, and his malignity
with it.  He was given his way, so much was he feared. e who can
make the king laugh makes the others tremble.  He was a powertnl
buffoon.  Every day he worked his way forward—underground.  Bar-
kilphedro became o necessity.  Many great people honored him with
their confidence, to the extent of charging him, when they requirved him,
with their disgraceful commissions.

There are wheels within wheels at court.  Balkilphedro became the
motive power. llave you remarked, in certain mechanixms; the small-
ness of the motive wheel?

Josiana, in particular, who, as we have explained, made use of Bar-
kilphedros talents as a spy, reposed such confidence in him, thai she
had wot hesitated to intrust him with one of the master-keys of her
apartments, by means of which he was able to enter them at any hour.
This excessive license of insight into private life was in fashion in the
seventeenth century. It was called “giving the key.,” Josiana had
given two of these confidential keys—Tiord David had one, Barkilphedro
the other.  However, to enter straight into a bedehamber was, in the
old code of manners; a thing not in the least out of the way. Thence
resulted incidents. La Ferté, suddenly drawing back the bed curtains
of Mademoiselle Lafont, found, inside, Sainson of the Black Musketeers,
ote,, ete,

Barkilphedro excelled in making the cunning discoveries, which
place the great in the power of the little. His walk in the dark was
winding, soft, clever. Like every perfect spy, he was composed of the
inclemency of the executioner and the patience of a micograph. He
was a born courtier. Ivery courtier is a noctambulist. The courtier
prowls in the unight, which is called power. He carries a dark lantern
in his hand. He lights up the spot he wishes, and remains in darkness
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himself.  What he secks with his lantern is not a mau, it is a fool.
What he finds is the king.

Kings do not like to see those about them pretend to greatness,
Irony aimed at any one except themselves has a charm for them.  The
talent of Barkilphedro consisted in a perpetual dwarfing of the peers
and prinees to the advantage of her majesty’s stature, thus inercased in
proportion.

The master-key held by Barkilphedro was made with two sets of
wards, one at cach end) 20 as to open the inner apartments in hoth
Josiana’s favorite residences,—Hunkerville House in London, Corleone
Lodge at Windsor, These two houses were part of the Clancharlic
inheritance,  Hunkerville House was elose to Oldgate,  Oldgate was a
eate of London, which was entered by the Harwich road, and on which

e displaved a statue of Charles 1L, with a painted angel above his
lu.u], and beneath his feet a carved lon and wnicorn. From Huuker-
ville House, in an easterly wind, vou heard the peals of St. Maryiehone.
Corleone Lodge was a Florentine palace of hrick and stone; with a manr-
hle colonnade, huilt on pilework, at Windsor, at the head of the wooden
bridge, and having one of the finest courts in England.

In the latter palace; near Windsor Castle, Josiana was within the
queen’s reach,  Nevertheless, Josiana liked it.

Seareely anyvthing in appearance, evervthing in the root ; such was
the influence of Barkilphedro over the queen,  There is nothing more
difficult than to drag up these bad grasses of the court—they take a
deep root, and offer no hold ahove the surface,  To root out a Royue-
laure, a Triboulet, or a Brummel, is almost impossible,

From day to day, and more and more, did the queen take Barkil-
phedro into her good graces.  Sarah Jenunings is famous; Barkilphedro
is unknown. His existence remains ignored.  The name of Barkilphe-
dro has not reached as far as history.  All the moles are not caught by
the mole-trapper.

Barkilphedro, onee a candidate for orders, had studied a little of
everything,  Skimming all things leaves naught for result.  One may
be vietim of the emnis res seibilis.  Having the vessel of the Danaides
in one's head ix the misfortune of a whole race of learned men, who may
he termed the sterile,  What Barkilphedro had put into his brain had
left it empty.

The mind, like nature, abhors vacnum. Into emptiness, nature
puts love; the mind often puts hate.  Hate occupies.

ITate for hate’s sake exists, Art for art's sake exists in nature more
than is belioved. A man hates—he must do something.  Gratuitous
hate—formidable word! It means hate which is itself its own payment.
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The bear lives by licking his claws. Not indefinitely, of course. The
claws must be revictualed. Something must be put under them.

Hate indistinet is sweet and suffices for a timo; but one must end
by having an object. An animosity diffused over ereation is exhaust-
ing, like every solitary pleasure. Hate without an object is like a
shooting-mateh without a target.  'What lends interest to the game is:
heart to be pierced.  One cannot hate solely for honor; some seasoning
is neecessary—a man, a woman, somebody, to destroy. This service of
making the game interesting; of offering an end; of throwing passion
into hate by fixing it on an objeet; of amusing the hunter by the sight
of his living prey; of giving the watcher the hope of the smoking and
boiling blood about to flow ; of amusing the bird-catcher by the eredu-
lity of the uselessly-winged lark ; of being a vietim, unknowingly reared
for murder by a master-mind; all this exquisite and horrible service, of
which the person rendering it is unconscious, Josiana rendered Barkil-
phedro.

Thought ix a projectile.  Barkilphedro had, from the first day,
begun to aim at Josiana the evil intentions whieh were in his mind.
An inteution and a earbine are alike. Barkilphedro aimed at Josiana,
directing against the duchess all his secret malice.  That astonishes
you! What has the hird done at which you fire?  You waut to eat it,
you say. And so it was with Barkilphedro.

Josiana could not be struck in the heart—thoe spot where the enigma
lies is hard to wound: but she could be struck in the head—that is, in
her pride. It was there that she thought herself strong, and that she
was weak,

Barkilphedro had found it out. If Josiana had been able to see
clearly through the night of Barkilphedro, if she had been able to dis-
tinguish what lay in ambush behind his smile, that proud woman, so
highly situated, would have trembled.  Fortunately for the tranquillity
of her sleep, she was in complete ignorance of what was in*the man.

The unexpected spreads, one knows not whonee. The profonnd
dopths of life are dangerous. There is no small hate. Hate is always
enormous. It preserves its stature in the smallest being, and remains a
monster.  An elephant hated by a worm is in danger.

Even hefore he struck, Barkilphedro felt, with joy, the foretaste of
the evil action which he was about to commit. Tlo did not as yet know
what he was going to do to Josiana; but he had made up his mind to
do something. To have come to this decision was a greut step tuken.

To crush Josiana uttorly would have been too great a triwmph.
He did not hope for so much; hut to humiliate her, lessen her, hring
her grief, redden her proud eyes with tears of rage—what a success!
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He counted on it. Tenacious, diligent, faithful to the torment of his
neighbor, not to he torn from his purpose, nature had not formed him
for nothing. He well understood how to find the flaw in Josiana’s
golden armor, and how to malfo the blood of that Qlylppian ﬂa‘m’.

What benefit, we ask agnin, would acerue to him in so doing? An

immonse benefit; doing evil to one who had done good to him.  What
is an cnvious man?  An ungrateful one. He hates the light which
lights and warms him. Zoilus hated that benefit to man, Homer. To
inflict on Josiana what would nowadays be called vivisection—to place
her, all convulsed, on his anatomical tablo; to dissect her alive, at his
leisure, in some surgery; to ent her up, as an amateur, while she should
seream; this dream delighted Barkilphedro!
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To arrive at this result it was necessary to suffer somewhat him-
sorf 5 he did so willingly.,  We may pinch ourselves with our own pin-
cers. The knife as it shuts cuts our fingers. What does it matter ?
That he should partake of Josiana’s torturo was a matter of little mno-
nent.  The exeeutioner handling the red-hot iron, when about to brand
i prisoner, takes no heed of alittle hburn. Becauso another suffers muceh,
he suffers nothing.  To see the vietinm’s writhings takes all pain from
the inflicter,

Do harm, whatever happens,

To plan evil for others is mingled with an acceeptance ol sonw hazy
responsibility. We risk ourselves in the danger which we impel to-
wards another, because the chain of events sometimes, of conrse, hrings
unexpected aceidents,  This does not stop the man who is truly mali-
cious.  He feels as mueh joy ax the patient suffers agony. e is
tickled by the laceration of the vietim.  The malicious man blooms in
hideous joy. Pain refleets itself on him in a senso of weltare, The
Duke of Alva used to warm his hands at the stake. The pile was tor-
ture, the refleetion of it pleasure.  That sneh transpositions should be
possible makes one shudder.  Our dark side is unfathomable,  Supplice
coquis (exquisite torture)—the expression is in Bodin*—has perhaps
this terrible triple sense: search for the torture: suffering of the tor-
tured ; delight of the torturer.

Ambition, appetite; all such words signify some one sacrificed to
some one satlated. It is sad that hope should be wicked. Is it that the
outpourings of our wishes flow naturally to the direetion to which we
moxt ineline, that of evil?  One of the hardest labors of the just man is
to expungoe from his soul a malevolence which it is diffienlt to efface,
Almost all our desires, when examined, contain what wo dare not
avow.

In the completely wicked man this exists in hideous perfeetion. So
much the worse for others, signifies «wo much the better for himself.
The shadows of the caverns of man’s mind.

Josiana in a plenitude of security, the fruit of ignorant pride, had
a contempt for all danger. The feminine faculty of disdain is extraor-
dinary. Josiana’s disdain, unreasoning, involuntary, and confident.
Barkilphedro was to her so contemptible, that she would have been
astonished had any one remarked to her that such a creature existed.
She went, and came, and laughed before this man who was looking at
her with evil eyes.  Thoughtful, he bided his time.

In proportion as he waited, his determination to cast a despair into
this womanw’s life anugmented. Inexorable high tide of malice.

* Book IV., p. 196,
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In the meantime he gave himself excellent reasons for his determi-
nation. It must not be thought that scoundrels arve deficient in selt-
esteem. They enter into details with themselves in their lotty mono-
logues, and they take matters with a high hand. How! "This Josiana
had bestowed charity on him! She had thrown some c¢rumbs of her
enormous wealth to him, as to a beggar. She had nailed and riveted
him to an office which was unworthy him.  Yes; that he, Barkilphedro,
almost a (-lergvman, of varied and profound talent, a learned man, with
the material in him for a bhishop, should have for employ the registra-
tion of nasty patience-trying shards, that he should have to pass his life
in the garret of a register-office, gravely uncorking stupid hottles,
inerusted with all the nastiness of the sea, deciphering musty par «'h-
ments, like filthy conjuring-books, dirty wills; and other illegible stuff
of the kind, was the fault of this Josiana. Worst of all! this creature
“theed ™ amd “ thow’d” him!

And he should not revenge himself !—he <hould not punish such
conduet!

Welll in that case there would no longer be justice ou carth!



CHAPTER X
THE FLAME WHICH WOULD BE SEEN IF MAN WERE TRANSPARENT

[HAT'! this woman, this extravagant thing, this libidinous
dreamer, o virgin until the opportunity oceurved, this hit of
: flesh as yet unfreed, this bold ereature under a princess’s
coronet; this Diana by pride, as yet nntaken by the first
comer, just because chance had so willed it; this bastard of a low-lived
king who had not the intelleet to keep his place; this Duchess by a
lucky hit, who, being a fine lady, played the goddess, and who, had she
been poor, would have been a prostitute; this lady, more or less, this
robber of a proseribed man’s goods, this overbearing strumpet, hecauso
one day he, Barkilphedro, had not money enough to buy his dinner, and
to get a lodging, she had had the impudenco to seat him in her houso
at. the corner of a table, and to put him up in some hole in her intoler-
able palace; where ? never mind where; perhaps in the barn, perhaps in
the cellar, what does it matter? a little better than her valets, a little
worse than her horses.  She had abused his distress; his, Barkilphe-
dro’s; in hastening to do him treacherous good, a thing which the rich
do in order to humiliate the poor, and to tie them, like curs led by a
string. Besides, what did the service she rendered him cost her? A
service is worth what it costs.  She had spare rooms in her house. She
came to Barkilphedro’s aid! A great thing, indeed ; had she eaten a
spoonful the less of turtle soup for it? had she deprived herself of auy-
thing in the hateful overflowing of her superfluous Juxuries? No. She
had added to it a vanity, a luxury, a good action like a ring on her
finger, the relief of a man of wit, the patronization of a clorgyman. She
could give herself airs; say, I lavish kinduess; T fill the mouths of men
of letters; T am his benefactress. How lucky the wreteh was to find me
out! What a patroness of, the arts T am! All for having set up a

truckle-hed in a wretched gmrret in the roof. As for the place in the
250
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Admiralty, Balkilphredro owed it to Josiana; by Jove, a pretty appoint-
ment ! Josiana had made Barkilphedro what he was.  She had created
him. Be it so. Yes, ereated nothing. ILess than nothing. For in his
absurd situation he felt borne down, tongue-tied, distigured. What did
he owe Josiana? The thanks due from a hunchback to the mother
who bore him deformed. Behold your privileged ones, your folks over-
whelmed with fortune, your parvenus, your favorites of that horrid
step-mother, Fortune! And that man of talent, Barkilphedro, was
obliged to stand on staircases, to bow to footmen, to elimb to the top
of the house at night, to be courteous, assiduous, pleasant, respectful,
and to have ever on his muzzle a respectful grimace! Was not it
enongh to make him gnash his teeth with rage!  And all the while she
was putting pearls round her neck, and making amorous poses to her
fool, Lord David Dirry-Moir; the hussy!

Never let any one do you a service. They will abuse the advantage
it gives them. Never allow yourself to be taken in the act of inanition.
They would relieve you. Because he was starving, this woman had
found it a sufficient pretext to give him bread.  From that mowment he
was her servant; a eraving of the stomach, and there is a chain for life!
To he obliged is to be sold.  The happy, the powertul, make use of the
moment you stretch out your hand to place a penny in it, and at the
erisis of your weakness make you a slave, and a slave of the worst kind,
the slave of an act of charity. A slave forced to love the enslaver,
What infamy! what want of delicacy! what an assault on your self-
vespeet ! Then all is over.  You are sentenced for life to consider this
man good, that woman beantiful; to remain in the back rows; to ap-
prove, to applaud, to admire, to worship, to prostrate yourself, to blister
your kuees by long genuflections, to sugar your words when you are
gnawing your lips with anger, when you are biting down your eries of
fury, and when you have within you more savage turbulence and more
bitter foam than the ocecan!

It is thus that the rich make prisoners of the poor.

This slime of a good action performed towards you bedaubs and
bespatters you with mud forever.

An ahns is irremediable. Gratitude is paralysis. A benefit is a
sticky and repugnant adherence which deprives you of free movement.
Those odious, opulent, and spoiled creatures whose pity has thus injured
you are well aware of this. It is done—you are their creature. They
have bought you—and how? By a bone taken from their dog and cast
to you. They have flung that bone at your head. You have been
stoned as much as benefited. It is all one. Have you gnawed the bone
—yes or no! You have had your place in the dog-kennel as well.
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Then bo thankful. Be ever thankful. Adore your masters. Kneel on
indefinitely. A benefit implies an understood inferiority accepted by
you. It means that you feel them to be gods and yourself a poor devil.
Your diminution augments them. Your bent form makes theirs more
upright. In the tones of their voices there is an impertinent inflection.
Their family matters, their marriages, their baptisms, their child-hear-
ings, their progeny, all concern you. A wolf eub is born to them.
Well! you have to compose a sonnet. You are a poet hecause you are
low. Iswt it enough to make the stavs fall! A little more, and they
would make you wear their old shoes.

“Who have you got there, my dear? How ugly he is! Who is
that man ?”

“I do not know. A sort of scholar, whom I feed.?

Thus converse these idiots, without even lowering their voice. Yon
hear, and remain mechanically amiable. If you ave ill, your masters
will send for the doctor—not their own.  Oceasionally they may even
inquire after you.  Being of a different species from you, and at an iu-
aceessible height above you, they are affable. Their height makesx them
casy. They know that equality is impossible. By foree of disdain they
are polite, At table they give you a little nod.  Sometimes they abso-
lutely know how your name is spelt! They ouly show that they ave
your protectors by walking nnconsciously over all the delicacy and
susceptibility you possess.  They treat you with good-nature.

Is all this to be borne?

No doubt he was cager to punish Josiana. He must teach her with
whom she had to deal!

Oh ! my rich gentry, beeause you canuot eat up everything, becanse
opulence produces indigestion, seeing that your stomachs are no bigger
than ours, heeause it is, after all, better to distribute the remainder than
to throw it away, you exalt a morsel tlung to the poor into an act of
magnificence,  Oh! yvou give us bread, you give us shelter, you give us
clothes, you give us employment, and you push andacity, folly, eruelty,
stupidity, and absurdity, to the piteh of helieving that we are grateful.
The bread is the bread of servitude, the shelter is a footman’s bedroom,
the clothes are a livery, the employment is ridiculons, paid for, it is
true, but brutalizing. Oh! you believe in the right to humiliate us with
lodging and nourishment, and you imagine that we ave your debtors,
and you count on our gratitude? Very well! we will eat up your sub-
stance, we will devour you alive, and gnaw your heart-strings with
our teeth.

