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INTRODUCTION.

———t .~

A n13torY of the secret societies which have existed from an.
<ient times until now, would be a very interesting and a very
useful work, but it is beyond our power. It has been at-
tempted several times, but whatever may be the merit of the
wvarious labours undertaken upon this matter, they have not yet
thrown any great light upon those mysterious associations in
which 80 many important truths have been elaborated,
mingled with so many strange errors:

Sacret societies have hitherto been a necessity of the nationss
Inequality prevailing in those nations, equality must necese
sarily seek darkness and mystery, in order to lahour at its
divine work. When the holy philosophy of Christianfly was
proscribed upon the Roman soil, it wa# obliged to hide itself
in the catacombs.

It may be said that not a single injustice, not a single
violation of the principle of equality is committed in human
gocieties, but on the very instunt, the germ of a secret society
is thus implunted in thg world, to repair that injustice and to
punish that violation of cquality. When the patricians of
RKome sacriticed Tiberius Gracchus, he took a handful of dust
and threw it towards heaven ; that dust thus thrown towards
heaven must have produced a seoret society, a sdciety of
avengers who would labour in darkness a¥the work which
was proscribed and martyrized in the light of day. .

Why did the Roman empire fall, and why do empires fall,
except because under the surface of public society existed
obrcurely all sorts of secret societies, which laboured noise-
lessly, and by degrees dstroyed its foundations? The social
edifice still stands and lifts its dome in air; a superficial
observer thinks it durablmand solid ; but whether pglace ox
temple, that edifise, sappe® and undermined, will crumble ab
the first breath.

Historians have hitherto been too much like that supesr
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ficial observer, whose eye penmetratcs no deeper than the
surface of things. How much paius they often take to dress
up dead bodies! Why do they not rather employ themselves
in penetrating the mystery of that which moves and lives
within those bodies ; in carefully studying that which, though
to-day a principle of death to public society, will to-morrow
be a principle of life to this same socicty?! There are
moments in the history of nations, when public society exists
only nominally, and when there is nothing really living but
the secret societies hidden in its bosom.

A large number of seeret associations have only an ephemeral
object, and hecome extinct almost as soon as they are formed,
when the object isattained, or appears decidedly unattainable.
Others have a persistency which causes them to last for
centuries. That persistency, as well as that passing existence,
depends upon the object which the adepts prupose to them-
Belves, But, whatever may be that object, and even when the
principle of association is the broadest poasible, the secret
Bociety, precisely because it is secret and proscribed, must
inevitably fall away from the truth of its principle. It
necessarily is the case, that it replies ta intolerunce by in-
tolerance, to the selfishness of public socicty by an opposing
selfishness, to the blind fanaticlsm which repels its ideas by a
danaticism equally blind. Thence is derived, in certain sccret
societies which history has recorded, though they are not as
yet truly judged, the order of the Temple, for example, a
doubl@character, which has caused them to he attributed to
the spirit of evil or tosthe genius of good, according to the
aspect which writers have chosen to consider.

Such is the evil inherent in secret societies. DBut let open
and alloweq societies cease to accuse their rivala so bitterly
for all the misfortunes which have befallen them; secret
societies are the necessary tesult of the imperfection of general
society.

Since the ancient rule of castes up to our age, in which
everything tends to their final abolition, men bave constantly
attempted to construct true society. But socicty has always
become caste, under whatever form it has been manifested in
the world. Whoso says socicty, says dssooiation, and whoso
Bays association, says equality ; for there is no other principle
that can unite two men, but the principle of reciprocity or
equality. But society, always created with a view to, and by
means of, the principle of equality, has always become op-
preagive and destructive of equelity. This spirit of caste was
a law of nature, a condition of existence in all the associations
of the past. Of what consequence @re namgy, of what conse-
quence i it that society be called republic, monarchy, aristo.
eracy, church, monachism, burgership, corporation, according
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to place and time? Solong a8 publicsociety is not construsted
with a view to human equality, public society will be caste;
and so long as public society is caste, it will, engender secret
gocieties. It is for the future to realize the work which hasso
long been germinating in humanity, and which now ferments
so energetically in its bosom ; because it is for the future to
sum up in a unigersal faith, in a universal unity, diversified
only in itg multmad forms, all the scattered notions, all the
incomplete manifestations of eternal truth. By the side of
the great current followed by the principal social and religious
ideas, obscure and sgpall streams are formed, in infinite num-
bers, upon either bank. Great truths are moved toand fro in
this concourse of tributarics, at one time repelled, at another
absorbed by the parent stream. The idea must assume all
forms, all directions, before being united with the ocean
around which all the families of the future society will take
up their abode,

Such appeara to be the lcgitimnt.n in the plans of Provi-
dence, of secret societies 8o violently anathematized by
historians commissioned by the various tyrannies which have
hitherto oppressed the world. In this manner they can be
Jjustified in principle without, therefore, attacking general
eocicty. DPrevailing ideas having always engendered numerous
sects, and public doctrine having always endeavoured to stifle
particular doctrines, it is evident that every difference of
opinion, whether in faith or in politics, must necessarily
manifest itself in a secret nociety, awaiting the broad daylight,
or the extinction of forgetfulness. Thence, 1 repeawy thad
multitude of obscure councils, of ahortive conspiracies, of
occult sciences, of schismy, and of mysterier, the monuments
of which are still for the most part concealed in a subter-
ranean wald, if they be not buried there fur ever. The
discovery would nevertheless be very precious, if not on
account of these things themselves, at least on account of the
light which these that float upon the surface would receive
from them. The affiliation which would be established
between all secret. societies would be a new key, with which
to penetrate \lie recesses of history, and the great principles of
truth would thence derive an immense authority. DBut it is
very diflicult, I acknowladge, to bring together the threads of
this vast net-work. We find it difiicult even to establish the
true parentage of contemporaneous secret societics, such a8
Hluminism, Masoury, Carbonarism., There are others which,
€even now, prevail iu all their vipour among a considerable
portion of society, and the genealogy of which will be still
more uncertain, I refer to the association of workmen under
the generic name of companionship—Trades- Unious. .