This Josiana! was it not absurd? what merit had she? She had
accomplished the wonderful work of coming into the world as a testi-
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mony of the folly of her futher, and tho shame of her mother. She had
done us the favor to exist, and for her kindness in becoming a publie
scandal, they paid her millions; she had estates and castles, warrens,
parks, lakes, forests, and I know not what hesides, and with all that she
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was making a fool of herself, and verses wero addressed to her! And
Barkilphedro, who had studied and labored and taken pains, and stuffed
his eyes and his brain with great books, who had grown mouldy in old
works and in science, who was full of wit, who could command armies,
who could, if he would, write tragedies liko Otway and Dryden, who
was made to be an emperor, Barkilphedro had been reduced to permit
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this nobody to prevent him from dying of hunger. Could the usurpa-
tion of the riehy the hateful elect of chance, go farther? They put on
the semblance of heing generous to ux, of protecting us, and of siniling
on us, and we wonld drink their blood and liek our lips after it! That
thix low woman of the court should have the odious power of being a
henefactressy and that a man so superior should he condemned to pick
up sueh bribes falling from such a hand, what a frightful iniquity ! and
what social system is this which has for its base disproportion and in-
Justico?  Would it not be best to take it by the four corners, and to
throw pell-mell to the eeiling the damask table-cloth, and the festival,
and the orgies, and the tippling and drunkenness, and the guests; and
those with their elhows on the fable, and those with their paws under
it, and the insolent who give and the idiots who accept, and to spit it
all back again in the face of Providence, and fling all the earth to the
heavens  In the meantime let us stick owr elaws into Josiana.

Thus dreamed Barkilphedro.  Sueh were the ragings of his soul.
It is the habit of the: envious man to absolve himself, amalgamating
with his personal grievance the publie wrongs,

MM the wild forms of hatetul passions went and eame in the intel-
Teet of this ferocious being. At the corners of old maps of the world
of the fifteenth century, are great vague spaces without shape or name,
on which are written these three wovrds: flic sunt leones.  Such a dark
corner is there also in man. Passions grow and growl somewhero
within usy and we may say of an obsenre portion of our souls, theve are
lions here.

Is this seaffolding of wild reasoning absolutely absurd ? does it lack
a certain justice . We must econfess it does not.

It is fearful to think that judgment within us is not justice.  Judg-
ment is the relative, justice is the absolute. Think of the difference
between o judge and a just man.

Wicked men lead conscience astray with authority. There are
gymnasties of untruth. A sophist is a forger, and this forger some-
times brutalizes good sense.

A certain logice, very supple, very implacable, and very agile, is at
the service of evil, and excels in stabbing truth in the dark. These are
blows struck by the devil at Providence.

The worst of it was that Barkilphedro had a presentiment. Ho was
undertaking a heavy task, and he was afraid that after all the evil
achieved might not be proportionate to the work.

To be corrosive as ho was, to have within himself a will of steel, a
hate of diamond, a burning curiosity for the catastrophe, and to bhurn
nothing, to decapitate nothing, to exterminate nothing; to be what he
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was, a force of devastation, a voracious animosity, a devourer of the
happiness of others, to have been ereated (for there is a ereator, whether
God or dovil), to have been created Barkilphedro all over, and to inflict
perhaps after all but a fillip of the finger—could this be possible ? could
it be that Barkilphedro shonld miss his aim?  To he a lever powerful
enough to heave great masses of rock, and when sprung to the utmost
power, to suceced only in giving an affected woman a hump in the fore-
head ! to be a catapult dealing ruin on a pole-kitten! To accomplish
the task of Sisyphus, {o erush an ant; 1o sweat all over with hate, and
for nothing at all.  Would not this be humiliating, when he folt himself
a mechanism of hostility capable of reducing the world to powder! To
put into movenent, all the wheels within wheels; to work in the dark-
ness all the mechanism of a Marly machine, and to sneceed perhaps in
pinching the end of a little vosy finger!  He was to turn over and over
blocks of marble, perchanee with the result of rufiling a little the smooth
surtace of the court! Providence has a way of thus expending forees
grandly. The movement of & mountain often only displaces a mole-
hill.

Besides this;, when the court is the dangerous arcna, nothing is
more dangerous than to aim at your enemy and miss him.  In the first
place, it mmasks you and irritates himg but besides and above all, it
displeases the master,  Kings do not like the nnskillful.  Let us< have
no contusions, no ugly gashes.  Kill anyhody, but give no one a bloody
nose.  He who kills is elever, he who wounds awkwanrd,  Kings do not
like to see theiv servants lamed.  They ave displeased it you ehip a por-
celain jar on their chimney-picce, or a courtier in their cortége.  The
court must he kept neat.  Break and replace; that does not matter,
Besides, all this agrees perfeetly with the taste of princes for scandal,
Speak evily do none; or it you do, let it he in grand style,

Stab, do not serateh, unless the pin be poisoned.  This would he an
extenuating civenmstance, and was, we may remember, the ease with
Barkilphedro.

Every malicions pigmy is a phial in which is enclosed the dragon of
Solomon. The phial is microscopie, the dvagon immense, A formidable
condensation, awaiting the gigantic hour of dilation! Xnnui consoled
by the premeditation of explosion! The prisoner is larger than the
prison. A latent giant! how wonderful! .\ minnow in whieh ix con-
tained a hydra. To be this fearful magieal hox, to contain within him
a Leviathan, is {o the dwarf both a torture aund a delight.

Nor would anything have caused Barkilphedro to let go hix hold.
Ho awaited his time. Was it to come? What mattered that? He
watched for it.  Self-love is mixed np in the malice of the very wicked
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man. To make holes and gaps in a court fortune higher than your own,
to undermine it at all risks and perils, while oncased and concealed
yourself, is, we repeat, exceedingly interesting. The player at such a
game becomes eager, even {o passion.  Tle throws himself into the work
as if he were composing an epic. To be very mean, and to attack that
which is great, is in itself a Drilliant action. It is a fine thing to be a
flea on a lion,

The noble beast feels the hite, and expends his mighty anger against
the atom.  An encounter with a tiger would weary him less; see how
the actors exchange their parts.  The lion, humiliated, feels the sting
of the inseet, and the flea can say, “ [ have in my veins the blood of a
lion,”

However, these reflections hut half appeased the eravings of Barkil-
phedro’s pride.  Consolations, palliations at most. To vex is one thing;
to torment would be infinitely better. Barkilphedro had a thought
which returned to him without ceasing ; his suceess might not go beyond
just irritating the epidermis of Josiana. What could he hope for more;
he so obseure, against her so radiant! A serateh is worth hut little to
him who longs to see the erimson blood of his flayed vietim, and to hear
her eries as she lies before him more than naked, without even that
garment, the skin!  With such a eraving, how sad to he powerless !

Alas, there is nothing perfect!

[Towovor, he resigned himself. Not being able to do better, he
only dreamed half hix dveam, To play a treacherous trick is an object
after all.

What a man is he who revenges himself for a benefit received!
Barkilphedro was a giant among such men,  Usually, ingratitude is
forgetfulness.  With this man, patented in wickedness, it was fury.
The vulgar ingrate is full of ashes: what was within Barkilphedro? A
furnace. .\ furnaco walled round by hate, silenee, and rancor, awaiting
Josiana for fuel.  Never had a man abhorred o woman to such a point
without reason. How terrible! She was his dream, his pre-ocenpa-
tion, his ennui, his rage.

Perhups he was a little in love with her.



CHAPTER XI
BARKILPHEDRO IN AMBUSCADE

0 find the vulnerable spot in Josiana, and to strike her there,
was, for all the causes we have just mentioned, the imper-
turbable determination of Barkilphedro.

The wish is insufficient; the power is required.

How was he to set about it? There was the question.

Vulgar vagabonds set the scene of any wickedness they intend to
commit with care. They do not feel themselves strong enough to seize
the opportunity as it passes, to tuke possession of it by fair means or
foul, and to constrain it to serve them. Deep seoundrels disdain pre-
liminary combinations. They start from their villainies alone, merely
arming themselves all round, prepared to avail themselves of various
chancos which may oceur, and then, like Barkilphedro, await the oppor-
tunity. They know that a ready-made scheme runs the risk of fitting
ill into the event which may present itself, It is not thus that a man
makoes himself master of possibilities, and guides them as one pleases,
You can come to no previous arrangement with destiny. To-morrow
will not obey you. There is a certain want of diseipline in ¢chanee.

Therefore they watch for it, and summon it suddenly, authorita-
tively, on the spot. No plan, no sketch, no rough model; no ready-
made shoe ill-fitting the unexpected. They plunge headlong into the
dark. To turn to immediate and rapid profit any circumstance that
can aid him is the quality ‘which distingnishes the able scoundrel, and
elevates the villain into the demon. To strike suddenly at fortune, that
is true genius.

The true scoundrel strikes you from a sling with the first stone he
can pick up. Clever malefactors count on the unexpected, that sense-
less accomplice of so many crimes. They grasp the incident and leap
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on it; there is no better «Ars pocetica for this species of talent. Mean-
while be sure with whom you have to deal. Survey the ground.

With Barkilphedro the ground was Queen Anne. Barkilphedro
approached the queen, and so close, that sometimes he tancied he heard
the monologues of her majesty.  Sometimes he was present unheeded
at conversations between the sisters, Neither did they forbid his slid-
ing in o word. He profited by this to lessen himself,—a way of inspir-
ing confidence, Thus, one day in the garden at Haumpton Court, being
behind the duchiess, who was behind the queen, he heard Anne, follow-
ing the fashion awkwardly, enunciating sentiments.

“The beasts are happy,” said the queen. *They run no risk of
going to hell.”

“They are theve already,” replied Josiana.

This answer, which bluntly substituted philosophy for rveligion,
displeased the queen. [f, perchanee, there was depth in the observa-
tion, Anue telt shocked.

“ My dear,” said she to Josiana, “ we talk of hell like a couple of
fools.  Ask Barkilphedro all about it. He ought to know such things.”

“As a devil 27 said Josiana.

“As a beast,” replied Barkilphedro, with a bow.

“ Madam,” said the queen to Josiana, * he is cleverer than we.”

For a man like Bavkilphedro to approach the queen, was to obtain
a hold on her.  He could say, [ hold her. Now, he wanted a means of
taking advantage of his power for his own benefit.

He had his foothold in the court. To be settled there was a fine
thing. No chance could now escape him.  More than once he had made
the qucen smile maliciously. This was haviug a license to shoot.  But
was there any preserved game? Did this license to shoot permit him
to hreak the wing or the leg of oue like the sister of her majesty ! The
first point to make clear was, did the queen love her sister? One false
step would lose all.  Barkilphedro watched.

Betfore he plays, the player looks at the cards. What trumps has
he?  Barkilphedro began by examining the age of the two women.
Josiana, twenty-three; Anme, forty-one. So far so good. IIo held
trumps,  The moment that o woman ceases to count by springs, and
begins to count by winters, she becomes eross. A dull rancor pos-
sesses her against the time of which she ecarries the proofs. Fresh-
blown beauties, perfumes for others, are to such a one but thorns. Of
the roses she feels but the prick. It seems as if all the freshness is
stolen from her, and that beauty decreases in her because it inereases
in others.

To profit by this secret ill-humor, to dive into the wrinkle on the
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face of this woman of forty, who was a queen, seemed o good gme for
Barkilphedro.

Envy excels in exeiting jealousy, ax & rat draws the crocodile from
its hole.

Barkilphedro fixed his wise gaze on Anne. He saw into the queen,
as one sees into a stagnant pool.  The marsh has its transpareney.  In
dirty water we see vices, in muddy water we sce stupidity; Anne was
muddy water.

Embryos of sentiments and lLarvie of ideas moved in her thick
brain.  They were not distinet 5 they had searcely any outline, But
they were realities, however shapeless.  The queen thought this; the
queen desired that. To decide what, was the difficulty. The confused
transtormations which work in stagnant water are difficult to study.

The queen, habitually obscure, sometimes made sudden and stupid
revelations, Tt was on these that it was necessary to seize. He must
tuke advantage of them on the moment. How did the queen feel to-
wards the Duchess Josiana 2 Did she wish her good or evil ?

Here was the problem.  Barkilphedro set himself to solve it. This
problem solved, he might go further.

Divers chances served Barkilphedros his tenacity at the wateh
above all,

Anne was, on her hushand’s side, slightly related to the new Queen
of Prussia, wife of the king with the hundred chamberlains.  She had
her portrait painted on enamel, after the process of Turquet of Mayerne.
This Queen of Prussia had also a younger illegitimate sister, the
Barouess Drika.

One day, in the presence of Barkilphedro, Anne asked the Prussian
ambassador some question about this Drika.

“They say she is vich ??

“Very rich.?

“She has palaces ?”

“Moro magnificent than those of her sister, the gqueen.”

“Whom will she marry !”

“ A great lord, the Count Gormo.”

“ Pretty 1?

“ Charming.”

“Is she young ! ?

“ Very young.”

“ As beautiful as the queen”

The ambassador lowered his voiece, and replied :

“ More beautiful.”

“That is insolent,” murmured Barkilphedro.
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The queen was silent, then she exclaimed :

“Those bastards!”

Barkilphedro noticed the plural.

Another time, when the queen was leaving the chapel, Barkilphe-
dro kept pretty close to her majesty, behind the two grooms of the
almonry. Lord David Dirry-Moir, erossing the ranks of women, made
a sensation by his handsome appearance. s he passed there was an
explosion of feminine exelamations.

“How elegant! How gallant! 'What a noble air! How handsome!”

“low disagreeable ! ” grumbled the gqueen.

Barkilphedro overheard this; it decided him.

He could hwrt the duchess without displeasing the queen.

The first problem was solved; but now the second presented itself,

What could he do to harm the duchess?  What means did his
wretehied appointment offer to attain so difficult an ohjeet?

Evidently none.




CHAPTER XII
SCOTLAND, TRELAND, AND ENGLAND

ET us note a circumstance,  Josiana had e fonr,

This is easy to understand when we reflect that she was,
although illegitimate, the queen’s sister—that i< fo say, a
prineely personage.

To have le tonr : what does it mean ?

Viscount St, John, otherwise Bolinghroke, wrore as follows to
Thomas Lennard, Earl of Sussex:

“Two things mark the great—in Fugland, they have b fonr: in
France, le pour,

When the king of France traveled, the courier of the court stopped
at the halting place in the evening, and assigned lTodgings 1o his maj-
exty’s suite,

Amongst the gentlemen some had an immense privilege,  *They
have e pour, says the Jowrnal Historigue for the year 168, page 6;
“which means that the guarter-master who marks the billets puts
¢ Pour? before their names—as ‘Powr M. le Prinee de Soubise ;" instead
of which, when he marks the lodging of one who is not royal, he does
not put powr, but simply the name—as * Le Due de Geseres) Cle Due de
Mazarin?®  This powr on a door indicated a prinee or a favorite. .\
favorite is worse than a prinee.  The king granted Ie pour, like a blue
ribbon or a peerage.

Aroir le tonwr in Fngland was less glovious, but more real. It was a
sign of intimate communication with the sovereign. Whoever might
be, by birth or favor, in a position to receive direct communications
from majesty, had in the wall of their bedehamber a shaft, in which was
adjusted & bell.  The bell sounded, the shaft opened, a royal missive
appeared on a gold plate or on a eushion of velvet, and the <haft closed.
This was intimate and solemu, the mysterious in the familiar. The
231
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shaft was used for no other purpose.  The sound of the bell announced
a royval message.  No one saw who brought it. It was of course merely
the page of the king or the queen.  Leicester acait le tour under Eliza-
heth ; Buekingham under James 1o Josiana had it under Anne, though
not mueh in favor.  Never was a privilego more envied,

Thix privilege entailed additional servility. The recipient was more
of a servant, At Court that which clevates, degrades.  Aeoir le tonr was
said in Freneh; this eiveumstance of English etiquette having, probably,
been horrowed from some old Freneh folly.

Lady Josiana, a virgin peeress as Elizabeth had been a virgin
queen, led—sometimes in the City, and sometimes in the country,
according to the season—an almost prineely life, and kept nearly a
conrt, af which Lord David was courtior, with many others,

Not heing marvied, Lord David and Lady Josiana could show them-
selves together in publie without exeiting ridicule, and they did so fre-
quently.  They often went to playvs and race-comrses in the same car-
viage, and sat together in the same hox.  They were chilled by the
impending marriage, which was not only permitted to them, hut imposed
upon them; but they felt an attraction for cach other’s society.  The
privacy permitted to the engaged has a frontier casily passed.  From
this they abstained; that which is easy i< in bad taste,

The best pugilistic encounters then took place at Lambeth, a parish
in which the Lord Archbishop of Canterbury has a palace, though the
air there is unhealthy, and a rvich Library open at certain hours to decent
people,

One evening in winter there was, in a meadow there, the gates of
which were locked, a fight, at which Josiana, escorted by Lord David,
was present.  She had asked :

“Are women admitted ?”?

And David had responded :

“Sunt feenine maguates !

Liberal translation, “ Not shop-keepers?  Literal translation, “Gireat
ladies erist™ A duchess goes everywhere.

This is why Lady Josiana saw a boxing mateh.

Lady Josiana made only this concession to propriety—she dressed
as & man, a very common custom at that period. ' Women seldom trav-
eled otherwise.  Ont of every six persons who traveled by the coach
from Windsor, it was rare that there wero not one or two amongst them
who were women in male attive; a certain sign of high birth.

Lord David, being in company with a womau, could not take any
part in the match himself, and merely assisted as one of the audi-
ence.
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Lady Josiana betrayed her quality in one way; she had an opera
glass, then used by gentlemen ouly,

This encounter in the noble seience was presided over by Lowd
Germaine, great-grandfather, or grand-uncle, of that Lord Germaine
who, towards the end of the cighteenth century, was colonel, ran away
in a battle, was afterwards made Minister of War, and only escaped
from the shells of the enemy, to fall by a worse fate, shot through and
through by the sarcasm of Sheridan,

Many gentlemen were bhetting.  Harry Bellew, of Carleton, who
had elaims to the extinet peerage of Bella-agqua, with Henry, Lord
Hyde, member of Parliament for the borough of Dunhivid, which is
also called Linmmeeston; the Honorable Peregrine Bertie, member for
the borough of Truro, with Sir Thomas Colpepper, member for Maid-
stone; the Laird of Lanyrbau, which is on the borders of Lothian,
with Samuel Trefusig, of the horough of Penrvu: Sir Bartholomew
Gracedien, of the borough of Saint Tves; with the Houorable Charles
Bodville, who was ealled Lord Robartes, and who was Custos Rotuloram
of the county of Cornwall; besides many others,

Of the two combatants, one was an Irishman, named after his
native mountain in Tipperary, Pheleme-ghe-Madone, and the other a
Scot, uamed Helmsgail,

They represented the national pride of each country.  Ireland and
Scotland were about to set to; Erin was going to fisticut! Gajothel.
So that the bets amounted to over forty thousand gnineas, besides the
stakes,

The two champions weve naked, exeepting short breeches huekled
over the hips; and spiked hoots laced as high as the ankles,

Helmsgail, the Seot, was a youth scaveely nineteen, but he had
already had his forehead sewn up, for whic¢h reason they liid two and
one third to oue on him. The month beforehe had broken the vibs and
gouged out the eyes of a pugilist, named Sixmileswater,  Thix explained
the enthusiasm he ereated. Tle had won his backers twelve thousand
pounds.  Besides having his forchead sewn up, Helmsgails jaw had
heen broken. He was neatly made and active. e was about the
height of a small woman, upright, thick sct, and of a stature low and
threatening.  And nothing had been lost of the advantages given him
by nature; not a muscle which was not trained to its objeet, pugilisn.
His firm chest was compaet, and brown and shining like brass. e
smiled, and three teeth which he had lost added to this smile.

His adversary was tall and overgrown—that is to say, weak.

He was a man of forty years of age, six feet high, with the chest of
a hippopotamus, and a mild expression of face. The blow of his fist
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would break in the deck of a vessel, but he did not know how to
use it.

The Irishman, Phelem-ghe-Madone, was all surface, and seemed to
have cutered the ring to receive, rather than to give, blows.  Only it
was felt that he would take a deal of punishment.  Like underdone
heef, tough to chew; and impossible to swallow.  Ho was what was
termed, in loeal slang, raw meat.  He squinted.  He seemed resigned.

The two men had passed the preceding night in the same bed,
and had slept together.  They had each drunk port wine trom the
same glass, to the three-ineh mark.

Each had his group of seconds—men of savage expression, threat-
ening the wmpires when it suited their side.  Amongst Helmsgail's sup-
porters, was to be seen John Gromane, celebrated for having carried an
ox on his back; and one ealled John Bray, who had onee carried on his
back ten bushels of flour, at fifteen pecks to the hushel, besides the
miller himself, and had walked over two hundred paces under the
weight,  On the side of Phelem-ghe-Madone, Lovd Hyde had brought
from Luunceston a certain Kilter, who lived at Green eastle, and could
throw a stone weighing twenty pounds to a greater height than the
highest tower of the castle.

These three men, Kilter, Bray, and Gromane, were Cornishmen by
birth, and did honor to their county.

The other seconds were brutal fellows, with broad backs, bowed
legs, knotted fists, dull faces; ragged, fearing nothing, nearly all jail-
birds.

Many of them understood admirably how to make the police drunk.
Each profession should have its peculiar talents.

The field chosen was farther off than the bear garden, where they
formerly baited bears, bulls, and dogs; it was beyond the line of the
farthest houses, by the side of the ruins of the Priory of Saint Mary
Overy, disinantled by Henry VIIL  The wind was northerly, and biting;
a small rain fell, which was instantly frozen into ice.  Some gentlemen
present were evidently fathers of families, recognized as such by their
putting np their umbrellas,

On the side of Phelem-ghe-Madone was Colonel Mouereif, as um-
pire; and Kilter, as second, to support him on his knee.

On the side of Hehnsgail, the Honorable Pughe Beaumaris was
umpive, with Lord Desertun, from Kilearry, as bottle-holder, to support
him on his knee.

The two combatants stood for a few seconds motionless in the ring,
while the watches were being compared. They then approached each
other and shook hands.
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Phelem-ghe-Madone suid to Helinsgail :

[ should prefer going home.”

Helmsgail answered, handsomely .

“ The gentlemen must not be disappointed, on any account.”

13

Naked as they were, they felt the cold. Phelem-ghe-Madone shook.
His teeth chattered. :
Doctor Eleanor Sharpe, nephew of the Archbishop of York, cried
out to them:
“Set to, boys; it will warm you.”
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Those friendly words thawed them.

Thoy set to.

But necither one nor the other was angry. There were three in-
effectual rounds. The Rev. Doctor Gumdraith, one of the forty Iellows
of All Souls’ C'ollege, eried:

“ Spirit them up with gin.”

But the two nmpires and the two seconds adhered to the rule. Yet
it was exceedingly eold.

First blood was ¢laimed.

They weve again set face to face.

They looked at each other, approached, stretched their arins, tonched
each other's fists, and then drew back.

AlL at onee, Helmsgadl, the little man, sprang forward., The real
fight had hegun.

Phelem-ghe-Madome was struck in the tace, between the eyes,  His
whole face streamed with blood.  The ¢rowd eried:

“ Helmsgail has tapped his clavet !

There was applause.  Phelem-ghe-Madoue, turning his arms like
the sails of a windmill; struck out at random.

The Honorable Peregrine Bervtie said, * Blinded ;7 bhut he was not
blind yet.

Then Helmsgail heard on all sides these encouraging words:

“Bung up his pecpers!”

On the whole, the two champions were really well matched ; and,
notwithstanding the unfavorable weather, it was seen that the fight
would be a success.

The great giant, Phelem-ghe-Madone, had to hear the inconvenience
of his advantages; he moved heavily. His arms were massive as clubs;
but his chest was a mass. His little opponent ran, struck, sprung,
gnashed his teeth; redoubling vigor by quickness, from knowledge of
the science.

On the one side was the primitive blow of the fist—savage, un-
cultivated, in a state of ignorance; on the other side, the civilized blow
of the fist. Ielmsgail fought as much with his nerves as with his
muscles, and with as much intention as force. Phelem-ghe-Madone was
a kind of sluggish mauler,—somewhat mauled himself, to begin with.
It was art against nature. It was cultivated ferocity against barbarism.

It was clear that the barbarian would be beaten, but not very
quickly. Hence the interest.

A little man against a big one, and the chances are in favor of the
little one. The cat has the best of it with a dog. Goliaths are always
vanquished by Davids.
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A hail of exclamations followed the combatants.

“Bravo, Helmsgail! Good! Well done, Highlander! Now,
Phelem !”

And the friends of Ielmsgail repeated their henevolent exhorta-
tion :

“ Bung up his peepers!?

Helmsgail did better. Rapidly bending down and hack again, with
the undulation of a serpent, he struck Phelem-ghe-Madone in the ster-
num. The Colossus staggered.

“ Foul blow !” eried Viscount Barnard.

Phelem-ghe-Madono sank down on the knee of his second, saying:

“1 am beginning to get warm.”

Lord Desertum consulted the nmpires, and said :

“TFive minutes hefore time is called.”

Phelem-ghe-Madone was becoming weaker.  Kilter wiped the hlood
from hix face and the sweat from his body with a annel, and placed
the neck of a bottle to his mouth. They had come to the eleventh
round. Phelem, besides the sear on his forehead, had his hreast disfig-
ured by blows, his helly swollen, and the fore part of the head scarified.
Helmsgail was untouched.

A kind of tumult arose amongst the gentlemen.

Lord Barnard repeated, “ Foul blow !

“ Bets void!” said the Laird of Lamyrbau.

“T elaim my stako!” replied Sir Thomas Colpepper.,

And the honorable member for the borough of Saint Tves, Sir Bar-
tholomew Gracedieu, added, * Give me back my five hundred guineas,
and T will go.  Stop the fight.”

Phelem arose, staggering like a drunken man, and =aid :

“Let us go on fighting, on one condition—that 1 also shall have
the right to give one foul blow.”

They evied, *Agreed!” from all parts of the ring., Helmsgail
shrugged his shoulders.  Five minutes elapsed, and they set to again.

The fighting, which was agony to Phelem, was play to Hehmsgail.
Such are the trinmphs of science,

The little man found means of putting the hig one into chancery—
that is to say, Helmsgail suddenly took under his left arm, which was
bent like o steel crescent, the huge head of Phalem-ghe-Madone, and
held it there under his armpit, the neck bent and twisted, whilst Helms-
gail's vight fist fell again and again like a hannmer on a nail, ouly from
below and striking upwards, thus smashing his opponent’s face at his
ease. When Phlelem, released at length, lifted his head, he had no
longer a face.
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That which had lLeen a nose, eyes, and a mouth, now looked only
like a black sponge soaked in blood. He spat, and on the ground lay
four of his teeth,

Then he fell.  Kilter received him on his knee.

Helmsgail was hardly touched : he had some insignificant bruises,
and a seratele on his collar bone,

No one was cold now.  They Taid sixteen and a quarter to one on
Helmsgail.

Harry Carleton c¢ried out:

“It is all over with Phelem-ghe-Madone, T will lay my peerage of
Bella-aqua, and my title of Lord Bellew, against the Arehbishop of (an-
terbury’s old wig, on Hehmsgail.”

“Give me your muzzle,” said Kilter to Phelem-ghe-Madone,  And
stuffing the bloody flannel into the bottle, he washed him all over with
gin. The mouth re-appeared, and he opened one eyelid.  His temples
seemed fractured.

“ One round more, my friend,” said Kilter; and he added, “for the
honor of the low town.”

The Welsh and the Trish understand each other, still Phelem made
no sign of having any power of understanding left.

Phelem arose, supported by Kilter. Tt was the twenty-fifth ronnd.
From the way in which this Cyclops, for he had but one eye, placed
himself in position, it was evident that this was the last round, for no
one doubted his defeat. He placed his guard below his c¢hing with the
awkwardness of a failing man.

Helmsgail, with a skin hardly sweating, cried out :

“T1 back myself, a thousand to one.”

Helmsgail, raising his arm, struek out; and, what was strange, hoth
fell. A ghastly chuckle was heard. Tt was Phelem-ghe-Madone’s expres-
sion of delight.  While receiving the terrible blow given him by Helms-
gail on the skull, he had given him a foul blow on the navel.

Helmsgail, lying on his baek, rattled in his throat.

The spectators looked at him as he lay on the ground, and said,
“Paid back!” All clapped their hands, even those who had lost.
Phelem-ghe-Madone had given foul blow for foul blow, and had only
asserted his right.

They carried Helmsgail off on an hand-barrow. The opinion was
that he would not recover.

Lord Robartes exclaimed, “ T win twelve hundred guineas.”

Phelem-ghe-Madone was evidently maimed for life.

As she left, Josiana took the arm of Lord David, an act which was
tolerated amongst people “ engaged.” She said to him:



THE MAN WHO LAUGILA. 269

”

“1t is very fine, but

“But what??

“T thought it would have driven away my spleen. It has not.”

Lord David stopped, looked at Josiana, shut his mouth, and inflated
his cheeks, whilst he nodded his head, which signified attention, and
said to the duchess:

“KFor spleen there is but one remedy.”

“What is it ?”

“Gwynplaine.”

The duchess asked:

“And who is Gwynplaine !




BOOK TI

GWYNPLAINE AND DEKA

CHAPTER |

WHEREIN WE SEE THE FACE OF HIM OF WIHOM WE TIAVE
HITHERTO SEEN ONLY THFE ACTS

ATURE had bheen prodigal of her kindness to
Gwynplaine.  She had bestowed on him a mouth
opening to his ears, cars folding over to his eyes,
a shapeless nose to support the spectacles of the
grimace maker, and a face that no one could look
upon without laughing.

We have just said that nature had loaded
Gwynplaine with her gift~. But was it nature?
Had she not heen assisted ?

Two slits for eyes, a hiatus for a month, a snub
protuberance with two holes for nostrils, a flattened face, all having for
the result an appearance of laughter; it is certain that nature never
produces such perfection single-handed.

But is langhter a synonym of joy?

If, in the presence of this mountebank—for ho was one—the first
impression of gayety wore off, and the man were observed with atten-
tion, traces of art were to be vecognized. Such a faco could nover have
been created by chanee, it mnst have resulted from intention. Such
perfect completeness is not in nature. Man can do nothing to create

2
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beauty, but everythiug to produce ugliness. .\ Hottentot profile cannot
be changed into a Roman outline, but out of a Greeian nose you may
make a Calmuek’s. It only requires to obliterate the root of the nose,
and to flatton the nostrils.  The dog Latin of the middle ages had a
reason for its ereation of the verb denasare. Had Gwynplaine when a
¢hild been so worthy of attention that his face had been subjected fo
transmutation?  Why not?  Needed there a greater motive than the
speculation of his future exhibition?  Aeccording to all appearance, in-
dustrious manipulators of children had worked upon his face, Tt
seented evident that a mysterious and probably oceult science, which
was to surgery what alehemy was to chemistry, had ehiseled his tlesh,
evidently at a very tender age, and manufactured his countenance with
premeditation.  That seience, clever with the knife, skilled in ohtusions
and ligatures, had enlirged the mouthy eut away the lips, laid bare the
gums, distended the earsy ent the cartilages, displaced the eyelids and
the cheeks, enlarged the zygomatic musele, pressed the sears and eiea-
trices to a level, turned back the gkin over the lesions whilst the face
was thus stretehed, from all which resulted that powerful aud profound
piece of sculpture, the mask, Gwynplaine,

Man is not horn thus,

However it may have been, the manipulation of Gwynplaine had
suceeeded admirably.  Gwynplaine was a gift of Providence to dispel
the sadness of man.

Of what providence? Ts there a providence of demons ax well ax
of God? Wae put the question without answering it.

Gwynplaine was a mountebank. He showed himself on the plat-
form. No such effect had ever before been produced. Hypochondriaes
were cured by the sight of him alone. He wax avoided by folks in
mourning, because they were compelled to laugh when they saw him,
without regard to their decent gravity. One day the executioner came,
and Gwynplaine made him laugh. Every one who saw Gwynplaine held
his sides; he spoke, and they rolled on the ground. He was removed
from sadness as is pole from pole.  Spleen at the one; Gwyuplaine at
the other.

Thus he rose rapidly in the fair ground and at the cross-roads to
the very satisfactory renown of a horrible man.

It was Gwynplaine’s laugh which created the laughter of others,
yet he did not laugh himself. His face laughed; his thonghts did not.
The extraordinary face which chance or a special and weird industry
had fashioned for him, langhed alone. (Gwyuplaine had nothing to do
with it. The outside did not depend on the interior. The laugh which
he had not placed, himself, on his brow, on his evelids, on his mouth, he
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cvould not remove. It hid been stamped forever on his face. It was
automatie, and the move irresistible because it seemed petrified. No
one could escape from this rictus.  Two convulsions of the face are
infectious; langhing and yawning., By virtue of the mysterious opera-
tion to which Gwynplaine had probably heen subjected in his infaney,
every part of his face contributed to that rictus; his whole physiognomy
led to that result, as a wheel centres in the nave.  All his emotions,
whatever they might have been, augmented his strange face of joy, or to
speak more correctly, aggravated it.  Any astonishment which might
seize him, any suffering which he might feel, any anger which might
take possession of him, any pity which might move him, would only
inerease thix hilarity of his muscles. Tt he wept, he langhed; and
whatever Ghwynplaine was, whatever he wished to he, whatever he
thought, the moment that he raised his head, the erowd, it crowd there
was, had before them one impersonation: an overwhelming burst of
laughter,

It was like a hiead of Medusa, but Medusa hilarious.

All feeling or thought in the mind of the spectator was suddenly
put to flight by the unexpeeted apparition, and laughter was inevitable.
Antique art formerly placed on the outsides of the Greek theatre a joy-
ous hrazen face, ealled Comedy. It lnughed and oceasioned laughter,
but remained pensive. Al parody which borders on folly, all irony
which borders on wisdom, were condensed and amalgamated in that
face.  The burden of care; of disillnsion, anxiety, and grief, were ex-
pressedin its impassive countenance; and resulted in a lugubrions sum
of mirth. One corner of the mouth was raised, in mockery of the
human race; the other side, in blasphemy of the gods, Men confronted
that model of the ideal sarcasm and exemplification of the irony which
cach one possesses within him; and the erowd, continually renewed
round its fixed laugh, died away with delight hefore its sepulchral im-
mobility of mirth.

One might almost have said that Gwynplaine was that dark, dead
mask of ancient comedy, adjusted to the body of a living man. That
mfernal head of implacable hilarity ho supported on his neck.  What a
weight for the shoulders of a man—an everlasting laugh!

An everlasting laugh !

Let us understand each other; we will explain, The Manicheans
believed the absolute occasionally gives way, and that God himself
sometimes abdicates for a time.  So also of the will. 'We do not admit
that it can over be utterly powerless. The whole of existence resembles
a letter modified in the postseript.  For Gwynplaine the postseript was
this: by the force of his will, and by concentrating all his attention, and
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on eondition that no emotion should come to distract and turn away
the fixedness of his effort, he could manage to suspend the everlasting
rictus of his face, and to throw over it a kind of tragic veil, and then
the spectator laughed no longer; he shuddered.