It is well known that a large portion of the labouring
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clasdes are divided into different secret societies, not acknow-
ledged by the laws, but tolerated by the police, and which
take the title of »Dcooirs (Duties). Devoir, in this sense, ix
synonymous with doctrine. The great, if not the only
doctrine of these assbciations, is that of the very principle of
association. D’erhaps originally, this doctrine, now isolated,
was supported by a code of religious axiomfljof dogmas and
symbols inspired by the spirit of the time. The various rites
of these Ievoirs go back, in fact, to the middle ages, accord-
ing to some authorities ; to the remotest antiquity, according
to others. The symbol of the temple of Solomon is the prin-
cipal one in mosat, as it alse is in Masoury. Moresver, the
necessity of forming themselves into a corporate body, and of
maintaining the privileges of industry, muy, in the earliest
times, have given rise to these fraternal associations among
the labouring classes, They may, for the same reason, have
been perpetuated througly the ages, and have transmitted,
each to the other, a certain'plan of organizition. But diversity
of interests produced secessions, and conscqnently Jifferences
in form. Moreover, the institutions of these socicties have
been affected by contemporaneous institutions. Tn some,
nevertheless, certain texts of the ancient law have heen pre-
gerved until now, and are-found in the new regulations.
Thus, the Deroir of Solomon prescribes, as a law of Solomon,
that its adepts should go to church on Sunday. Many ancient
Devoirs are lost, as the Companions say; that of the tailors,
for example. Others have been formed since the French
RevoMition. Various bodies which, up to that time, had not
been formed into societies, have adopted the titles, the signs
and the customs of the ancient Devoirs. The latter repelled
them, and even now, do not accopt them all, attributing to
themselves an exclusive right to bear the glorious insignis,
and the sacred titles of their predecessors. The companionshi
confers upon the initiated a nobility of which they are prou
and jealous to excess, Thence violent warsa between the
Devoirs, a whole epopecia of conflicts and congnests, a kind of
church militant, a fanaticism full of heroic dramas and &
barbarous poetry, of songs of war and love, of memorials of
glory, and chivalric friendships. Each Devoir has its Iliad
and its Martyrology. .

M. Laatier published in Avignon, in 1838, an epic poem,
wz well conducted, respecting the persecutions, in the
midst of which the Devoir of tb% shoemakers had sustained
itself triumphantly. There are some very beautiful verses in
this poem; which fact does not prevent the proletary bard
from making excellent boots, and fitting his readers to their
great satisfaction.

An entirely new literature might be created with the
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manners of the people, so little known to the other classes,
That literature has its origin in the very bosom of the people;
it will come forth with brilliancy before long. It is thera
that the romantic muse will recover her strength,a muse
eminently revolutionary, which, since her appearance in lite.
rature, is searching for her path and her family. In the strong
race will she find that intellectual youth which is necessary
to enable her to take her flight. -

The author of the following story does not pretend to have
made this discovery. If he be one of those who have foreseen
it, he is no further advanced on that account, for hgdoes not
feel cither young enough or strong enough to give an impulse
to serious or popular literature, such as he conceivesit. He
has attempted to colour his picture with a reflection which
can be seen, but which does not permit itself to be seized by
weak hands,  Intracing this sketch, he has become convinced
of a truth, which he long since felt; which i3 that, in art,
the simple is the greatest to attempt and the most difficult to
attain.

Whatever merit and importance he may attribute to this
work, the author thinks ic his duty to declare that he derived
the idea from one of the most interesting books he has met
with for a long time. ltds a little 13mo. entitled the Book of
the Comprcnionship, and recently published by Avignonnais-
1a-Vertu, journeyman joiner. This work, from which the
National has extracted almost literally, without credit, in &
feucllcton filled with new and curious details, contains all
that an ivitiate of the Compauionship could reveal without
betraying the secrets of the doctrine. ?(‘. was composed simply
and without art, under the influence of the moas healthy
the most upright ideas. The object of the writer was not to
amuse idlers ; he bad one ultogether more serious. For ten
years his soul has been devoted to one idea, that of reconciling
all the Devoirs among themselves, of putting a stop to their
barbarous customs, their jealousies, their vanities, their bate
tles. Inscusible to the poetry of conflicts, endowed with am
apostolic z:al, persevering, active, indefatigable, governed,
and, a8 it were, assailed at cvery moment by the feclings of
buman fraternity, he has endeavoured to make his brotheff,
the Companions of the T%ur o Franc:, underataud the beauty
of the idea born in his breast. After having written his
book, he started on a pilggimage of five hundred leagues,
during which he spread his idea ,and his feeling among all
the workmen whom he could touch and convince. His evans
gelic mission has not been unsuccessful. In all parts of
France he has awakened sympathies and’ formed bonds of
friendly relation with the ‘most intelligent adepts of the
different industrial societies, A. stranger to politios, and
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pursuing without mystery the most exalted of enterprises, he
assumed for his task the realization of thc device of St. John ;
Let us love one another. »

Under the influence of the same feeling, the Cumranion®
of the Tour of France has been written, or more properly,
attempted. Some journals, too benevolent towards the au-
thor, and doubtless ill-iuformed, announced, instead of this
ngvel, a complete work, an extended and important labour.

e author of Andre and Meauprat declines, The task of
writing the modern history of the proletary is too great for
him, and he gives back the honour of the enterprise to those
grave personages who wished to invest him with it.

* Compagnon incats both Companion and Journeyrr.z.:.
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CHAPTER I.

FPIIE village of Villepreux was, according to M. Lerebours,
the mest beautiful spot in the department of Loir and
Cher ; and the moat capable man of the raid village was, in
the secret persuasion of M. Lerebours, M. Lerebours himself, ,
when the noble family of Villeprenx, which he represented,
did not occupy then majestic and antigqne manor of Ville.
preax. In the absence of the illustrious personages com-
posing that family, M. Lerebours was the only one in the
village who could write orthography irreproachably. e had
a son who was also a capable man. There was but one voice
no this subject, or rather there were two—the father’s and the
son's—though the wits of the place did pretend that they
:;lere too honest people to have stolen the Holy Ghost between

e,

There are few travelling clerks frequenting the roads of So-
logne to offer their merchandise from chateau to chateau, few
drovers going with their vattle and provisions from fair to
fair, who have not, on foot, on horseback, or in stage-waggon,
met, were it but once in their lives, M. Lerebours, steward,
manager, intendant, right-hand-man of the Villepreux. I
call to witness those who have had the happiness to know
him : was he not a gmall map, quite dried up, very yellow,
very active, at first sombre and taciturn, but by degrees be-
coming cxcessively communicative? The reason was, that
when in company With strangers to the country, he was pos-
sessed with only one idea, which was this: Here are people
that do not know who I am ! Then came this second re-
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flection, no Jess painfnl than the first : There are, then, people
that can be ignorant who I am! And when those persons
did not appear entirely unworthy to appreciate him, he
added in conclusion: It is, neverthcless, necessary that these
honest people should learn from me who I am.