This exertion Gwynplaine scarcely ever made. It was a terrible
effort and an insupportable tension.  Moreover, it happened that on the
slightest distraction, or the slightest emotion, the laugh, driven back
for a moment, returned like a tide with an impulse which was irresist-
ible in proportion to the force of the adverse emotion.

With this exception, Gwyvnplaine’s Taugh was everlasting,

On seeing Gwynplaine, all langhed.  When they had langhed they
turned away their heads. Women especially shrank from him with
horror.  The man was frightful.  The joyous convulsion of laughter was
ax a tribute paid; they submitted to it gladly, hut almost mechanically.
Besides, when onee the novelty of the laugh had passed over, Gwyn-
plaine was intolerable for a womam to see; and impossible to contem-
plate.

But he was tall; well-made, agile, and no way deformed, excepting
in his face.

This led {o the presumption that Gwynplaine was rather a ereation
of art than a work of nature.  Giwynplaine, beautitul in figure, had prob-
ably been beautiful in face. At hix hirth he had no doubt resembled
other infauts.” They had left the body intact, and retouched only the
face.

Gwynplaine had been made to order,—at least, that was probable.
They had left him hix teeth; teeth are necessary to alaugh.  The death’s
head retains them.  The operation performed on him must have been
frightful. That he had no remembrance of it was no proof that it had
uot taken place,  Surgical sculpture of the kind could never have sne-
ceeded exeept on a very voung child, and consequently on one having
little conseiousness of what happened to him, and who might easily
take a wound for a sickness.  Besides, we must remember that they had
in those times means of putting patients to sleep, and of suppressing
all suffering; only then it was ealled magie, while now it is called
an:esthesia.

Besides this face, those who had brought him up had given him
the resources of a gymnast, and an athlete. His articulations usefully
displaced and fashioned to Lending the wrong way, had received the
aducation of a clown, and could, like the hinges of a door, move back-
wards and forwards. Tu appropriating him to the profession of mounte-
bank nothing had been neglected.  His hair had been dyed with ochre
once forall; a secret which has been rediscovered at the present day.
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Pretty women use it, and that which was formerly considered ugly is
now considered an embellishment.  Gwynplaine had yellow hair,  His
hair having probably been dyed with some corrosive preparation, had
left it woolly and rough to the touch.  Its yellow bristles, rather a mano
than a head of hair, covered and concealed a lofty brow, evidently made
to contain thought. The operation, whatever it had been, which had
deprived his features of harmouy, and put all their flesh into disorder,
had had no effeet on the bony structure of his hiead. The facial angle
was powerful and surprisingly grand.  Behind his laugh thero was ¢
soul, dreaming, as all our souls dream.

However, his laugh was to (twynplaine quite a talent. 1o could do
nothing with i, so he turned it to account. By means of it he gained
his living.

Gwyuplaine, as you have doubtless alveady guessed, was the child
abandoned one winter ovening ou the coast of Portland, and received
into a poor caravan at Weymouth.









CHAPTER II
DEA

HAT hoy was at this time a man. Fifteen years had olapsed.
It was in 1705, Gwynplaine was in his twenty-fifth year.

Ursus had kept the two children with him. They were

a group of wanderers,  Ursus and Homo had aged. Ursus

hiad become quite hald. The wolf was growing gray.  The age of wolves

is not aseertained like that of dogs.  Aeccording to Molicre, there ave

wolves which live to eighty, amongst others the little koupara, and the
rank wolf, the Canis nubilus of Say.

The little girl found on the dead woman was now a tall ereature of
sixteen, with brown hair, slight, fragile, almost trembling from delicacy.
and almost inspiring fear lest she should break: admirably beautiful,
her eves full of light, yet blind.

',l‘]mt-“futal winter night whieh threw down the begear woman and
her infant in the snow had struck a double blow, It had killed the
mother and blinded the child.  Gutta serena had forever paralyzed the
eyes of the girl, now Lecome woman in her turn.

On her face, through which the light of day never passed, the
depressed corners of the mouth indicated the bitterness of the privation,
Her eyes, large and clear, had a strange quality : extinguished forever
to her, to others they were brilliant. They were mysterious torehes
lighting only the outside. They gave light, hut possessed it not. These
sightless eyes were resplendent, .\ captive of shadow, she lighted up
the dull place she inhabited. From the depth of her ineurable davk-
ness, from behind the black wall called blindness, she flung her rays.
She saw not the sun without, but her soul was pereeptible from within,

In her dead look there was a celestial carnestness.  She was the
night, and from the irromediable darkness with which she was amalga-
mated, she came out a star,



298 THE MAN WHO LAUGIS.

Ursus, with his mania for Latin names; had christened her Dea.
He had taken his wolf into consultation. He had said to him, “ You
represent man, | represent the heasts.  We are of the lower world, this
little one shall represent the world on high. Such feeblouness is all-
powerful.  In this manner the universe shall be complete in our hut in
its three orders,—human, animal, and Divine”  The wolf made no
ohjeetion,

Therefore the foundling was called Dea.

Ax to Gwynplaine, Ursus had not had the trouble of inveuting a
name for him. The morning of the day on which he had realized the
disfigurement of the little hoy and the blindness of the infant, he had
asked him, “Boy, what is your name?” and the boy had answered,
“They call me Gwynplaine,”

“ Be Gwynplaine then,” said Ursns,

Dea assisted (hwynplaine in his performances,

If human misery could be stmmed up, it might have been siummed
up in Gwynplaine and Dea. Each seemed born in a compartment of
the sepulehre ; Gwynplaine in the horrible, Deain the darkness,  Their
existenees were shadowed by two different kinds of darkness, tuken
from the two formidable sides of night.  Dea had that shadow in her,
Gwynplaine had it on him. There was a phantom in Dea, a spectre in
Gwynplaine,  Dea was sunk in the mournful, Gwynplaine in something
worse,  There was for Gwynplaine, who conld see; a heart-rending pos-
sihility that existed not for Dea, who was blind; he eould compare him-
self with other men.  Now, in a situation such as that of (rwynplaine,
admitting that he should seek to examine it, to compare himself with
others was to understand himself no more.  To have, like Dea, empty
sight from which the world is absent, is a supreme distress; yot less
than to he ai enigma to one’s self; to feel that something is wanting here
as well) and that comething, one’s self; to seo the universe and not to see
one’s self. Dea had a veil over her, the night; Gwynplaine a mask, his
face.  Toexpressible fact, it was by his own flesh that Gwyunplaine was
masked!  What his visage had been, he knew not. His face had van-
ished.  They had affixed to him a false self.  He had for a face, a dis-
appearance.  His head lived, his face was dead.  He never remembered
to have seen it. Mankind was for Gwynplaine, as for Dea, an exterior
fact. It was far-off. She was alone, he was alone. The isolatioun of
Dea was funereal, she saw nothing; that of Gwynplaine sinister, ho saw
all things.  For Dea creation never passed the bounds of toueh and
hearing ; reality was bounded, limited, short, immediately lost. Nothing
was infinite to her but darkness. TFor Gwynplaine to live was to have
tho crowd forever before him and outside him. Dea was the proscribed
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from light, Gwynplaine the banned of life,  They were beyond the pale
of hope, und had reac¢hed the depth of possible calamity; they had sunk
into it, both of them. An observer who had watched them would have
felt his reveric melt into immeasurable pity.  What must, they not have
suffered! The decree of misfortune weighed visibly on these human
creatures, and never had fate encompassed two beings who had done
nothing to deserve it, and more clearly turned destiny into torture, and
life into hell.

They were in a Paradise.

They were in love.

Gwynplaine adored Dea, Dea idolized Grwyuplaine.

“ How beautiful you are!” she would say to himn.



CHAPTER 111
“O0crLOS NON HABET, ET VIDET”

QI NLY one woman on carth saw (iwynplaine.

It wax the blind girl.  She had learned what (Ghwyn-

plaine had done for her, from Ursus to whom he had related

(N his rough journcy from Dortland to Weymouth, and the
many sufferings which he had endured when deserted by the gang.
She knew that when she was an infant dying upon her dead mother,
sucking a corpse, a being scarcely higger than herself had taken her up;
that this being, exiled, and, as it were, buried under the refusal of the
universe to aid him, had heard her ery; that all the world being deaf to
him, he had not been deaf to her; that the child, alone, weak, cast off,
without resting-place here below, dragging himself over the waste, ex-
hausted by fatigue, erushed, had accepted from the hands of night a
burden, another ¢hild; that he, who had nothing to expeet in that
obgeure distribution which we eall fate, had charged himself with a des-
tiny; that naked, in anguish and distress, he had made himself a Prov-
idenee; that when ITeaven had closed he had opened his heart; that,
himself lost, he had saved ; that having neither roof-tree nor shelter, he
had been an asylum; that he had made himself mother and nurse ; that
he who was alone in the world had responded to desertion by adoption ;
that lost in the darkness he had given an example; that, as if not
already sufficiently burdened, he had added to his load another’s misery ;
that in this world, which seemed to contain nothing for him, he had
found a duty; that where every one else would have hesitated, he had
advanced; that where every one else would have drawn back, he con-
sented ; that he had put his hand into the jaws of the grave and drawn
out her—Dea. That, himself half naked, he had given her his rags,
hecause she was cold; that famished, he had thought of giving her food
and drink; that for one little creature, another little creature had com-

280
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bated death; that he had fought it nnder every form; under the form
of winter and SpOw, under the form of solitude, under the form of terror,
under the form of cold, hunger, an:d thirst, under the form of whirlwind;
and that for hgr, Dea, this Titan of ten had given battle to the immen-
sity of night. ™8he knew that as a child he had done this, and that now
as a man, he was strength to her weakness, riches to her poverty,
healing to her sickness, and sight to her blindness,  Through the mist
of the unknown by which she felt herself encompassed, she distin-
guished clearly his devotion, his abnegation, his courage.  ITeroism in
immaterial regions has an outline; she distinguixhed this sublime out-
line. In the inexpressible abstraction in which thought Iives unlighted
by the sun, Dea perceived this mysterious lincament of virtue.  In the
surrounding of dark things put in motion, which was the only impres-
sion made on her by reality; in the uneasy stagnation of a ereature,
always passive, yet always on the watch for possible evil; in the sensa-
tion of bheing ever defenseless, which is the life of the blind; she felt
Gwynplaine above her; Gwynplaine never cold, never absent, never
obseured; (hwymnplaine sympathetie, helptful, and sweet-tempered.  Dea
quivered with certainty and gratitude, her anxiety changed into cestasy,
and with her shadowy eyes she contemplated on the zenith from the
depth of her abyss, the rich light of his goodness,

In the ideal, kindness is the sun; and Gwynplaine dazzled Dea,

To the erowd, which has too mpny heads to have a thought, and
100 many eyes to have a sight—to the crowd who, superficial them-
selves, judge oily of the surface, Gwynplaine was a clown, & merry-
andrew, a mountebank, a ereature grotesque, a little more and a little
less than a beast. The ¢rowd knew only the face.

For Dea, Gwynplaine was the savior who had gathered her into
his arms in the tomb, and borne her out of it; the consoler who made
life tolerable; the liberator, whose hand, holding her own, gnided her
through that labyrinth called blindness. (fwynplaine was her brother,
friend, guide, support; the personification of heavenly power, the hux-
band, winged and resplendent.  Whero the multitude saw the mouster,
Dea vecognized the archangel.

It was that Dea, blind, perceived his soul.



CIHLAPTER TV

WELL=-MATCIHED LOVERS

\ & 2 RSTUS heing a philosophier, understood.  He approved of the
Vi fascination of Dea.
N The blind see the invisible,
He said: conseienece is vision,

Then, looking at Gwynplaine, he murmunred: semi-monster, hut
demi-god.

Gwynplaing, on the other hand, was madly in love with Dea.

There is the invisible eye, the spirit, and the visible eye; the pupil.
[Te saw her with the visible eye.  Dea was dazzled by the ideal; Gwyn-
plaine, by the real.  Gwynplaine was not ugly; ho was frighttul.  Ile
saw his contrast before him: in proportion as he was terrible, Dea was
sweet, Ile was horror; she was grace. Dea was his dream.  She
seemed a vision searcely embodied.  There was in her whole person, in
her Girecian form, in her fine and supple figure, swaying like a reed; in
her shoulders, on which might have been invisible wings; in the modest
curves which indieated her sex, to the soul rather than to the senses; in
her fairness, which amounted almost to transparency; in the august
and reserved serenity of her look, divinely shut out from earth; in the
sacred innocence of her smile, she was almost an angel, and yet just a
woman,

Gwynplaine, we have said, compared himself and compared Dea.

His existence, such as it was, was the vesult of a double and un-
heard-of c¢hoice, It was tho point of intersection of two rays; oue trom
below and one from above—a black and a white ray. To the same
crumb, perhaps pecked at, at once, by the heaks of evil and good, one
gave the bite, the other the kiss, (wynplaine was this crumb—an
atom, wounded and caressed. Gwynplaine was the product of fatality
combined with Providence. Misfortune had placed its finger on him;
282
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happiness as well. Two extreme destinies composed his strange lot.
Ho bad on him an anathema and a benedietion.  He was the eleet,
curced.  'Who was he?  He knew not. . When he looked at himself, he
saw one he knew not; hut this unknown was a monster.  Gwynplaine
lived as it were heheaded, with a face which did not helong to hin.
This face was frightful, so frightful that it was absurd. [t caused ax
muech fear as laughter. It was a hell-concoeted absurdity. Tt was the
shipwreek of o human faco into the mask of an animal.  Never had
been seen so total an eclipse of humanity in a human face; never paody
more complete; never had apparition more frightful grinned in night-
mare; never had everything repulsive to woman been morve hideously
amalgamated in a man.  The anfortunate heart, masked and cahun-
niated by the face; scemaed forever condemued to solitude nnder it, as
wnder a tombstone, Yet no!  Where unknown malice had done its
worst, invisible goodness had lent its aid.  In the poor fallen one; sud-
denly raised up, by the side of the repulsive, it had placed the attract-
ivas on the harren shoal it had set the loadstone; it had cansed a soul
to fly with swift wings towards the deserted one; it had sent the dove
to console the ereature whom the thunderbolt had overwhehued, and
had maude beauty adore deformity.

For this to bhe possible it was necessary that heauty should not see
the disfignrement,  For this good fortune, misfortune was required.
Providence had made Dea blind.

Gwynplaine vaguely felt himself the objeet of a redemption,  Why
had he been perseented ! e knew not. Why redeemed ? He knew
not.  All he knew was that a halo had enecireled hix brand.  When
Gwynplaine had been old enough to understand, Ursus had read and
explained to bhim the text of Doctor Conguest de Devasatis, and in
another folio, Hugo Plagon, the passage, Nares habens notilas;: but
Ursus had prudently abstained from * hypotheses,™ and had been ve-
served in his opinion of what it might mean. Suppositions were pos-
sible. The probability of violence inflicted on Gwynplaine when an
infant was hinted at, hut for Gwynplaine the result was the only evi-
denee,  Ilis destiny was {o live under a stigma. Why this stigma !
There was no answer,

Silenco and solitude were around Gwynplaine, A1l was uneertain
in the conjectnres which could be fitted to the tragieal reality 5 exeept-
ing the terrible fact, nothing was certain.  In his disconragement Dea
intervened a sort of celestial interposition between him and despair.  He
perceived, melted and inspirited by the sweetness of the heautiful girl
who turned to him, that, horrible as he was, a beautificd wonder affected
his moustrous visage. Having been fashioned to create dread, he was
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the objeet of a miraculous exception, that it was admired and adored
in the ideal by the light ; and; monster that he was, he folt himself the
contemplation of a star,

Gwynplaine and Dea were a pair, and these two suffering hearts
adored each other.  One nest and two birds, that was their story.  They
had bhegun to feel a universal law—to please, to seek, and to find each
other.

Thus hatred had made a mistake.  The persecutors of Gwynplaine,
whoever they might have been—the deadly enigma, from wherever it
came, had missed their aime They had intended to drive him to dex-
peration; they had sueceeded in driving him into enchantment. They
had affianced him beforehand to o healing wound.  They had predes-
tined him for consolation by an affliction.  The pincers of the execu-
tioner had softly changed into the delicately-moulded hand of a girl.
Gwynplaine was horrible; artificially horrible—made lorrible by the
hand of man.  They had hoped to exile him forever: first, from his
family, if his family existed, and then from humanity.  When an infant,
they had made hinea ruin; of this ruin Nature had repossessed herself,
as she does of all ruins.  This solitude Nature haul consoled, as she con-
soles all solitudes.  Nature comes to the succor of the deserted; where
all is lacking, she gives back her whole self,  She flourishes and grows
green amid ruins; she has ivy for the stones and love for man.

Profound geuerosity of the shadows!




CHAPTER YV
THE BLUE SKY THROUGH THE BLACK CLOUD

HUS lived these unfortunate ereatures together, Dea, velving;
Grwynplaine, accepted,
These orphans weve all in all to each other, the feehle
and the deformed.  The widowed were hetrothed.  An inex-
pressible thanksgiving arose out of their distress,  They were grateful.

To whom?

To the obseure immengity.  Be grateful in your own hearts,  That
suffices, Thanksgiving has wings, and flies to its right destination.
Your prayer knows its way hetter than you can.

How many men have helieved that they prayed to Jupiter, when
they prayed to Jehovah! How many helievers in amulets are listened
to by the Almighty! How many atheists there are who know not that,
in the simple fact of heing good and sad, they pray to God!

Ghwynplaine and Dea were grateful.

Deformity is expulsion. Blindness is a preeipice.  The expelled
one had been adopted; the precipice wak habitable.