Then he tried them upon the subject of agriculture, not
hesitating, in case of need, to draw their attention by some
enormous paradox ; for he was a corresponding member of the
agricultural society of his shire town, and he was by mo
means more proud on that account. If he succeeded in
eliciting questions, he did not fail to say: I have tried that
experiment upon our estates. And if asked respecting the
quality of the soil, he replied: We have every kind; our
estates are four leagues square; we have thercfore dry, wet,
moist, heavy, light, &c.

In Sologue one is not very rich with four leagues of land,
andghe cstate of Villepreux produced no more than thirty
thoWand francs a-year; but the Villepreux family had two
others of a smaller income, which were leased, and which M.
Lerebours visited once a year. Ie had, thereforc, a triple
occupation, a triple importauce, a triple capacity, and overs
lasting subjects of conversation and agricultural demons
strations,

‘When he had produced his first effect, as he wished nothing

, better than to be modest, and as the avowal of a high position
i8 always rather difficult, he hesitated some moments, and
then ventured the name of Villepreux ;'if his auditor was
sufficiently impressed beforehand with the importance of that
name, M. Lerebours said, casting down his eyes: 1 have
charge of the concerns of the fumily. If tHat auditor was so
much his own enemy a8 to ask what the family was, Oh, then,
woe to him, for M. Lerebours undertook to inform bhim; and
there were interminable genealogies, enumerations of alli-
ances and misalliances, a list of cousins and second-cousins ;
and then statistics of the estates, and then a statement of the
improvements effected by himself, &c., &c. When a diligence

the happiness to contain M. Lerebours, no jolts nor falls
could disturb the delicious slumbgr into which he plunged
the travellers, IHe entertained them with the Villepreux
family from the first change of honses to the last. He would
have gone round the world talking of the family.

‘When M. Lerebours went to Paris, he passed his time there
wvery disagreeably; for, in that nest of mad-caps, nobody
seemed to care for the Villepreuk family. He did not under-
ptand why people did nof salute him in the streets ; or {rl;g,
on coming out of the theatre, the crowd almost emothered,
without ceremony, a man 8o necessary as he to the prosperity
of the Villepreux,
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It was of no use to ask him for moral data respecting tie
family, for distinctions between its members, or sketches of
their different characters. Whether from discretion, or in-
aptitude for thut kind of observation, he could say nothing of
those illustrious personages, except that this one was more or
Jess economical, or understood business better than that one,
But the quality and importance of a man were measured, in his
view, only by the number of crowns he was to inherit; and
when asked if mademoiselle Villepreux was amiable and
pretty, he answered by a computation of the value of her
dowry. Ile could not understand how any one should be
curious to know more. . .

One morning, M. Lerebours rose even earlier than usual—
which was hardly possible, unless he rose, as they say, the day
before—and, de~cending the principal and only street of the
village, called Rue royale (Royal street), he turned to the
right, entored a neat little lane, and stopped before a lmwe of
modest arpect.

The sun hardly began to gild the roofs, the barely awakened
cocks crowed in falsetto, and the children in their shirts upon
the thresholds, finished dressing in the street. Still the
mournful sonnd of the plane and the sharp groaning of the
saw already resounded in the workshop of father uguenin;
the appreutices were already at their posts, and the master
already scolded them with a fatherly roughness.

¢ So early abroad, sir manager? said the old joiner, raising
his eap of blue cotton,

M. Lerebours made » mysterious and imposing sign. The
joiner haviug upproached :

¢ Let us go into your garden,” said the steward to him, ‘I
have important matters to speak about. Here, my head is
broken; your apprentices sacem to do it on purpose; they
bhammer a« if they were deaf.”

They crossed the back-shop, then a small court, and entered
an enclosure of fruit-trees, the flavour of whose fruit had not
been corrécted by grafting, nor their vigorous forms changed
by the pruning knife ; some thyme and sage, mingled with a
few roots of pruks and gilliflowers, perfumed the morning air;
a thick bu-hy hedge sheltered the promenaders from-the
inspection of curious neighbours. ’

It was there that M. Lerebours, redouhling his solemnity,
informed master Huguenin, the joiner, of the expected arrival
of the family. *

Master Huguenin did nof appesr so much overpowered as
he should bive been in order to please the intendant.

¢Well,’ suid he, ®that is your business, M. Lerebours; it
does not concern me, unless there is some floor to raise, or
some wardrobe to put in order.’
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¢There is a matter of much greater importance, my friend,’
returned the intendant. ¢ The family have conceived the idea
(I should say, if I dared, the singular idea) of having the
ohaﬁel repaired, and 1 come to see if you are ahle or if you are
willing to be employed.’

¢The chapel !’ said father Hugnenin, quite astonished ;
¢ they wish to restore the chapel? Well, that is very strgnge !
I thought they were not devont; but it js mnecessary, it
;o‘;xllii[appear, in these days. They say that the king Louis

¢J-have not come to talk politics with you,’ replied Lere-
bours, frowning; ‘I only° wish to know if you arc not too
much of a Jacobin to work upon the chapel of the chateau and
to be well paid by the family.’

¢ Oh, oh, 1 have already worked for the good God; but
explain yourself,” said father Huguenin, scratching his head.

‘I will explain in due scason,” replied the steward; ¢all
that 1 can tell you is, that I have been directed to find skilful
workmen either at Tours or at Blois. Buteif yon are able to
make the repairs I will give you the preference.’

This opening gave great pleasure to father Huguenin; but
a8 a prudent man, and knowing well with what kind of a
gteward he had to deal, he was careful not to show it.

¢ 1 thank you heartily for having thought of me, M. Lere-
bours,” replied he; ¢ but I have a great deal of work on hand
at this moment, you see! My business is good, and I do all
4he work of the district, because I am the only one of my
trade. If I should undertake the work of the chateau, I
should dissatisfy both town and country, and a new joiner
might be called in who would take away all my custom.’

“Still it is a good job to put inte your pocket in a year—
in gix months perhaps—a good round sum in cask. I don’t
doubt you have a Jarge customn, master Huguenin, but all your
customers don’t pay.’