Gwynplaine had seen a brilliant light descending on him, in an
arrangement of destiny which seemed to put, in the perspective of a
dream, a white cloud of heauty having the form of a woman, a radiant
vision in which there was a heart; and the phantom, almost a cloud
and yet a woman, clasped him; and the apparition embraced him; and
the heart desired him. Gwynplaine was no longer deformed. He was
beloved. The rose demanded the caterpillar in marriage, feeling that
within the caterpillar there was a diviue butterfly. Gwynplaine the
rejectod, was chosen.

To have one’s desire is everything. Gwynplaine had his, Dea hers,

The abjection of the disfigured man was exalted and dilated into
intoxication, into delight, into belief; and a hand was stretehed out

. I8
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towards the melancholy hesitation of the blind girl, to guide her in her
durkness,

[t was the penetration of two misfortunes into the ideal, which
absorbed them.  The rejected found a refuge in each other. Two blanks,
combining, filled cach other up.  They held together by what they
lacked : in that in which one was poor, the other was rich,  The mis-
fortune of the one made thoe treasuro of the other.  Had Dea not heen
blind, would she have chosen Gwynplaine?  Had Gwynplaine not heen
disfigured, wounld he have preferved Dea?  She would probably have
rejected the deformed, as he would have passed by the infirm. What
happiness for Dea that Gwynplaine was hideous!  What good fortune
for Gwynplaine that Dea was blind!  Apart from their providential
matehing, they were impossible to each other, A mighty want of each
other was at the bottom of their loves, Gwynplaine =aved Dea. Dea
saved Gwynplaine,  Apposition of misery produced adhérence. Tt was
the embrace of those swallowed in the abyss; none closer; none more
hopeless, none more exquisite,

Gwynplaine had a thought.

“What shounld I bo withont her?”

Dea had a thought,

“What should I be without him?”

The exile of each made a country for hoth., The two incurable
fatalities, the stiginata of Gwynplaine and the blindness of Dea, joined
them together in contentment.  They sufficed {o each othe Thev
imagined nothing bheyond each other. To speak to one another was a
delight, to approach was heatitude; by foree of reciproeal intuition they
became united in the same reverie, and thought the same thoughts. In
Gwynplaine’s tread, Dea believed that she heard the step of one deified.
They tightened their mutual grasp in a sovt of sidereal chicroscuro, full
of perfumes, of gleams, of musid, of the lnminous architecture of dreams.
They belonged to cach other; they knew themselves to be forever united
in the same joy and the same eestasy; and nothing could be stranger
than this construction of an Eden by two of the damned.

They were inexpressibly happy.

In their hell they had erented heaven. Sueh wag thy power, O
Love! Dea heard Gwyunplaine's laugh; Gwynplaine saw Dew’s smilo.
Thus ideal felicity was found, the perfect joy of life was realized, the
mysterious problem of happiness was solved; and by whom? By two
outcasts.

For Gwynplaine, Dea was splendor. For Dea, Gwynplaine was
presence.  Presence is that profound mystery which renders the invis-
ible world divine, and from which results that other mystery,—confi-
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dence.  In rveligions this is the only thing which is irredueible; but
this irreducible thing suftices,  The great motive power is not seen; it
is felt.

Gwynplaine was the veligion of Dea.

Sometimes, lost in her sense of love toward him, she knelt, like a
heautiful priestess before a gnome in a pagoda, made happy by her
adoration.

Imagine to yourself an abyss, and in its centre an oaxis of light,
and in this oasis two creatures shut out of life, dazzling each other.

No purity could be compared to their loves,  Dea was ignovant
what a kiss might be, though, perhaps, she desired it: hecause blind-
ness, especially in a woman, has its dreams, and though trembling at
the approaches of the unknown, does not fear them all.  Ax to Gwyn-
plaine, his sensitive youth made him pensive.  The more delirions he
felt, the more timid he became. He might have dared anything with
thix companion of his carly youth, with this ereature as innocent of
fault as of the light, with this blind girl who saw but one thing—that
she adored him! But he would have thought it a theft to take what
she might have given; so he resigned himselt with a melancholy satis-
faction to love angelically, and the conviction of his deformity resolved
itself into u proud purity.
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These happy ereatures dwelt in the ideal.  They were spouses in it
at distances as opposite as the spheres.  They exchanged in its firma-
ment the deep effluvitan which is in infinity attraction, and on carth the
sexes,  Their Kisses were the kisses of souls, )

They had always lived a common lite. "They knew themselves only
in each other’s society.  The infaney of Dea had coineided with the
vouth of Gwynplaine,  They had grown up side by «ide.  For a long
time they had slept in the same bed, for the hut wax not a large bed-
chamber.  They lay on the chest, Ursus on the floor; that was the
arrangement.  One fine day, whilst Dea was still very little, Gwynplaine
felt himselt grown up, and it was in the youth that shame arose, e
said to Ursus, “1 will also sleep on the floor,” - And at night, he stretehed
himselt, with the old man, on the bear-skin.  Then Dea wept,  She
eried for her bhed-fellow; but Gwynplaine, hecome restless heeanse he
had begun to love, decided to remain where he was,  From that time
he always slept by the side of Ursus on the planks.  In the smnmer,
when the nights were {ine, he slept outside with Homo,

When thirteen Dea had not yet hecome resigned to the arrange-
ment.,  Offen in the evening she said, “ Gwynplaine, come elose to me;
that will put me to sleep™ .\ man lying by her side was a necessity to
her innocent shuubers,

Nudity is to see that one ix naked.  She ignored nudity. It was
the ingenuousness of Arcadja or Otaheite,  Dea untaught, made Gwyn-
plaine wild.  Sometimes it happened that Dea, when almost reaching
vouth, combed her long hair as she sat on her hed—her chemise unfast-
ened and falling off revealed indications of a feminine outline, and a
vague commencement of Eve—and would call Gwynplaine, Gwyn-
plaine blushed, lowered his eyes, and knew not what to do in presence
of this innocent ereature.  Stammering, he turned his head, feared, and
fled. The Daphnis of darkness took flight before the (‘hloe of shadow.

Such was the idyll blooming in a tragedy.

Trsus said to them:

“Old brutes! adore cach other!?



CHAPTER VI

URSUS AN TUTOR, AND IURSUS AN GUARDIAN

RIRSUS added:

“Some of these days 1 will play them a nasty trick, I
\ will marry them.”

Ursus taught Gwynplaine the theory of love,  He said

to him::

“ Do vou know how the Almighty lights the fire called love? He
places the woman underneathy, the devil hetween, and the man at the
top. A mateh—that is to say, a look—and behold, it is all on fire"

“A look is unnecessary,” answered Gwynplaine, thinking of Dea.

And Ursus replied

“Booby! do souls require mortal eyes to see each other?™

Ursus was a good fellow at times,  (Gtwynplaine, sometimes madly
in love with Dea, became melancholy, and made use of the presence of
Ursus as a guard on himself.  One day Ursus said to him:

“Bah! do not put yourself ont. When in love, the cock shows
himself.”

“ But the cagle conceals himself,” replied Gwynplaine,

At other times Ursus would say to himself, apart:

“It is wise to put spokes in the wheels of the Cytherean car. They
love each other too much. This may have its disadvantages. Let us
avoid a fire. Let us moderate these hearts”

Then Ursus had recourse to warnings of this nature, speaking to
Gwynplaine when Dea slept, and to Dea when Gwynplaine's back was
turned :

“ Dea, you must not be so fond of Gwynplaine. To live in the life
of another is perilons. Egoism is a good root of happiness. Men escape

from women. And then Gwynplaine might end by becoming infatuated
Y
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with you. His suecess is so great! You have no idea how great his
success is!”

“ Ghwynplaine, disproportions are no good. So much ugliness on
one side and o much beauty on another, ought to compel reflection.
Temper your avdor, my boy. Do not become too enthusiastic about
Dea. Do you seriously consider that you are made for her? Just
think of your deformity and her perfection! See the distance hetween
her and yourself.  She has everything, this Dea. What o white skin!
What hair! Lips like strawberries ! And her foot! her hand! Those
shoulders, with their exquisito cnrve!  Ier expression is sublime.  She
walks diffusing light; and in speaking, the grave tone of her voice is
charming. But for all this, to think that she is a woman!  She would
not be such a fool as to be an angel.  She is absolute beauty. Repeat
all this to yourself, to caln yowr ardor.”

These speeches redoubled the love of Gwynplaine and Dea, and
TUrsus was astonished at hix want of suecess, just as one who should
say, “It is singular that with all the oil T throw on fire, I cannot ex-
tinguish it.”

Did  he, then, desive to extinguish their love, or to cool it
even?

Certainly not.  He would have been well punished had he sue-
cecded. At the bottom of his heart this love, which was flame for them
and warmth for him, was his delight.

But it is natural to grate a little against that which charms us;
men call it wisdom.

Ursns had been, in his relations with Gwynplaine and Dea, almost
a father and a mother.  Grumbling all the while, he had brought them
up ; grumbling all the while, he had nourished them. His adoption of
them had made the hut roll more heavily, and he had been oftener com-
pelled to harness himself hy Homos side, to help to draw it.

We may observe, however, that after the first few years, when
(Giwynplaine was nearly grown up, and Ursus had grown quite old,
Gwynplaine had taken his turn and drawn Ursus,

Ursus, seeing that Gwynplaine was becoming a man, had cast the
horoscope of his deformity. “ 1t has made your fortune !” he had told
him.

This family of an old man and two children, with a wolf, had be-
come, as they wandered, a group more and more intimately united.
Their errant life had not hindered education.  “ To wander is to grow,”
Ursus said.  Gwynplaine was ovidently made to oxhibit at fairs, Ursus
had cultivated in him feats of dexterity, and had incrusted him as much
as possible with all he himself possessed of scicnce and wisdom.
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Ursus, contemplating the perplexing mask of Gwynplaine’s face,
often growled :

“ He has begun well.” It was for this reason that he had perfected
him with every ornament of philosophy and wisdom.

He repeated constantly to Gwynplaine:

“Be a philosopher. To be wise is to be invuluerable. You see
what T am. I havenever shed a tear. This is the result of my wisdom.
Do you think that occasion for tears has been wanting had I felt dis-
posed to woep?”

Ursus, in one of his monologues in the hearing of the wolf, said:

“I have taught Gwynplaine everything, Latin included. T have
taught Dea nothing, music included.”
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Ho had taught them both to sing. Ho had bimself a pretty talent
for playing on the oaten reed, a little flute of that period. e played
ou it agroeeably, as also on the chiffonie, & sort of beggar’s hurdy-gurdy,
mentioned in tho Chronicle of Bertrand Dugueseclin as the ‘ truant
instrument,” which started the symphony. These instruments attracted
the erowd.  Ursus would show them the chiffonie, and say, “ 1t is ealled
organistrum in Latin.” *

He had tanght Dea and Gwynplaine to sing according to the method
of Orpheus and of Egide Binchois,  Frequently he interrupted the les-
sons with eries of enthusiasm, such as, * Orphous, musician of Greece!
Binchois, musician of Picardy !”?

These branches of eareful eulture did not occupy the children so as
to prevent their adoring each other. They had mingled theiv hearts
together as they grew up, as two saplings planted near, mingled their
branches as they become trees.

“ No matter,” said Ursus.  “T will marry them.”

Then he grumbled to himself :

“They are quite tiresome with their love”

The past, their little past, at least, had no existence for Dea and
Gwynplaine. They kuew only what Ursus had told them of it.  They
called Ursus father. The only remembrance which Gwynplaine had of
his infaney was as of a passage of demons over his eradle.  He had an
impression of having been trodden in the darkness under deformed
feet. Was this intentional ov ngt? He was iguorant on this point.
That which he remembered elearly, and to the slightest detail, were his
tragical adventures when deserted at Portland.  The finding of Dea
made the dismal night a radiant date for him.

The memory of Dea, even more than that of Gwynplaine, was lost

clouds. In so young a child all remembrance melts away. She
recollected her mother as something cold.  Had she ever seen the sun !
Perhaps so.  She made efforts to pierce into the blank which was her
past life,

“The sun !—what was it 1”7

She had somo vague memory of a thing luminous and warn, of
which Gwyunplaine had taken the place.

They spoke to each other in low tones. It is certain that cooing is
the most important thing in the world. Dea often said to Gwyn-
plaine:

“ Light means that you are speaking.”

Once, no longer containing himself, as he saw through a muslin
sleeve the arin of Dea, Gwynplaine brushed its transparency with his
lips; ideal kiss of a deformed mouth! Dea felt a deep delight; she
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blushed like a rose.  This kiss from a monster made Aurora gleam on
that beautiful brow full of night. IHowever, Gwynplaine sighed with a
kind of terror, and as the neckerchief of Dea gaped, he could not refrain
from looking at the whiteness visible through that glimpse of Paradise.

bea pulled up her sleeve, and stretching towards Gwynplaine her
naked arm, said:

“Again!”

Gwynplaine fled.

The next day the game was renewed, with variations.

It was a heavenly subsidence into that sweet abyss, called love.

At such things, heaven smiles philosophically.



CHAPTER VII
BLINDNESS GIVES LESSONS IN CLAIRVOVANCE

T times Gwynplaine reproached himselt.  He made his hap-
piness a casge of conscience, He fancied that to allow a
woman who could not see him to love him, was to deceive

What would she have said could she have suddenly obtained her
sight? How she would have felt repulsed by what had previously
attracted her! How she would have recoiled from her frightful load-
stone! What a ery! What covering of her face! What a flight! A
bitter scruple harassed him.  He told himself that such a monster as ho
had no right to love, e was a hydra idolizéd by a star. Tt was his
duty to enlighten the blind star,

One day he said to Dea:

“Yon know that I am very ugly.”

“T know that you are sublime,” she answered.

He resumed:

“When you hear all the world laugh, they laugh at me because |
am horrible.”

“T love you,” said Dea.

After a silence, she added:

“I was in death, you brought me to life. When you are here,
heaven is by my side. Give me your hand, that I may touch heaven.”

Their hauds met and grasped each other. They spoke no more, but
were silent in the plenitude of love.

Ursus, who was crabbed, had overheard this. The next day when
the three were together, he said:

“For that matter, Dea is ugly also.”

The word produced no effect. Dea and Gwynplaine were not
204
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listening. Absorbed in each other, they rarely heeded such exclama-
tions of Ursus. Their depth was a dead loss,

This time, however, the precaution of Ursug, “Dea is also ugly,”
indicated in this learned man a certain knowledge of women, It is
certain that Gtwynplaine, in his loyalty, had been guilty of an impru-
dence.  To have saidy, [ am ugly, to any other blind girl than Dea,
might have been dangerous.  To be blind, and in love, is to he twofold
blind. In such a situation, dreams are dreamt, Tlusion is the food of
dreams. Take illusion from love, and you take from it its aliment. Tt

is compounded of every enthusiasm, of both physieal and moral admi-
ration.

Morcover, you should never tell a woman a word difficull to under-
stand. She will dream about it, and she often dreams falsely. Anenigma
in a roverie spoils it. The shock caused by the fall of a careless word
displaces that against which it strikes. .\t times it happens, without
our knowing why, that because we have received the obseure blow of a
chance word, the heart empties itself insensibly of love, e who loves,
perceives a decline in his happiness. Nothing is to be feared more than
this slow exudation from the fissuro in the vase,

Happily, Dea was not formed of such clay. The stuff of which
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other women are made had not been used in her construetion.  She had
a rare nature. The frame, but not the heart, was fragile. A divine
perseverance in love, was in the heart of her being.

The whole disturbance which the word used by Gwynplaine had
produced in her, ended in her saying one day:

“To he ugly—what is it? Tt is to do wrong. Gwynplaine only
does good. e is handsome,”

Then, under the form of interrogation so familiar to children and to
the blind, she resumed:

“MTo gee ?—what is it that you call seeing.  For my own part, |
cannot see; 1 know, Tt seems that o see; means to hide”

“What do you mean ! said Gwynplaine.

Dea answered :

“To see, is o thing which conceals the true.

“No,” said (rwynplaine.

“But yes,” replied Dea, “sinee you say you are ngly.”

She reflected a moment, and then said:

“Story teller!”

Gwyunplaine felt the joy of having confessed, and of not being
helieved. Both his conseience and his love were eonsoled,

Thus they had reached, Dea sixteen, Gwynplaine nearly twenty-five.

They were not, as it would now be expressed, “more advanced”
than the first day. Less even; for it may he remembered that on their
wedding night she was nine months and ho ten years old. .\ sort of
holy childhood had continued in their love. Thus it sometimes hap-
pens that the belated nightingale prolongs her nocturnal song till dawn.

Their caresses went no further than pressing hauds, or lips hrush-
ing a naked arm.  Soft, half artienlate, whispers sufticed them.

Twenty-four and sixteen!  So it happened that Ursus, who did not
lose sight of the ill-turn he intended to do them, said:

“One of these days you must c¢hoose a veligion.”

“Wherefore ?” inquired Gwynplaine,

“That you may marry.”

“That is already done,” said Dea.

Dea did not understand that they could be more man and wife than
they were already.

At bottom, this chimerical and virginal content, this innocent union
of souls, this celibacy taken for marriage, was not displeasing to Ursus.
ITe had said what he had said because he thought it necessary. But
the medical knowledge he possessed convineed him that Dea, if not too
young, was too fragile and delicate for what he callod * Hymen in flesh
and bone.”
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That would come soon enough.

Besides, were they not already married ! If the indissoluble existed
anywhere, was it not in their union? Gwynplaine and Dea! They
were creatures worthy of the love they mutually felt, flung by mis-
fortune into each other’s arms.

And as if they were not enough in this first link, love had survened
on mistortune, and had attached them, united and bound thein together.
What power could ever bhreak that iron chain, hound with knots of
flowers? They were indeed hound together.

Dea had beauty, Gwynplaine had sight. Fach hrought a dowry.
They were more than coupled; they were paired; separated solely by
the sacred interposition of innocence.

Though dream as Gwynplaine would, however, and absorb all
meaner passions as he could, in the contemplation of Dea and before
the tribunal of conscience, he was a man. Fatal laws are not to he
eluded.  He underwent, like evervthing clse in nature, the obsenre fer-
mentations willed by the Creator. At times, therefore, he looked at the
women who were in the erowd, but he immediately felt that the look
was a sin, and hastened to retire, repentant, into his own soul.

Let us add that he met with no encouragement.  On the face of
every woman who looked upon him, he saw aversion, antipathy, repug-
nance, and rejection,

It was clear that no other than Dea was possible for him, This
aided hix repentance,



CHAPTER VIII
NOT ONLY HAPPINESS, BUT PROSPERITY

HAT true things are told in stories! The burnt sear of the
invisible fiend who has touched you, is remorse foi a wicked
thought.

In Gwynplaine evil thoughts never ripened, and he had
therefore no remorse.  Sometimes he felt regret.

Vague mists of conscience.

What was this? Nothing.

Their happiness was complete; so complete, that they were no
longer even poor.

From 1689 to 1704 a great change had taken place.

It happened sometimes in the year 1704, that as night fell on some
little village on the coast, a great, heavy van, drawn by a pair of stout
horses, made its entry. It was like the shell of a vessel reversed, the
keel for a roof, the deck for a floor, placed on four wheels. The wheels
were all of the same size, and high as wagon wheels. Wheels, pole,
and van were all painted green, with a rhythmical gradation of shades,
which ranged from bottle green for the wheels, to apple groen for the
roofing.

This green color had succeeded in drawing attention to the car-
riage, which was known in all the fair grounds as The Green Box. The

ireen Box had but two windows, one at each extremity, aud at the back

a door with steps to let down. On the roof, from a tube painted green
like the rest, smoke arose. This moving house was always varnished
and washed afresh. In front, on a ledgo fastened to the van, with the
window for a door, behind the horses and by the side of an old man
who held the reins and directed the team, two gypsy women, dressed as
goddesses, sounded their trumpets. The astonishment with which the
villagers regarded this machine was overwhelming.

208
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This was the old establishment of Ursus, its proportions augmented
by suceess, and improved from a wretched hooth into o theatre.

A kind of animal, hetween dog and wolf, was chained under the
vl

Vl‘

his was IHomo.

The old coachman who drove the horses was the philosopher him-
solf.

Whenee came  his improvement from the miserable hut to the
Olympie caravan?

From this; Gwynplaine had become famous.

It was with a correet scent of what would succeed amongst men
that Ursus had said to Gwynplaine:
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“They made your fortune.”

Ursus, it may be remembered, had made Gwynplaine his pupil.
Unknown people had worked upon his face; he, on the other hand, had
worked on his mind; and behind this well-exeeuted mask, he had placed
all that he could of thought. So soon as the growth of the child had
rendered him fitted for it, he had brought him out on the stage; that is,
he had produced him in front of the van.

Thoe effeet of his appearanco had been surprising.  The passers-hy
were immediately struck with wonder.  Never had anything been scen
to he compared to this extraordinary mimice of langhter. They were
ignorant how the miracle of infectious hilarity had been obtained.
Somo believed it to he naturaly others deelaved it to he artificial, and as
conjecture was added to reality, everywhere, at every cross-road on the
journey, in all the grounds of fairs and fétes, the erowd ran after Gwyn-
plaine.  Thanks to this great attraction, there had come into the poor
purse of the wandering group, first a rain of farthings, then of heavy
pennies, and finally of shillings.

The curiosity of one place exhausted, they passed on to another,
Rolling does not enrich a stone, hut it enriches a earavan; and year by
year, from city to c¢ity, with the inereased growth of Gwynplaine’s per-
son and of his ugliness, the fortune predicted by Ursus had come,

“What a good turn they did you there, my hoy,” said Ursus,

This “fortune” had allowed TTrsus, who was the administrator of
Gwynplaine’s success, to have the chariot of his dreams construeted—
that is to say, & caravan largo enough to carry a theatre, and to sow
science and art in the highways. Moreover, Ursus had been able to add
to the group composed of himself, Homo, Gwynplaine, and Dea, two
horses and two women, who were the goddesses of the troupe, as wo
have just said, and its servants, A mythological frontispicce was, in
those days, of service to a caravan of monntebanks,

“We are a wandering temple,” said Ursus,

These two gypsies, picked up by the philosopher from amongst the
vagabondage of cities and suburbs, were ugly and young, and were
cailed, by order of Ursus, the one Phabe, and the other Venus,

For these read Fibi and Vinos, that we may conformn to English
pronuneciation.

Phawebe eooked; Venus serubbed the temple.

Moreover, on days of performance they dressed Dea,

Mountebanks have their publie life as well as princes, and on these
occasions Dea was arrayed, liko Fibi and Vinos, in a Florentine petti-
coat of flowered stuff, and a woman’s jacket without sleoves, leaving
the arms bare. TUrsus and (fwynplaine wore men’s jackets, and, like
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sailors on board a man-of-war, great loose trousers., Giwynplaine had,
besides, for his work and for his feats of strength, round his neck and
over his shoulders, an esclavine of leather. He took charge of the
horses. Ursus and Homo took charge of each other.

Dea, being used to the Green Box, came and went in the interior of
tho whoeled house, with almost as much ease and certainty as those
who saw.

The eyo which could penetrate within this structure and its internal
arrangements, might have perceived in a corner, fustened to the planks,
and immovable on its four wheels, the old hut of Ursus, placed on
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half-pay, allowed to rust, and from thenceforth dispensed the labor of
rolling, as Ursus was relieved from the labor of drawing it.

This hut, in a corner at the back, to the right of the door, served as
bed-chamber and dressing-room to Ursus and Gwynplaine. It now con-
tained two beds,

In the opposite corner was the kitehen.

The arrangement of a vessel was not more precise and concise than
that of the interior of the Green Box.  Everything within it was in its
place, arranged, foreseen, and intended.

The caravan was divided into three compartments, partitioned from
cach other. These communicated by open spaces without doors, .\
piece of stuff fell over them, and answered the purpose of concealment,
The compartinent behind helonged to the meun, the compartment in
frout to the women, the compartment in the middle, separating the two
sexes, was the stage,  Thoe instruments of the orchestra and the prop-
erties were kept in the kitchen, A loft under the areh of the roof con-
tained the seenes, and on opening o trap-door lnmps appeaved, producing
wonders of light.

Ursus was the poet of these magical representations; he wrote the
pieces,

[l had a diversity of talents; he was clever at sleight of hand.
Besides the voices he imitated, he produced all sorts of unexpected
things: shocks of light and darkness; spontancous formations of
figures or words, as he willed; on the partition; vanishing figures in
chiaroseuro; strange things, amidst which he seemed to meditate, un-
mindful of the erowd who marveled at hin.

One day Gwynplaine said to him:

“Father, you look like a sorcerver!”

And Ursus replied:

“Then I look, perhaps, liko what T an,.?

The Green Box, built on a elear model of Ursus's, contained this
refinement. of ingennity—that between the fore and hind wheels, the
central panel of the left side tunrned on hinges by the aid of chains and
pulleys, and could be let down at will like a drawbridge.  As it dropped
it set at liberty three legs on hinges, which supported the panel when
let down, and which placed themselves straight on the ground like the
legs of a table, and supported it above the earth like a platform. This
oxposed the stage, which was thus enlarged by the platform in front.

This opening looked for all the world like a * mouth of hell,” in the
words of the itinerant Puritan preachers, who turned away from it with
horror. It was, perhaps, for some such impious invention that Solon
kicked ot Thespis,
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For all that, Thespis has lasted much longer than is generally be-
lieved. The traveling theatre is still in existence. It was on those
stages on wheels that, in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, they
performed in England the ballets and dances of Ammner and Pilkington ;
in France, the pastorals of Gilbert C'olin; in Klanders, at the annual
fairs, the double choruses of Clement, calledd Non Papaj in (rermany,
the “ Adam and Eve?” of Theiles; and, in Italy, the Venetian exhibitions
of Animuceia and of Ca-Fossis, the “ Silve” of Gesualdo, prince of Ve-
nosi, the “ Satyr,” of Laura Guidiccioni, the “ Despair of Philene,” the
“ Death of Ugolino,” by Vincent. Galileo, father of the astronomer, which
Vincent Galileo sang his own musie, and_accempanied himnself on his
viol de gamba ; as well as all the first attempts of the Ttalian opera
which, from 1580, substituted free inspiration for the madrigal style,

The chariot, of the color of hope, which carried Ursus, Gwynplaine,
and their fortunes, and in front of which Fibi and Vinos trumpeted like
figures of Famne, played its part of this grand Bohemian and literary
brotherhood. Thespis would no more have disowned Ursus, than (‘on-
grio would have disowned (r\vy nplaine.

Arrived at open spaces in towns or villages, Ursus, in the mtel vals
hetween the too-tooing of Fibi and Vinos, gave instruetive revelations
as to the trumpetings.

“This symphony is Gregorian,” he would exclaim, “citizens and
townsmen; the Gregorian form of worship, this great progress, is
opposed in Ttaly to the Ambrogial ritual, and in Spain to the Mozarabice
ceremonial, and has achieved its triumph over them with difticulty.”

After which the Green Box drew up in some place chosen by Ursus,
and evening having fallen, and the panel stage having been let down,
the theatre opened and the performance began.

The scene of the Green Box represented a landseape painted by
Ursus; and, as he did not know how to paint, it represented a cavern
just as well as a landscape.

The curtain, which we call drop nowadays, was a checked silk,
with squares of contrasted colors.

‘The public stood without, in the street, in the fair, forming u xemi-
circle round the stage, exposed to the sun and the showers; an wrrange-
ment which made rain less desirable for theatves in those days than
now. When thoy could, they acted in an inm yard, on which occasions
the windows of the different stories made rows of boxes for the speeta-
tors. The theatre was thus more enclosed, and the aundience a more
paying one.

Ursus was in everything—in the piece, in the eowpany, in the
kitchen, in the orchestra.
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Vinos beat the drum, and handled the sticks with great dexterity.
Fibi played on the morache, a kind of guitar.

The wolf had been promoted to he a utility gentleman, and played,
as oceasion required, his little parts,

Often when they appeared side by side on the stage, Ursus in his
tightly-laced bear's skin, Homo with his wolPs skin fitting still better,
no one could tell which was the beast. This flattered Ursus.



CHAPTER IN
ABSURDITIES WHICH FOLKS WITHOUT TASTE CALL TOETRY

HE pieces written by Ursus were interludes—a kind of com-

position out of fashion nowadays. One of these picces,
which has not come down to us, was entitled ** Ursus Rur-
sus” 1t is probable that he played the principal part him-
self. A pretended exit, tollowed by a re-appearance, was apparently its
praiseworthy and sober subject.

The titles of the interludes of Ursus were sometimes Latin, ax we
have seen, and the poetry frequently Spanish. The Spanish verses
written by Ursus were rhymed, as was nearly all the Castilian poetry
of that period. This did not puzzle the people.  Spanish was then a
familiar language ; and the English sailors spoke Castilian even as the
Roman sailors spoke Carthaginian (see Plautus).  Morcover, at a theat-
rical representation, as at mass, Latin, or any other language unknown
to the audienee, is by no means a subject of care with them.  They get
out of the dilemma by adapting to the sounds familiar words.  Our old
Gallic France was particulavly prone to this manner of heing devout.
At chureh, under cover of an Tmmolatus, the faithful chanted, *T will
make merry ;” and under a sanctus, ** Kiss me, sweet.”

The (founcil of Trent was required to put an end to these familiar-
ities.

Crsus had composed expressly for Gwynplaine an interlude, with
which he was well pleased. It was his best work. He had thrown his
whole soul into it. To give the sum of all one’s talent in the produc-
tion is the greatest triwmph that any one c¢an achieve. The toad which
produces a toad achieves a grand success.  Yon doubt it?  Try, then,
to do as much.

Ursus had earefully polished this interlude. This bear’s cub was
entitled “ Chaos Vanquished.”

305
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Heve it was: a night scenec.

When the ceurtain drew up, the erowd, massed around the Green
Box, saw nothing but blackness.  In this blackness three confused forms
moved in the veptile state: a wolf, a bear, and a man.  The wolf acted
the wolf; Ursus, the bear; Gwynplaine, the man. The wolf and the
hear represented the ferocious forees of Nature—unreasoning hunger
and savage ignorance. Both rushed on Gwynplaine. It was choas
combating man.  No face could be distinguished.  Gwynplaine fought
enfolded in a winding-sheet; and his face was covered by his thickly-
falling locks,  All else was shadow.  The hear growled, the wolf gnashed
his teeth, the man c¢ried out. The man was down; the heasts over-
whelmed him. - He evied for aid and succor; he hurled to the unknown
an agonized appeal.  He gave a death-rattle,  To witness this agony of
the prostrate man, now seaveely distinguishable from the hrutes, was
appalling. The c¢rowd looked on hreathless; in one minute more the
wild beasts would triumph, and chaos re-absorh man. .\ struggle—
eries—howlings ; then, all at onee, silenee,

A song in the shadows, A breath had passed, and they heard a
voice.  Mysterious musie floated, accompanying this chant of the invis-
ibles and suddenly, none knowing whenee or how, a white appavition
arose.  Thix apparition was a light; this light was a1 woman; this
woman was a spirit.  Dea—ecahin, faiv, beautiful, formidable in her
serenity and sweetness—appeared in the centre of o luminous mist. .\
profile of brightness in a dawn!  She was a voice : a voice light, deep,
indeseribable.  She sang in the new-born light; she, invisible, made
visible,  They thonght that they heard the hymmn of an angel, or the
song of a bird, At this apparition the man, starting up in his cestasy,
struck the heasts with his fists, and overthrew them.

Then the vision, gliding along in & manner difficult to understand,
and therefore the morve admired, sang these words in Spanish suffi-
ciently pure for tho English sailors who were present :

“Ora! llora!
De palabra
Nace razon.
Da luz el son.” ¥

Then, looking down, as if she saw a gulf beneath, she went on:

¢ Noche, quita te de alli !
El alba canta hallali.™ +

* Pray ! weep!  Reason is horn of the word.  Song creates light.
t Night, away ! the dawn sings hallali.
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As she sang, the man raised himself by degrees; instead of lying
he was now kneeling, his hands elevated towards the vision, his knees
resting on the beasts, which lay motionless, and as it thunder-stricken.

She continued, turning towards him :

¢ Es menester a cielos ir,
Y tu que Horabas reir,” *

And approaching him with the majesty of a star, she added:

¢ Gebra barzon
Deja, monstro,
A tu negro
Caparazon.” t

And she put her hand on his brow. Then another voice arose,
deeper, and, consequently, still sweeter—a voice hroken and enwrapt
with a gravity both tender and wild. Tt was the human chant respond-
ing to the chant of the stars, Ghwyunplaine, still in obsenrity, his head
under Dea’s hand, and kneeling on the vanquished bear and wolf,

sang:
O ven! ama!
Eres alma,
Soy corazon.™

And suddenly from the shadow a ray of light fell full upon Giwyn-
plaine. Then, through the darkness, was the monster fully exposed.

To describe the commotion of the c¢rowd is impossible.

A sun of laughter rising, such was the effect.  Laughter springs
from unexpeeted causes, and nothing could be more unexpected than
this termination. Never was sensation comparable to that produced by
the ray of light striking on that mask, at once ludierons and terrible,
They laughed all around his laugh. Everyvwhere: above, below, behind,
before, at the uttermost distance; men, women, old gray-heads, rosy-
faced children; the good, the wicked, the gay, the sad, everybody. And
even in the streets, the passers-by who counld see nothing, hearing the
langhter, laughed also. The laughter ended in clapping of hands and
stamping of feet. The curtain dropped, Gwynplaine was recalled with
frenzy. Hence an immense success. Have yon seen *Chaos Vau-
quished?” Gwynplaine was run after. The listless eame to laugh, the
melancholy came to laugh, evil consciences came to laugh—a laugh so
irvosistible, that it seemed almost an epidemic. But there is a pestilence

* Thou must go to heaven, and smile. thou that weepest.
+ Break the yoke ; throw off, monster, thy dark elothing.
1 0, come, and love ! thou art soul, T am heart.
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from which men do not fly, and that is the contagion of joy. The suc-
cess, it must be admitted, did not rise higher than the populace. A
great crowd means a crowd of nobodies, 4 Chaos Vanquished” could
bo seen for a penny.  Faxhionable people never go where tho price of
admission is a penny.

Ursus thought a good deal of his work, which he had lnomlml over
for a long time. “Tt is in the style of one Shakespeare,” he said, mod-
ostly.