¢Excure me,’ said the joiner, wounded in his democratic
pride, they are all honest, people, who order only what they

' can pay for.”

¢ But who do not pay quickly,’ returned the steward with a
malicious smile.

¢Those who delay,’ replied Huguenin, ‘1 am quite willing
to give credit to. e can always have an understanding with
our equals ; and I also sometimes make them wait for my work
longer than I could wish.? .

¢1 see,” said the steward «<almly, ¢ that my offer does not
tempt you. , I am sorry to have troubled you, father Hugue-
nin;' and, raising his cap, he pretended to be going, but
dowlg; for he knew well that the mechanic would not let
him depart thus,
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In fact, the conversation was renewed st‘the end of the

‘elyf I knew exactly what was wanted,’ suid Hyguenin, af-
fecting an uncertainty which he did not experience : *but
perhaps it ia above my powers—it is old wainscotting ; in old
times they worked more finely than now—and the pay was
doubtless in proportion to the pains. Now we have to work
more time and get less pay. We have not always the neces-
sary tools—and then the nobility are less rich, and therefore
less magnificent—’

“ That is not always ¢he case with the family of Villepféux,’
said Lerebours, drawing himself up. ¢I take that upon my-
self, and I think I have never wanted workmen when I wirhed
to get anything done. Well, I must go to Valengay. There
are good joinera there, J am told.’

¢ If the work was merely of the nature of the pulpit, which
I fashioned last year for the parish church—' said the joiner,
adroitly referring to the exccllent job he had executed the
preceding year.

¢ 1t will perhaps be more difficult,’ returned the intendant,
who had carefully examined the parish pulpit on the day
before, and who knew very well that it was without fault.

And as he was still going, father Huguenin decided to say
to him : .

¢ Well, M. Lerebours, I will go and see that wainscotting ;
for, to tell you the truth, it is%o long since I have been there,
that I do not remember very well what it is. :

¢ Come, then,’ replied the steward, who became more re-
served in proportion as the other became persuaded ; ¢ locking
costs nothing.’

¢ Aund binds to nothing,’ replied the joiner.. ¢ Well, I will
go, M. Lerebours."

€ As you please, master,” said the other; ‘but remember
that I have not a day to logse. In order to obey the commands
of the family, 1 must come to some conclusion this evening,
and if you have not done the same, I shall go to Valencay.’

¢The devil ! you are in a great hurry,’ said Huguenin, quite-
moved, ¢ well, 1 will go to-day.’ .

¢ You had better come at once, while I have time to accom-
pany you,’ returned the jmpassive steward.

¢ Liet us go then, 8o be it " said the joiner. ¢But I must
take my son! for he knows how to make a draft at sight;
and as we shall work together——'

¢But is your son a good workman ?* asked M. Lerebours,

. fEven if he were not so good as his father,’ replied the
Joiner, € does Le not work under my eyes, and according to my
orders ¥ :

B
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M. Lerebours knew very well that the younger Huguenin
was a very desirable person to employ. He waited for the
two mechanics to put on their vests and to.furnish themselves
with uhl_mre, rule, and pencil.  After which the three started,

saying little, and each keeping on the defensive.
. vm—
* CHAPTER ILe -«

Preree Huccexix, the master joiner’s son, was the handsomest
youth for twenty leagues around. His features had the noble-
ness and regularity of statuary; he was large and well made
in person; his feet, hands, and head were very small, which
is remarkable in a man of the people, and very compatible
with great muscular strength in handsome races ; finally his
lu'gelﬁue eyes, shaded by black eyclashes, and the delicate
colouring of his cheeks, gave a gentle and pemnsive expression
to that head which would not have been unworthy of Michael
Angclo’s chisel.
hat will appear singular, and what is nevertheless posi.
tively true is, that Pierre Huguenin was not conscious of hig
beauty, and that neither the men nor the women of his village
had any tore idea of it thun Me, The reason is not that in
any class man is born devoid of the sense of the beautiful,
but that this sense needs to be developed by the study of art
and the habit of comparison. The free and cultivated life of
persons in easy circumstances brings them incessantly into
the presence of master-pieces of art, or into relation with
types which they see appreciated about them Dby the spirit of
eriticism diffuscd throughout society. Their judgment is
* thus formed ; and were it only from the contact of contem-
poraneous art, which, poor or flourishing, always preserves a
reflection of eternal beauty, they open their cyes without
effort to an ideal world, upon the threshold of which the re-
pressed genius of the poor man beats for a long while, and is
-&00 often broken without being able to Henetrate.

Thus the first labourer, with a b-ight complexion, broad
shoulders, and a quick eye, had more success in the village
fites, and made the girls laugh and dance more than did the
noble and calm Huguenin. But -the citizens’ ladies looked
after him, saying, * Mon Diett ! who is that handsoms young
man? And ¢wo young painters who passed through the
willage of Villepreux on their way'to Valengay were so struck
by the beauty of the joiner's apprentice, that they requested
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his permission to take his portrait; but he refused quite drily,
thinking the yquest a poor joke on their part. .
Father Huguenin, who was himself a superb old man, and
who did not lack good sense, had not always perceived the
high intelligence and ideal beauty of his sgp. He saw in him
a well-built youth, industrious and quiet, a good assistant in
fine; but though he had been a reformer in his time, he was
by no means pleased with youthful liberal ideas, and he con-
sidered DPierre far too much in love with novelties. He had
heard Rome and Sparta spoken of by the village orators
during the republic, and at that time he himself had adopted
the surname of Cuss<us, which he had prudently laid aside on
the return of the Bourbons. Ile therefore believed in a
former goulden age of liberty and equality; and since the fall
of the Convention, thonght assuredly that the world had fox
ever turned its back upon truth. Justice died in 93, he said,
and ail that you invent henceforth for its resuscitation, will
only bury it still deeper. .
He had therefore the whim of old men of all ages, he did
not believe in a better future. His old age was a continued
groaning, and sometimes a bitterness, from which his natural
ic;odncse and the serenity of his conscience hardly preserved
m.

IIc hag educated hix som in the purest democratic senti-
ments ; hut he hud given him this faith as a mystery, think«
ing that it could no longer produce anything, and that it was
necessary to preserve it one’s sell, as one preserves the feeling
of onc's own dignity while undergoing an unjust degradation.
This passive part could not long be suflicient to Pierre’s active
intelligence. Soon he wished to learn more of his age and his .
country than he could learn in his family or village. At
3eventeen he was scized with that dedire for travelling, which,
cach year, carries awuy {rom their homes numerous phalanxes
of joung workmen to cast them into the adventurous life, the
travelling apprenticeship, which is called the Towr of France.
Lo the vague desire of knowing and understanding the move-
ment of social life, was added the noble ambition of acquiring
talent in his profession. He saw well that there were surer
and quicker theories than the patient routine followed by his
father and the elders of the country. A journeyman stone-
cutter, who passed through the village, had made him per-
ceive the advantages of science by executing before him, on 3
wall, some designs which® simplified, in an extraordinary
manner, the slow and monotonous practice of hig labour.
¥rom that moment he had resolved to study drawughting, that
is linear designing applicable to architecture, carpentry/nd
joiners’ work. He had therefore asked permission of his
£athor to make Lis tour of France, But he bad met with &
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m obstacle in the contempt which father Huguenin prov
for theory. Almost a years perseveragce had been
necessary in order to overcome the obstinacy of the old
mechanic. Father Huguenin had also the worst possible
ginion of the my‘terions initiations of the Companionship.

e pretended that all those secret socicties of workmen,
united under different nawmes in Devoirs were only as-
sociations of bandits or charlatans, who, under pretext of
learning more than others, spent the best years of their
youth rambling up and down the streets of the cities, filling
-the drinking shops with their fanatical cries, and sprinklin,
the dust of the roads with their blood, shed for foolis
questiens of precedence.

There was a true side to these accusations; but they were
80 contrary to the esteem with which the Companionship was
Jooked upon in the country, that according to all appear-
ances, father Huguenin had some personal reason for com-

laint. Some of the elders of the village told that he had
geen seen to return home one evening covered with blood,
his head broken and his clothes torn, 1le had been quite il}
in cohsequence of this adventure, but had never been willing
to give any explanation respecting it. His pride refused
confess that he had been overpowered by numbers. It w.
strongly suspected that he bad fallen into an ambuggade, laid
by some companions of the Devoir for certain rivals, and that
he had been the victim of a mistake. The fact is, that from
that time he had cherished a warm resentment, and professed
8 persevering aversion against {he Companionship.

However this may have been, young Pierre’s voeation was
stronger than the theught of all the dangers and sufferings
predicted by his father. His resolution conquered, and one
fine morning maater Cassius lluguenin was compelled to give
him permission to depart. If he had been guided by the
feelings of his heart alone, he would have furnished him with
a good round sum, in order to render the enterprise agreeablas
and easy; but flattering himeelf that poverty would bring
him back to the fold quicker than all exhortations, he gave
him only thirty francs, and forbade his writing for more.
He promised himself inwardly that he would answer his first
request, but thought to frighten hiln by this appearance of
rigour, The method did not succeed. Picrre departed, and
did not return for four years. During this loug pilgrimage
he had not asked a single sou ffom his father, and in his
Jetters had confined himself to inquiries respecting his health,
and wishes for his prosperity, without ever informing him of
hiwlabours, or of any of the vicissitudes of his wanderin,
existence, Father Huguenin was both uneasy and mortifi
at this; he had a groeat deeire to give expression to that feel-
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ing of tenderness which would have disarmed the young
yasn's pride, but vexation always prevailed when he took up
his pen, and he could not help writing in a tone of severe
remonstrance, for which he reproached himself as soon as the
lotter had gone. DPierre tgstified neither vexation' nor dis-
couragement at this. He replied in a respectful mannér, full
of affection, but he was immovable; and the curate, who
assisted the old joiner to read his letters, made him remark,
not withont pleasure, that his son’s handwriting became
more and more fine aud flowing, that he expressed himself in
chosen terms, and that there was in hiy style a measure, a
nobleness, and cven an eloquence, which already raised him
above himseclf and all the old workmen of the country whom'
he called his equals:

At last, Pierre returned one fine spring morning, about
three weeks before M. Lerebours’ visit and communication.
Father Huguenin, somewhat old, rather worn, very tired of
working without respite, and especially eaddened by con-
stantly struggling in his workshop with rough and intractable
apprentices, but too proud to complain, and affecting a cheer-
falness which he too often did not feel, saw enter a handsome

oung man whom he did not know. Pierre had grown a full
iead taller ; his bearing was noble and assured ; his clear and
ure complexion, which the sun had not tanned, was set oflf
Ey a slight black beard. He was dressed as a mechanic, but
with a scrupulous neatness, and bore upon his broad shouldera
a well.rounded bag of boar’s gkin, which indicated a good
provision of clothes, e bowed smiling a5 he crossed the
threshold, and taking pleasure in the astonishment and un«
certainty of his father, asked him for the direction of M,
Huguenin, master joiner. Father Iluguenin was thrilled by
«the sound of that manly voice, which coninsedly recalled
to him that of his little Pierre, but which had changed like
the rest. 1lle rcmained for some time speechless; and as
Pierre seemed ready to withdraw, that, thought he, is a’good-
looking chap, @nd certainly resembles my ungrateful son;
and a sigh escaped from his chest; bt Picrre at once rushed
into his arms, and they held each other ‘embraced for a long
while, neither daring to say a word, for fear the other should
see his eyes filled with t&ars. .