The juxtaposition of Dea added to the indeservibable effect pro-
duced by Gwynplaine.  Ier white face by the side of the gnome,
represented what might have heen called divine astonishment.  The
audience regarded Dea with a sort of mysterious anxiety,  She had in
her aspect the dignity of a virgin and of a priestess, not knowing man
and knowing God. They saw that she was bliud, and felt that she
could see.  She seemed to stand on the threshold of the supernatural.
The light that beamed on her seemed half earthly and half heavenly.
She had come to work on carth, and to work as heaven works, in the
adiance of morning.  Finding a hydra, she formed a soul.  She seemed
like a ereative power, satisfied, hut astonished at the vesult of her evea-
tinn; and the andience f.mmod that they could see in the divine sur-
prise of that face desire of the canse, and wonder at the resnlt. They
felt that she loved this monster.  Did she know that he was one?
Yes; since she touched him.  Noj sinee she accepted him, This depth
of night and this glory of day united, formed in the mind of the spee-
tator a chiaroseuro in which appeared endless perspectives,  How mueh
divinity exists in the germ, in what manner the penetration of the soul
into matter is accomplished; how the solar ray is an umbilical cord,
how the disfignred is transfigured, how the deformed becomes heavenly,
all these glimpses of mysteries added an almost cosmical emotion to the
convulsive hilarity produced by Gwynplaine, Without going too deep,
for speetators do not like the fatigne of seeking below the surface,
something more was understood than was perceived. And this strange
spectacle had the trausparency of an avatar.

As to Dea, what she felt cannot be oxpressed by human words ; she
knew that she was in the midst of a erowd, and know not what a cmwd
was.  She heard a murmur, that was all.  For her the crowd was but a
breath. Generations are passing breaths. Man respires, aspires, and
expires. In that crowd Dea felt herself alone, and shuddering as one
hanging over a precipice. Suddenly, in this trouble of innocence in
distress, prompt to aceuse the unknown, in her dread of o possible fall,
Dea, serene notwithstanding, and superior to the vague agonies of peril,
but inwardly shuddering at her isolation, found confidence and support.
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She had seized her thread of safety in the universe of shadows; she put
her hand ou the powerful head of Gwynplaine.

Joy unspeakable ! she placed her rosy fingers on his forest of erisp
hair.  Wool when touched gives an impression of softness.  Dea tonched
a lamb which she knew to be a lion.  Her whole heart poured ont an
ineffable love,  She felt out of danger, she had found her savior. The
publie believed that they saw the contrary.  To the spectators the heing
loved was Giwynplaine, and the savior was Dea.  What matters!
thought Ursus, to whom the heart of Dea was visible,  And Dea, re-
assured, consoled, and delighted, adored the angel whilst the people
contemplated the monster, and endured, fascinated herself as well,
though in the opposite sense, that dread Promethean laugh.

True love is never weary.,  Being all <oul it cannot cool. .\ brasier
comes to be full of cinders; not so a star.  Iler exquisite impressions
were renewed every evening for Dea, and she wax ready to weep with
tenderness whilst the audience was in convulsions of laughter. Those
aronnd her were but joyful; she was happy.

The sensation of gayety due to the sudden shock caused hy the
rictus of Gwynplaine was evidently not intended by TUrsus.  He wonld
have preferred more smiles and less Taughter, and more of a literary
triumph.  But success consoles, Ho reconeiled himself every evening
to his exeessive triumph, as he counted how many shillings the piles of
farthings made, and how many pounds the piles of shillings, and be-
sides, ho said, after all, when the laugh had passed, “(haos Vanquished”
would he found in the depths of their minds, and something of it would
remain there,

Perhaps ho was not altogether wrong; the foundations of a work
settle down in the mind of the publie.  The truth ix, that this populace,
attentive to the wolt, the bear, to the man, then to the musie, to the
howlings governed by harmony, to the night dissipated by dawn, to the
chant releasing the light, accepted with a confused, dull sympathy, and
with a certain emotional respeet, the dramatic poem of * Chaos Van-
quished,” the vietory of spirit over matter, ending with the joy of "nan.

Such were the vulgar pleasures of the people.

They sufficed them. The people had not the means of going to the
noble matches of the gentry, and could not, like lords and gentlemen,
bet a thousand guineas on Hehmsgail against Phelem-ghe-Madone.



CHAPTER X
AN OUTKIDER’S VIEW OF MEN AND THINGS

YEAAN has a notion of revenging himself on that which pleases
him. Tlence the contempt felt for the comedian,
- This being charms me, diverts, distracts, teaches, en-
chants, consoles me, flings me into an ideal world, is agree-
able and useful to me.  What evil can I do him in return ?  Humiliate
him. Disdain is a blow from afar. Let ns strike the blow.  He pleases
me, therefore heis vile.  He serves me, therefore T hate him. Where
can I find a stone {o throw at him?  Priest, give me yours, Philoso-
pher, give mo yours. Bossuet, excommunicate him.  Rousseau, insult
him.  Orator, spit the pebbles from your mouth at him.  Bear, fling
your stone,  Let us cast stones at the tree, hit the fruit and cat it.
Bravo! and down with him! To repeat poetry is to be infeeted with
the plague,  Wretehed play-actor, we will put him in the pillory for his
suceess,  Let him follow up his trivmph with our hisses. Lot him
colleet a crowd, and ereate a solitude. Thus it is that the wealthy,
termed the higher classes, have invented for the actor that form of
isolation, applause,

The erowd ig less brutal.  They neither hated nor despised Gwyn-
plaine.  Only the meanest caulker of the meanest crew of the meanest
merchantman, anchored in the meanest English sea-port, considered
himself immeasurably superior to this amuser of the “scum,” and be-
lieved that a canlker is as superior to an actor as a lord is to u caulker.

Gwynplaine was, therefore, like all comedians, applanded and kept
at a distance. Truly, all suceess in this world is a crime, and must be
expiated. He who obtains the medal has to take its reverse side as
well,

For Grwynplaine there was no reverse. In this sense, both sides of
312
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his medal pleased him.  Ie was satisfied with the applause, and content
with the isolation.  In Applause, he was rich,  In Isolation, happy.

To be rich in his low estate means to he no longer wretehedly poor,
to have neither holes in his clothes, nor cold at his hearth, nor empti-
ness in his stomach. It is to eat wh(‘n hungry, and drink when thirsty.
It is to have everything necessary, inclnding a penny for a hegear,
This indigent wealth, enongh for liberty, was possessed hy Gwynplaine,
So far as his <oul was concerned, he was opulent,  He had love,  What
more could he want?  Nothing.

You may think that, had the offer been made to him to remove hix
deformity, he would have grasped at it. Yet he would have refused it
cmphatically.  What ! to throw off his mask and have his former face
restored, to be ﬂl(‘ creature he had perchance heen ereated, handsome
and chanmmr ! No, he would never have consented to it. For what
would he have to support Dea? what would have become of that poor
child, the sweet blind girl who loved him?  Without his rietus, which
made him a clown without parallel; he would have been a mountebank,
like any other ; a common athlete; a picker up of pence trom the c¢hinks
in the pavement, and Dea would, perhaps, not have had bread every
day. It was with deep and tender pride that he felt himself the pro-

tector of the ]l(‘]]lh‘\\ and heavenly ereature.  Night, solitude, naked-
ness, weakness, ignorance, hunger; and thirst—seven yawning jaws of
misery—were raised aronnd her, and he was the St. George iwhtmw the
(h'.lgon. He triumphed over poverty.  How? By his deformity. By
his deformity he was useful, helpful, victorions, great. He had but to
show himself, and money poured in. He was a master of crowds, the
sovereign of the mob. He could do evervthing for Dea.  Her wants he
foresaw; her desires, her tastes, her fancies, in the limited spherein
which wishes are possible to the blind, he fulfilled.  Gwynplaine and
Dea were, as we have ulro-ul) shown, Providence to each other,  He felt
himself raised on her wings, she ivlt herself carrvied in his arms. To
protect the being who loves you, to give what she requires to her who
shines on you as your star, can anything be sweeter?  Gwynplaine pos-
sessed this supreme happiness, and he owed it to his deformity.  His
deformity had raised him above all. By it he had gained the meauns of
life for himself and others; hy it he had gained nulopq-ndmlco, liberty,
celebrity, internal satlsfactlon and pride. ln his deformity he was inace-
cessible.  The Fates could do nothing beyond this blow in which they
had spent their whole foree, and which he had turned into a triumph.
This lowest depth of misfortune had become the summit of Elysium.
Gwynplaine was imprisoned in his deformity, but with Dea.  And this
was, as we have already said, to live in a dungeon of paradise. .\ wall
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stood between them and the’living world. So much the better. This
wall protected as well as enclosed them. What could affeet Dea, what
could affect Gwynplaine, with such a fortress around them? To take
from him his suecess was impossible,  They would have had to deprive
him of his face, Take from him his love, #Impossible!  Dea could not
seo hin.  The blindness of Dea was divinely incurable.  What harm
did his deformity do Gwynplaine? None. What advantage did it give
him?! Every advantage. ITe was beloved, notwithstanding its horror,
and, perhaps, tfor that very canse. Infirmity and deformity had by
instinet been drawn towards and coupled with each other. To he
beloved, is not that everything? Gwynplaino thought of his distigure-
ment only with gratitude. He was blessed in the stigma.  With joy he
felt that it was irremediabloe and eternal.  What a blessing that it was
so! While there were highways and fair-grounds, and journeys to
take, the peoplo below, and the sky above, they would be sure to live,
Dea would want nothing, and they should have love. Gwynplaine
would not have changed faces with Apollo. To be a monster was his
form of happiness.

Thus, as we said before, destiny had given him all; even to over-
flowing. He who had been rejected had been preferred.

He was o happy that he felt compassion for the men around him.
He pitied the rest of the world. It was, besides, his instinet to look
about him, hecanuse no one is always consistent, and a man’s nature is
not always theoretic; he was delighted to live within an enclosure, but
from time to time he lifted his head above the wall. Then he retreated
again with moroe joy into his loneliness with Dea, having drawn his
comparisons. What did he see around him?

What were those living creatures of which his wanderving life
showed him so many specimens, changed every day? Always new
crowds, always the same multitude, ever new fuces, over the sume
miseries. A\ jumble of ruins. Every evening every phase of social
misfortune eamo and encireled his happiness.

The Green Box was popular.

Low prices attract the low classes. Those who came were the weak,
the poor, the little. "They rushed to Gwynplaine as they rushed to gin.
They came to buy a pennyworth of forgetfulness. From the height of
his platform Giwynplaine passed those wretched people in veview., His
spirit was enwrapt in the contemplation of every succeeding apparition
of wide-spread misery. The physiognomy of man is modeled by con-
science, and lﬁ the tenor of life, and is the result of a crowd of myste-
rious excavations. There was never a suffering, not an anger, not a
shame, not a despair, of which Gwynplaine did not see the wrinkle,
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The mouths of those children had not eaten.  That man was a father,
that woman a mother, and behind them, their families might. he guessed
to be on the road to ruin.  There was a face already marked by viee, on
the threshold of erime, and the reasons were plain; ignorance and indi-
gence.  Another showed thegtamp of original goodness, obliterated by
social pressure, and turned to hate.  On the face of an old woman he
saw starvation.  On that of a giv], prostitution.  The same fact, and
although the girl had the resource of her youth, all the sadder for {hat !
In the crowd were arms without tools; the workers asked only for
work, but the work was wanting.  Nometimes a soldier came and seated
himself by the workmen, sometimes a wounded pensioner; and (iwyn-
plaine saw the speetre of war. Here Gwynplaine read want of work,
there man-farming, slavery.  On certain hrows he saw an indeseribable
ehbing back towards animalism, and that slow return of man to beast,
produced on those helow by the dull pressure of the happiness of those
above, There was a break in tho gloom for Gwynplaine.  He and Dea

ad a loop-hole of happiness; the vest was damnation.  Gwynplaine felt
above him the thoughtless trampling of the powerful, the vieh, the mag-
nificent, the great, the elect of chance.  Below he saw the pale faces of
the disinherited.  He saw himselt and Dea, with their little happiness,
so great to themselves, between two worlds,  That which was above
went and came, free; joyous, dancing, trampling under toot ; above him
the world which treads, helow the world which is trodden upon. Tt is
a fatal fact, and one indicating a profound social evil, that light should
crush the shadow! Gwynplaine thoronghly grasped this dark evil,
What! a destiny so reptile!  Shall a man drag himself thus along with
such adherence to dust and corruption, with such vicious tastes, such
an abdication of right, or such abjeetness that one feels inelined to
cerush him under foot?  Of what butterfly is, then, this earthly life the
gl‘lﬂb ! .

What! in the ¢rowd which hungers and which denies everywhere,
and hetore ally the questions of crime and shame (the inflexibility of the
laws producing laxity of conseience), is there no child that grows but to
be stunted, no virgin but matures for sin; no rose that bloowms, but for
the slime of the snail ?

His eyes at times sought everywhere, with the euriosity of emaotion,
to probe the depths of that darkuess, in which there died away so many
useless efforts, and in which there struggled so much weariness: fam-
ilies devoured by society, morals tortured by the laws, wounds gangrened
by penalties, poverty gnuwed by taxes, wrecked intelligance swallowed
up by ignorance, rafts in distress alive with the famished, feuds, dearth,
death-rattles, cries, disappearances. He felt the vagune oppression of a
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keen, universal suffering. Ile saw the vision of the foaming wave of
misery dashing over the erowd of hwmanity. He was safe in port him-
self, as he watehed the wreck around him.  Sometimes he laid his dis-
figured head in his hands and dreamed.

What folly to be happy! Iow one dreams! Ideas were horn
within him. Absurd notions crossed his brain.

Becauso tormerly he had succored an infant, he felt a ridiculous
desire to succor the whole world.  The mists of reverie sometimes
obscured his individuality, and he lost his ideas of proportion so far as
to ask himself the question, * What ¢an be done for the poor?”?  Some-
times he was so absorbed in his subjeet as to express it aloud. Then
Ursus shrugged his shoulders and looked at him fixedly. Giwynplaine
continued his reverie.

“Oh! were 1 powerful, would T not aid the wretehed?  But what
am I?—An atom.  What can I do ?—Nothing.”

He was mistaken. e was able to do a great deal for the wretehed,
He could make them langh ; and, ax we have said, to make people laugh
is to make them forget,

What a benefactor on earth s he who can hestow forgetfulness!



CHAPTER X1

GWYNPLAINE THINKS JUSTICFE, AND URSUS TALKS TRUTH

T%V?T

.
PHILOSOPHER is a spy. Ursus, a watcher of dreams,
g'ég studied his pupil. . .
3 @ Our monologues leave on our brows a taint refleetion,
:iiv;‘; distinguishable to the eye of a physiognomist.  Henee, what
occurred to Gwynplaine did not escape Crsus.  One day as Gwynplaine
was meditating, Ursus pulled him by his jacket, and exelaimed :
“You strike me as heing an observer! You fool! Take cave, It
is no business of yours. You have one thing to do—to love Dea. You