Daring the three weeks since the prodigal son’s return to
the peaceful habits of the gaterual roof, the old joiner had
experienced a gentle joy, mingled with some feelings of
anxiety and uncertainty., Ile saw well that Pierre was steady
in his conduct, sensible in his words, assiduous at labour!—
But had he acquired that superiority of talent which he so
ambitiously desired before his departure? Father Huguenin
srdently desired that this might be so; and yet, in conse
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quence of a contradictory feeling natural to man, and espe-
cially to an artist, he was afraid of finding his son wiser than
himself. At first, he expocted to see him make a display of
his science, assume the tone of a master with his pupils, turn
the workshop upside down, and gequest him, in a dictatorial
tone, to change all his old and faithful touls for others of a
new make, to which his old hands were not accustomed. But
matters passed quite otherwise ; Pierre said not a word of his
studies, and when his futher wished to interrogate him, he
eluded all questions by raying that he had done his best to
Jearn, and would do his best to practise; he went to work on
the very day of his arrival, and received his father’s orders
fike a common journeyman. He took good care not to eriti-
cise the work of the apprentices, and left the supreme direc.
tion of #Ahe shop to him whose it was of right. Father
Huguenin, who had prepared himself for a desperate struggle,
felt quite at his ease ; apd triumphing inwardly, he was satis-
fied with muttering several times between his teeth, that the
world was not 8o much changed as people said, that the old
fashions were altvays the best, and that people must acknow-
Yedge it at last, ever after flattering themselves that they
oolﬁ?l reform everything. TPierre prctended not to hear; he
ocontinued his task, and his father was compelled to declare
that it was executed with an unexceptionable cxactness and
an extraordinary rapidity. .
“What 1 like,” said he, from time to time, ¢is that you have
Yearnt to work quickly, and yet none the less carefully.’
¢ If you are satisfied, all goes well,” replied Pierre.
‘When this anxiety of the old joiner was entircly dissipated,
e felt tormented in another manner. He required an open
triumph, and he was hurt that Pierre did not reply to his
insinuations when he gave him to understand that his tour of ,
France, without being prejudicial to bim, had not had all the
advantages which he had boasted to derive from it; he had
discovered nothing wonderful ; that, in a word, he might have
learnt at home all that he had gone 8o far to ggek. A kind of
vexation insensibly took pogsession of him, and was sufficient
torender him thoughtful and distrusting. .
My boy must be hiding some secret from me,’ raid ke in a
Jow voice to his goasip, the locksmith® Lacréte. ‘1 would bet
that he knows mo® than he shows. One would sry that he is
rging a debt in working for me, but that he rescrves his
talenta for the time when he shalPwork on his own account,
in order to crush me completely.’
§ Well,’ replied father Lucrote, ‘so much the better for you ;
{:n will rest then, for you have only this son, and there will
no need for you to trouble yourself about his establish-
ment; he will secure a good standing alone, and you will at
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1ast live joyously on your income. Are you not rich enough
to leave business, and would you contend for the custom of the
village against your only child ¥

¢ Certainly not,” replied she joiner, ‘I am not ambitious,
and 1 love my son as mysclf; but you see, there is self-love !
Do you think that, at sixty, you could be resigned to see your
reputation eclipred by a young man who was not willing even
to take your lessons, comsidering them unworthy of his ge-
nius? Do you think it would be well on the part of a son, to
say to everybody : Sce, I work better than my father, therefore
my father was a know nothing.’

While reasoning thus, the old joiner fretted inwardly. He
tried to find something to reprove in his son’s workmanship,
and if he discovered the least sign of embellishment in the
piaces he executed, he criticised it bittery. Pierrgashowed
no vexation. With a stroke of his plane he quicklyYemoved
the ornament which seemed to have escaped his hand in spite
of him. 1le was resolved to ruifer everything, to allow him-
self to be humiliated a thousand times rather than have a
dispute with his father, IIc knew him too well not to have
forseen that he must not attempt to surpass him. Content
with having acquired the talents of which he had been ambi-
tious, he waited for the opportunity of causing them to be ap-
preciated to come of itrelf, and he knew that it must come
soon. In fact, it presented itself on thgaday when the steward
conducted the two joiners to the chatedu in order to examine
the work in question, :

————

CHAPTER IIIL

Tary were introdaced into an ancient hall, which had
served successively as a chapel, a library, a theatre, and a
stable, according %o the vicissitndes of the nobility, or the
tastes of the different owners of the chatean. It wassituated
in a building more ancient than the others, composing the
vast and imposing manor-house of Villepreux. It was of a fine
gorgeous Gothic style; and the arches of the ceiling showed
that it had been vonseerated to religious worship. But in
changing its use ab virioys epochs, its ornaments had been
changed, and the last traces of repairs that remained were
wainscottings of the fifteenth century, which in the eighteenth
had been coyered with boards and painted canvass in order
to play pastfrals, the opera of the Huron and the Melanic of
M.de la Harpe. A remnant of this scenery, daubed with
faded garlands and reddish cupids, had been taken away ; and,
from 8 certain apartment situated in an adjacent turret 8
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door, long sinocs walled up, was found to open upon the greaf
hall, then cleared of its tinsel. Now, this turret was a
favourite place of resort with a certain person of the family.
As 800n as a new exit was discowered from that apartment,
and a new use for that door, it was desirable that it should
communicate with the chapel; there was but one thing
wanting, which was a staircase. Originally the door opened
upon a gallery in which the chatelain and his family came to
hear the services, and the turret served as an oratory. Under
the regency, the gallery was used to support the back scene of
the theatre, and the turret was at one time the green room of
amateur actors, at another the dressing room of some prima
donna of distinction. To communicate with the stage, use
had been made of one of thase rolling staircases, called step-
ladders&éioiner’s hrase, which are often used in libraries
and paiffters’ studies, for the purpose of reaching the upper
shelves or the higher parts of large canvasses. It was a rough
temporary piece of workmanship, and ¢ould be moved to suit
the occasions of the sceneshifter, the family of Villepreux,
able to appreciate the beauty of wainscotting, despised and
mautilated by the preceding generation, had resolved to turn
to account that vast hall, abandoned, since the revolution,
to rats and owls.

The following was their determination :

The ex-chapel of tha middle ages, ex-library under Louis
XIV., ex-theatre undeY the regency, ex-stable during the emi-
gration, should serve henceforth as a studio for painting, or
more properly as a museum. There should be collected all
the old vases and rare furniture, all the family portraits and
old pictures, all the valuable books, all the engravings—in a
word, all the curiosities scattered throughout the chateau.
There was room for all this and for all the tables, models, and
easels they might wish to add.

The part which had been by turns the choir of the chapel
and the stage of the theatre, should resume, as a relic, its
semicircular form and its appearance of a choir, covered
with sculptured wood-work. The old door of the turret
which the masons had just unmasked, should open as be.
fore upon a gallery; but thaf gallery, furnished with a balus-
trade, should serve as landing place te & winding staircase, for
which several designs had been attempted, the most con-
venient of which was to be chosen.

This chapel, staircase, and turret will be so important in
the course of our recital, that we have endeavogred tc pre-
sent & picture of them to the reader's mind. We must add
that the building referred to was situsted between a part
of the park, where the walks were overgrown with v
%ation, and a little eourt or enclosure which had been by
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turns 8 cemetery, garden, and preserve, but was now impas.
sable and obstructed by ruins. It 'was therefore the most
gilent and least frequented place of the chateau, a phi-
losophical retreat, or an artistic laboratory which it was
desired to cleanse and to restore, but to preserve mysterious
and secluded, either to labour there without distraction, or
to withdraw {from unwelcome visitors,

1t was towards this solitary place that M. Lerebours con-
ducted the two joiners, one calm, the other striving to ap-

ear 80. .
P But at firat, Pierre thought neither of his father nor of
himself. The love of his profession, which he understood as
an artist,"was the only fecling that took possession of him
when he entered that ancient hall, a real monument of the
joiner’s art. He stopped upon the threshold, seized with a
deep respect, for no soul is more given to venerafion than
that of the conscientious workman. Then he advanced slowly
and went throngh the whole with an unequal step, now hup-
rying to examine the detsils, now stopping to admire the
effect. A holy joy shone in his face, his half-opened mouth
did not utter a single word, and his father looked at him with
agtonislunent, half understanding his transport, and asking
himself what thought could so affect him, as to make him
appear proud, bold, and taller by a whole head than usual.
As to the steward, he was intapable %‘tconceiving anything
of this ecstasy, and as the two joiners Kept silence, he deter-
mined to open the conversation.

¢You eee, my friends,’ said he to them, with that benignant
tone which wus in bim the precursor of a fit of stinginess,
¢ that there is not ko much work here as might be supposed.
I will observe that the friezes and figures being out of your
line, we shall have turners and sealptors in wood come from
Paris to mend sugh as are broken and to restore those which
have disappeared. Thus you will have only the larger pieces;
you will huve to put pieces into the injured panels, to close
the disjointed parts, to make here and there some mouldings,
to insert bits into the cornices, &c. I think you can make
those ova well.  You, master Pierre, whq have travelled, will
not be ecmbgrrassed by the wreathed balusters, will you? and
the steward accompanied these impertinent doubts with a
smile, half patcrnal, half disdai®ful. .

The elder Huguenin, who was enough of & workman to
understand the difficulty ef the work, in proportion as he
examined it, frowned at this direct address to the talents of
his son. At tho moment he was still divided between the
secret jealousy of an artist and the proud hope of a father.
His brow cleared when Pierre, who had not peemed to listen
to M. Lerebours, replied in a decided tone,
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¢Sir Steward, I have Jearned in my travels all that I could;
but there is nothing in these ova, in these wreaths, and in
the connexion of all these pieccs, which my father cannot
undertake and properly execute. As to the figurcs and the
delicate ornaments,” added he, lowering his voice with a
feeling of secret modesty, ¢ they would be a task to tempt us
both ; for it is a beautiful work, and there would be great
glory in accomplishing it. But it would require a great deal
of time, perhaps we should not have all the nccessary tools,
and we certainly could not find j urneymen in the country
to second us. Therefore we will keep to our business, Now
will you please to show us the situation and plan of the
staircase of which you spoke?”

At the bottom of the chapel, the little door to which we
have referred, mysteriously buried in the thickness of the
wall and covered with a piece of old tapestry, had only for a
landing place 8 few worm-eaten boards, the last remains of
the gallery.

¢1t is here,’ said M. Lerebours. ¢ As there is no recess for
a staircase in the wall, an exterior one must be made cntirely
of wood and turning in spiral. Look and take your measures,
if you wish. There is a ladder you can usc.’

ierre took the ladder and ascended to the gallery, which
was only twenty feet above the floor. He raised the screen,
and admired the exquisite work of the carved door, as well as
the architectural ornaments of gracefully winding fillets
which enclosed the casings and the panels.

¢This door must also be repaired,’ said he, * for the arme
which form the centre of the medallions have been broken.

¢Yes, in the revolution,’ replied the steward, turning his
eyes away with a hypocritical air; ‘and that was a great
barbarism, for it must have been the work of a skilful artist,
doubtless.’

Father Huguenin's cheeks became of brig’xt red. 1o well
knew the Vandal who had formerly given the best stroke of
a hatchet to that devastation.

¢Times have changed,’ said he, with a smile in which
malice prevailed over confusion ; *and armorial bearings also.
In those days peoplé broke everything, and neygr thought
they were cutting out work for the future.’

¢ That’s not so bad for yow,’ said the intendant, with that
cold and sharp laugh with which he always accompanied what
e was pleased to call his sallies of gaiety.

¢Nor for you either, M. Lerebours,’ replied the old joiner.
¢If those doors had not been burst open,-you would not now
have the keys ; if this chateau had not been sold, the younger
branch of the Villepreux would not have made such a good
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bargain in buying it for assignats of the elder branch, and
would not be 8o rich as it is.

¢The Villepreux family has always been rich,’ said M. Le~
rebours, in a haughty tone : ‘and before buying this estats it
was not, I believe, upon the pavement.’

¢Bah  replied the elder Hugnenin, in a bantering tone;
¢ on foot, on horseback, or in couch, we are all upohn this poor
pavement of the good God !’

During this digression, Pierre, still examining the door,
endeavoured to open it, in order to sce both sides, M. Le-
rebours stopped him,

¢ No one enters there,” said he, in a dictatorial voice; ‘the
door is locked inside; it is mademoiselle de Villepreux's
study, and I alone have thg right of entrance during her
absence.’

¢Still the door must be taken down to be repaired,’ said
father Huguenin, € unless you mean to leave it unfinished.’

¢ That will come in itz time,” replied M. Lercbours: ¢ our
business now is with the staircase.  This is the place, and if
you will come down, I will show you the plan,’

Pierre came down from the ladder, and the steward une
rolled before him several sheets; they were etchings from
pictures of old Flemirh interiors, .

¢ Mademoiselle,” said M.*Lerebours, & has desired that we
should eonform to the plan of these staircases, and choose
among these specimens that which would b best adapted to
the necessities of the rituation. 1 have consequently had a
plan drawn according to the laws of geometry; I presumo
that you will be able to conform to it when it bas been ex-
plained to you.’

¢ This plan is defective,’ said Pierre, as soon as he cast his
eyes upon the drawing which the intendant unrolled before
him with an important air.

¢ Think befure yon speak, my friend,” replied the steward;
¢ this plan was exccuted by my son-~my own son.’

“Your son has made a mistake,’ returned Pierre, coldly.