have two causes of happiness—the first is, that the crowd sees your
: 317
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muzzlo; the second is, that Dea does not.  You have no right to the
happiness you possess, for no woman who saw your mouth would con-
sent to your kiss; and that mouth which has made your fortuue, and
that face, which has given you riches; is not your own.  You were not
born with that conntenance. It was borrowed from the grimace which
is at the bottom of the infinite.  You have stolen your mask from the
devil.  You are hideous; be satisfied with having drawn that prize in
the lottery. There are in this world (and a very good thing too) the
happy by right, and the happy by luck.  You are happy by luck.  You
are in a cave wherein a star is enclosed.  The poor star helongs to you.
Do not seck to leave the cave, and guard your star, O spider!  You
have in your web the carbunele, Venus. Do me the favor to be satis-
fied, 1 see your dreams are troubled. It is idiotic of you. Listen, |
am going to speak to you in the language of true poetry.  Let Dea eat
beefsteaks and mutton-chops, and in six months she will be as strong as
a Turk; marry her immediately, give her o child, two children, three
children, a long string of children. That is what [ eall philosophy.
Moreover, it is happiness, which is no folly. To have children is a
glimpse of heaven.  Iave brats—wipe them, blow their noses, dirt
them, wash them, and put them to hed.  Let them swarm about you.
If they laugh, it is well; if they howl, it is better—to ery is {o live,
Wateh them suck at six months, crawl at a year, walk at two, grow tall
at fifteen, fall in love at twenty.  He who has these joys has everything.,
For my=elf, I lacked the advantage ; and that is the reason why I am a
brute.  God, a composer of heautitul poems and the first of men of let-
ters, said to his fellow-workman, Moses: ¢ Inerease and multiply.!  Such
is the text. Multiply, you beast! As to the world it is as it is; you
cammot make nor mar it. Do not trouble yourself about it. Pay no
attention to what goes on outside,  Leave the horvizon alone. A come-
dian is made to be looked at, not to look. Do you know what there is
outside ? The happy, by right.  You, I repeat, ave the happy by chance.
You are the pickpocket of the happiness of which they are the propri-
otors,  They are the legitimate possessors; you are the intruder. You
live in eoncubinage with luck. What do you want that you have not
already ?  Shibboleth help me! This fellow is a raseal. To multiply
himself by Dea would he pleasant, all the same. Such happiness is like
a swindle. Those above who possess happiness by privilege, do not like
folks below them to have so much enjoyment. If they ask you what
right you have to be happy, you will not know what to answer. You
have no patent, and they have. Jupiter, Allah, Vishnou, Sabaoth, it
does not matter who, has given them the passport to happiness. Fear
them. Do not meddle with them, lest they should meddle with you
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Wretch! do yon know what the man is who is happy by right ? e is
a terrible being. Heis alord. Alord! e must have intrigued prety
well in tho devils unknown country before he was horn, to enter life by
the door he did. How difficult it must have been to him to he horn !
It is the only trouble he has given himself; but, just heaven, what a
one !'—to obtain from destiny, the blind hlockhead, to mark him in his
cradle a master of men. To hribe the hox-keeper, to give him the hest
place at the show. Read the memoranda in the old hut, which I have
placed on half-pay. Read that hreviavy of my wisdom, and you will sce
what it is to be a lord. .\ lord is one who has all, and is all. A\ lord is
one who exists above his own nature. .\ lord is one who has when
voung the rights of an old man; when old, the suceess in intricue of a
young onej; if vicious, the homage of respeetable people; if a coward,
the command of brave men; if a do-nothing, the fruits of labor; if
ignorant, the diploma of Cambridge or Oxford; if a fool, the admiration
of poets; it ugly, the smiles of women; if a Thersites, the helin of
Achilles; if a hare, the skinof alion. Do not misunderstand my words,
1 do not say that a lord must necessarily he ignorant, a coward, ugly,
stupid, or old. 1 only mean that he may be all those things without
any detriment to himsclf.  On the contrary. Lords are princes, The
king of England is only a lord, the first peer of the peerage; that is all,
but it is much. Kings were formerly called lords—the Lord of Den-
mark, the Lord of Treland, the Lord of the Isles, The Lovd of Norway
was first called king three hundred years ago.  Lueius, the most aneient
king in England, was spoken to by Saint Telesphorus as my Lowd
Luecius.  The lovds are peers—that is to say, equals—of whom *—Of the
king. I do not commit the mistake of confounding the lords with par-
liament.  The assembly of the people which the Saxons before the Con-
quest called wittenagemote, the Normans, after the Conquest, entitled
parliamentum. By degrees the people were turned out. The king's
letters clause convoking the Commons, addressed formerly aed coneilivm
impendendum, are now addressed ad consentiendum.  To say Yes is their
liberty. The peers can say Noj and the proof is that they have said it.
The peers can cut off the king’s head. The people cannot. The stroke
of the hatchet which decapitated Charles I, is an eneroachment, not on
the king, but on the peers, and it was well to place on the gibbet the
carcass of Cromwell. The lords have power. Why?  Because they
have riches. Who has twrned over the leaves of the Doomsday-hook ?
1t is the proof that the lords possess England. Tt is the registry of the
estates of subjects, compiled under William the Conqueror; and it is in
the charge of the Chancellor of the Exchequer. To copy anything in it,
you have to pay twopence a line. It is a proud book. Do you know
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that 1 was domestic doctor to a lord, who was called Marmgaduke, and
who had thirty-¢ix thousand a year? Think of that, you hideous idiot!
Do you know that, with rabbits ouly from the warrens of Earl Lindsay,
they could feed all the riff-raff of the Cingue Ports? And the good
order kept!  Fvery poacher is hung.  For two long, furry ears sticking
out of a game-bag, I saw the father of six children hanging on the
gibbet.  Such is the peerage. The rabbit of a great lord is of more
importance than God’s imago in a man.

“ Lords existy, you frespasser, do vou see? and we must think it
good that they do; and even it we do not, what harm will it do themn ?
The people objeet, indeed!  Why ? - Plautus himselt would never have
attained the comieality of such an idea. A philosopher would be jest-
ing it he advised the poor devil of the masses to ery ont against the size
and weight of the lords.  Just ax well might the gnat dispute with the
foot of an elephant.  One day T saw a hippopotamus tread upon a mole-
hill; he erushed it utterly.  ITe was inmocent.  The great soft-headed
fool of a mastodon did not even know of the existence of moles. My
son, the moles that are trodden on are tho human race. To erush is a
law. And do you think that the mole himself ¢rushes nothing ! Why,
it is the mastodon of the Hesh-worm, who is the mastodon of the globe-
wornl, But Tet us eease arguing. My hoy, there are coaches in the
world: my lord is inside, the people under the wheels; the philosopher
gots out of the way.,  Stand aside, and let them pass. s to myself,
[ love lords, and shun them. 1 lived with one; the heauly of my recol-
leetions suffices me. 1 remember his country house, like a glory in a
clowd. My dreams are all retrospeetive,  Nothing could be more admi-
able than Marmaduke Lodge in grandeur, heautiful symmetry, rich
avenues, and the ornaments and surroundings of the edifice, The
houses, country seats; and palaces of the lords present a selecetion of all
that is greatest and most magnificent in this flonrishing kingdom. 1
love our lords, [ thauk them for being opulent, powerful, and pros-
perous. I myself am clothed in shadow, and T look with interest upon
the shred of heavenly blue which is called a lovd.  You enter Marma-
duke Lodge by an exceedingly spacious court-yard, which forms an
oblong square, divided into eight spaces, ench survounded by a balus-
trade; on each side isa wide approach, and a superb hexagonal fountain
plays in the midst ; this fountain is formed of two basins, which are sur-
mounted by a dome of exquisite open-work, elevated on six colnmns, Tt
was there that ['knew alewrned Frenchman, Monsieur PAbbé du Cros, who
Lelonged to the Jacobin monastery in the Rue Saint Jacques.  alf the
library of Frpenius is at Marmaduke Lodge, the other half heing at the
theological sehools at Cambridge.  [used to vead the hooks, seated under
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the ornamentod portal. These things are ouly shown to a seleet number
of curious travelers. Do you kunow, you ridiculous boy, that William
North, who is Lord (irey of Rolleston, and sits fourteenth on the heneh
of Barons, has more forest trees on his mountains than you have hairs
on your horrible noddle? Do you know that Lord Norreys of Rycote,
who is Earl of Abingdon, has a square keep a hundred feet high, having
this device: Virtus ariete fortior; which you would think meant that
virtue is stronger than a ram, but which really means, vou idiot, that
courage is stronger than a battering-machine.  Yes, T honor, accept,
respeet, and revere our lords, It is the lords who, with her royal maj-
esty, work to procure and preserve the advantages of the nation.  Their
consuinmate wisdom shines in intricate junctures. Their precedence over
others [ wish they had not; but they have it. What is ealled prinei-
pality in Germany, grandeeship in Spain, is called peerage in England
and France. There being a fair show of veason for considering the
world a wretched place enough, heaven felt where the hurden was most
galling, and to prove that it knew how to make happy people, ereated
lords for the satisfaction of philosophers. This acts as a set-off, and
gots heaven out of the serape, affording it a decent escape from a false
position.  The great are great. .\ peer, speaking of himself, says e,
A peer is a plural. The king qualifies the peer consanyuinet wostri. The
peers have made a multitnde of wise laws; amongst others, one which
condemns to death any one who ents down a three-year-old poplar tree,
Their supremacy is such that they have a language of their own. In
heraldie style, black, which is called sable for gentry, is called salurne
for princes, and diamond for peers.  Diamond dust, & night thiek with
stars, such is the night of the happy! Even amongst themselves
these high and mighty lords have their own distinetions. .\ baron
cannot wash with a visecount, without his permission.  These are iu-
deed excellent things, and safeguards to the nation. What a fine
thing it is for the people to have twenty-five dukes, five marquises,
seventy-six ecarls, nine viscounts, and sixty-one barons; making alto-
gother a hundred and seventy-six peers, of which some are your grace,
and some my lord. What matter a few rags here and there, withal:
everybody cannot bo dressed in gold.  Let the rags he. Cannot you see
the purple? One balances the other. A thing must be built of some-
thing. Yes, of course, there are the poor—what of them!  They line
the happiness of the wealthy. Devil take it ! our lords are onr glory!
The pack of hounds helonging to Charles, Baron Mohun, costs him as
much as the hospital for lepers in Moorgate, and for Christ's Hospital,
founded for children, in 1553, by Edward VI.  Thomas Osborne, Duke
of Leeds, spends yearly on his liveries five thousand golden guineas.
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The Spanish grandees have a guardian appointed by law to prevent
their ruining themselves. That is cowardly. Our lords are extravagant
and magnificent. | osteem them for it. Let us not abuse them like
envious folks. [ feel happy when a beautiful vision passes. | have
not the light, but T have the reflection. A roflection thrown on my
uleer, you will say. Go to the devil! I am a Job, delighted in the con-
templation of Trimalcion. Oh, that beautiful and radiant planet up
there!  But the moonlight is something.,  To suppress the lords was an
iden which Orestes, mad ax he was, would not have dared to entertain.
To say that the lords ave mischievous or useless, is as mueh as to say
that the state should be revolutionized, and that men are not made to
live like eattle, browsing the grass and bitten by the dog.  The field is
shorn by the sheep, the sheep by the shepherd. It is all one to me, ]
am a philosopher, and [ care about life as mueh as a fly.  Life is but a
lodging.  When I think that Heury Bowes Howard, Earl of Berkshire,
has in his stable twenty-four state earriages, of which oue is mounted
in silver, and another in gold,—good heavens! [ know that every one
has not got twenty-four state carringes; but there is no need to com-
plain for all that. Because you were cold one night, what was that to
him? Tt concerns youw only.  Others besides you suffer cold and hunger.
Dow’t you know that without that cold, Dea would not have heen blind,
and if Dea were not blind she would not love you? Think of that, you
fool ! And, besides, if all the people who are lost, were fo complain,
there would be a pretty tumult!  Silence is the rule. T have no doubt
that heaven imposes silence on the damued, otherwise heaven itself
would be punished by their everlasting evy. The happiness of Olympus
is bought by the silence of Coeytus.  Then, people! be silent! I do
boetter myselt; T approve and admirve.  Just now [ was enumerating the
lords, and T ought to add to the list two archbishops and twenty-four
bishops.  Truly, I am quite affected when 1 think of it! [ remember
to have seen at the tithe-gathering of the Rev. Dean of Raphove, who
combined the peerage with the cehnreh, a great tithe of beautiful wheat
takeu from the peasants in the neighborhood, and which the dean had
not heen at the trouble of growing. This left him time to say his
prayers. Do you know that Lord Marmaduke, my master, was Lord
Grand Treasurer of Ireland, and High Seneschal of the sovervignty of
Knareshorough in the county of York? Do you know that the Lord
High (‘hamberlain, which is an office hereditary in the family of the
Dukes of Ancaster, dresses the king for his coronation, and receives for
his trouble forty vards of erimson velvet, hesides the hed on which the
king has slept; and that the Usher of the Black Rod is his deputy? 1
should like to see you deny this, that the senior viscount of England is
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Robert Brent, created a visconnt by Henry V. The lowdy titles imply
sovereignty over land, except that of Barl Rivers, who takes his title
from his family name.  How admirable is the right which they have to
tax others, and to levy, for instance, four shillings in the pound sterling
income-tax, whicl has just heen continned for another year.  And all
the fine taxes on distilled spirits, on the excise of wine and beer, on ton-
nage and poundage, on cider, on perry, on mum, malt, and prepared
barley, on coals; and on a hundred things besides. Lot us venerate
things as they are.  The clergy themselves depend on the lovds. The
Bishop of Man is subject to the Earl of Derby.  The lords have wild
beasts of their own, which they place in their armorial hearings,  God
not having made enough, they have invented others, They have ereated
the heraldie wild hoar; who is as mueh above the wild boar as the wild
boar ix above the domestie pig, and the lord is above the priest. They
have created the grifting which is an eagle to lions, and a lion to e 1glv~
terrifying lions by his wings, and eagles by his mane,  They haxe the
guivre, the unicorn, the serpent, the ..1lanmmlm'. the tarask, the dree,
the dragon, and the hippogriff.  All these things, terrible to us, are to
them but an ornament and an embellishinent. They have a enagerie
which they eall the blazon, in which vnknown heasts voar. The prod-
igies of the forest are nothing compared to the inventions of their
pride.  Their vanity is full of phantoms which move ad in a sublime
night, armed with helm and euirass, spurs on their heels and the seep-
trex in their hands, saying in a grave voice, * We are the ancestors!?
The canker-worms eat the voots; and panoplies eat the peaple. Why
not? Are we to change the laws?  The peerage is part of the ovder of
society. Do you know that there ix a duke in Scotland who can ride
ninety miles without leaving his own estate? Do you know that the
Archbishop of Canterbury has a revenue of 40,0000 a year? Do you
know that her majesty has 700,0000, sterling from the eivil list, hesides
castles, forests, domains, fiefs, tenancies, frecholds, prebendaries, tithes,
rent, confiseations, and fines, which bring in over a million sterling?
Those who are not satistied ave hard to please.”

“ Yes,” murmured Giwynplaine, sadly; = the pavadise of the rvich is
made out of the hell of the poor.”



CHAPTER XII
URSTS THE PORT DRAGS ON URSUS THE PHILOSOPHER

HEN Dea entered. IIe looked at her, and saw nothing but
her. This is love; one may be carried away for a moment
by the importunity of some other idea, but the beloved one
cuters, and all that does not appertain to her presence in-

mediately fades away, without her dreaming that perhaps she is effacing
in us a world.

Let us mention a eiveumstance,  In ¢ Chaos Vanquished,” the word
monstro, addssed to Gwynplaine, displeased Dea.  Sometimes, with
the smattoring of Spanish, which every ono knew at the period, she took
it into Ler head to replace it by quiero, which signifies, [ wish if. Ursus
tolerated, although not without an expression of impatience, this altera-
tion in his text. He might have said to Dea, as in our day Moessard
said to Vissot, Tu manques de respect ww repertoire.

“The Laughing Man.”

Sueh was the form of Grwynplaine’s famne.  His name, Gwynplaine,
little known at any time, had disappeared under his nieckname, as his
face had disappearved nnder its grin.

Mis popularity was like his visage—a mask.

His name, however, was to he read one a large placard in front of
the Green Box, which offered the crowd the following narrative com-
posed by Ursus:

“Ilere is, to he seen Gwynplaine, who was deserted at the age of
ten, on the night of the 29th of January, 1690, by the villainous Compra-
chicos, on the coast of Portland. The little boy has grown up, and is
called now:

““PHE LAUGHING MAN.”

The existence of these mountobanks was as an existence of lepers in

a loper-house, and of the blessed in one of the Pleiades. There was every
34
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day a sudden transition from the noisy exhibition outside, into the most
complete seclusion.  Every evening they made their exit from this
world.  They were like the dead, vauishing ou condition of heing ve-
born next day.

VYaY, v
NABEL
VAV, ~.v

A comedian is a revolving light, appearing one moment, 1lisa.1p1)eu1'-
ing the next, and existing for the public but as a phzmt(')m or u‘llght, as
his life cireles round. To exhibition succeeded isolation. \\' hen the
performance was finished, whilst the audience were dispersing, and
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their murmur of satisfaction was dying away in the streets, tho Groen
Box shut up its platform, as a fortvess does its draw-bridge, and all com-
munication with mankind was cut off.  On one side, the universe; on
the other, the caravan; and this caravan contained liberty, clear con-
seiences, courage, devotion, innocence, happiness, love—all the con-
stellations,

Blinduess having sight and deformity beloved, sat side by side—
hand pressing hand, hrow touching hrow, aud whispered to each other,
intoxicated with love,

The compartment in the middle served two purposes—tor the publie
it was a stage, for the actors a dining-room. :

Ursusy even delighting in comparisons, profited by the diversity of
its uses to liken the eentral compartment in the Green Box to the arra-
dach in an Abyssinian hut.

Ursus counted the receipty, then they supped.  In love all is ideal.
In love, euding and drinking together atford opportunities for many
sweet promiscuous touches; by which a mouthful becomes a kiss.  They
drank ale or wine from the same glass, as they might drink dew out of
the same lily. Two souls in love are as full of grace as two hirds.
Gwynplaine waited on Dea, cut her bhread, poured out her drink, ap-
proached her too close,

“Hum!? eried Ursusy and he turned away, his scolding melting
mto a smile,

The wolf supped under the table, heedless of evervthing which did
actually not concern his bone,

Fibi and Vinos shared the repast, but gave littlo trouble.  These
vagabonds, half wild and as uncouth as ever; spoke in the gyvpsy lan-
aguage to each other.

At length Dea re-entered the women’s apartment with Fibi and
Vinos,  Ursus chained up Ilomo under the Green Box; Gwynplaine
looked after the horses, the lover becoming a groom, like a hero of
Homer's or a paladin of Charlemagne’s. At midnight all were asleep,
except the wolf, who, alive to his responsibility, now and then opened
an “y(‘.

The next morning, they met again. They breakfasted together,
generally on ham and tea. Tea was introdnced into England in 1668,
Then Dea, after the Spanish fashion, took a siesta, acting on the adviee

eof Ursus, who counsidered her delicate, and slept some hours, while
Gwynplaine and Ursus did all the little jobs of work, without and
within, which their wandering life made necessary.

Gwynplaine rarely wandered away from the (ireen Box, except on
unfrequented roads and in solitary places. In cities he went out only
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at night, disguised in a large slouched hat, xo as not to exhibit his face
in the strect.

His face was to be seen uncovered only on the stage,

The Green Box had frequented cities but little.  (Gwynplaino at
twenty-four had never seen towns larger than the Cinque Ports.  His
renown, however, was inereasing. It hegan to vise above the populace,
and to percolate through higher ground.  Amongst those who were
fond of, and ran after, strange foreign curiosities and prodigies, it was
known that there was somewhere in existence, leading a wandering life,
now here, now there, an extraordinary monster.  They talked about
him, they sought him, they asked where he was?  The laughing man
was becoming deeidedly famous, .\ certain lustre was reflected on
“(‘haos Vanquished.”

So much so, that, one day, Ursus, heing ambitious, said:

“We must go to London.”

END OF VOLUME I.






