My ron is an cmployc aur ponts-ct chaussécs,* learn that,
master Pierre,’ cried the intendant, quite red with anger.,

‘I have nothing to say to the contrary,’ said Pierre, with a
smile; ‘but if the gentleman, your son, were here, he would
#see his error and would make another plan.’ '

¢ Under your direction, doubtless, sir wiseacre.’

¢ Under that of good rense, sir steward; and he would give
me one that I could follow.’ .

Father luguenin laughed with pleasure in his grey beard ;

* A surveyor or engincer employed by government on the bridges
and highways.
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he was delighted that his son should avenge him for M. Lere-
bours’ insinuations.

‘Let me look at the plan,’ said he with an understanding
air; and taking from the pocket of his vest, which reached to
his knees, a pair of horn spectacles, he placed them on his
nose and pretended to examine the drawing, though he knew
nothing about it. Linear designing was a matter he had
always pretended to despise; but an instinct faith told him
at this moment that his son wasright. He did not fail to
aflirm that the plan was false and maintained it with so
much decision that I’ierre would have thought him converted
in favour of draughting had he not perceived thut he held
the paper upside down. He hastened to take it from him,
for fear that the steward, who however was no better versed
than he in such matters, might remark it.

¢ Your xon may he skilful on the bridges and highways,’
pursued father Hummenin with a laugh; ‘but there are not
many staircaser built on the road: that 1 know of. Every
one to his business, M. Lerebours, without intending to offend
you.®

‘So you refuse to build this staircase ? said M. Lercbours,
addresaing Pierre.

1 will undertake to rectify it,”* replied Pierre with gentle-
ness. ‘That will not*be difficdlt, and the movement will be
{he same. I will add an open-work balustgade of oak in the
style of the wainscottings, and pendentives corresponding
with those of the ceiling.’

‘Then you are a reulptor also? said M. Lerebours bit-
terly. ¢ You have all talents !’

€Ob, not all, replied Pierre with a good-natured sigh, ‘not
even all those 1 ought to have. But try me in my line, and
if you are satistied, you will forgive me for having contra-
dicted you; I had no intention of wounding you, I can swear,
I£1 had to do with the building of a bridge or the laying out
of a.road, I should place myself with pleasure under the
direction of M. Isidore, becanse 1 know that I should have
many useful things to learn of him.’

M. Lerebours, somewhat mollified, consented to listen to
the criticism full of gentleness which Dierre made to him of
the plan in question. The demonstration was clearly given,
and the elder Huguenin understood it at ouc®; for, by prac.
tice and mnatural logic, he had attained quite an elevated
understanding of his art; but M.%Lerebours, who had neither
thepry nor practice, perspired in great drops while he pre-
tended to underdtand; and to close the discnssion, it was de-
cided that Pierre should draw another plan, which should be
submitted to the architect whom the family honoured with
their patronage. M. Lercbours was well pleased to make
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this trial before employing the young jeiner, and they agreed
that the estimate of the labour and the rate of compensation
should be put off until the judgment of the architect.

When the Hugnenins.had returned home, the father kept
a profound silence. They resumed their work until the
evening, and Pierre, with no more pride than before, hegan
to plane the boards as Bis father directed ; but it was easy to
see that the latter no longer 1aid out work for him with so
much assurance, and that he spoke to him with more respect
than usual. He even went so far as to consult him upon a
very simple process which Pierre made use of in drrying on
a certain job.

¢ Your way is good also,’ replied Pierre.

“But in fine,’ eaid the old man, ‘your’s is better, doubt-
Jess ¥

¢ 1t is easier to me,” replied Pierre. .

<Then you disapprove mine? said father ITuguenin again.

¢ By no means,’ replied the young man,’ since with a little
more time and labour you attain the eame result.’

The old joiner understo.d this delicate criticism and bit his
lips ; then an approving smile effaced his involuntary grimace.

After supper, Pierre went to work. He selected a large
sheet of paper from his portfolio, took his pencil, his com-
passed, and his rule, drew lines and cut them by other ines,
rounded his curves, his semi-curves, made his projections,
his openings, and at midnight his plan was finished. Father
Huguenin, who pretended to slumber hy the chimney-side,
followed him with his eycs over his shoulder. When he saw
that he closed his portfolio and was going to bed without a
word ; ‘ Pierre,’ said he at last in a smothered voice, “ you are .
playing 2 bold game! Are you very sure that you know
more than M, Lerebours’ son, than a young man who has
been brought np in the schools and is employed by govern-
ment? This morning, when you explained the faults of hig
plan, although you used words with which 1 am not very
familiar, I understood that you might be right ; but it iz easy
to blame and not so easy to do better. “How can you flatter
youreelf that you make no mistake yourselt in all those lines
you have crossed upon a piece of paper? It is only by trying
the pieces with eacg\ othes and measuring anew, that one can
be very sure of .what he does. If you make a mistake in
working, it is only a day and a little wood lost ; you correct,
nobody sees it, and there's ap end. Instead of which, if you
there make a single falee line, all the fine scholars with whom
you wish to compare yourself will cry out that you are a
know-nothing, a stupid fellow ; and you will be ruined in re-
putation before doing anything, It is new almost forty-five
yoars that I have conducted my business with honour and
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groﬁt; a mistake upon paper might have ruined me at the
eginning of my career. Thereforo 1 have taken good care
not to compete with those who pretended to know more than
I. 1 have made my little way with my little proverb : “ By
the work you know the workman.” Take care of yourself, my
child ! Mistrust your self-love.’ N

¢ My self-love dues not enter here, be sure of that, my good
father,” replied Pierre; ‘I do not wish to humiliate any one,
nor seek to bring myseclf into notice; but there is above us
all somethjpg which is infallible, and which no vanity, no
jealousy, cin turn to its purposes : that something is truth de-
monstrated by calculation and oxperience. Whoever has
once clearly secn this truth, can never be betrayed into false
applications. I have already-told you, your processes are
good, since they enable you to succeed in all you undertake;
and I will add that, the more I examine your work, the more
do I admire the presence of mind, the intelligence, the
courage, and the memory you must have required to succeed
without the aid of geometry. The theory would teach
nothing to you who have a superior mind; but you will
understand the advantages of this theory when 1 tell you
that, with its assistance, the most simple of your apprentices
could attain, in a short time, not the msame skill, but the
same ‘certainty, which forty-live years of assiduous labour
have enabled you to acquire. Exusetscience is nothin® else
than the .result of the expericnce of all men collected, as-
certained, and demonstrated in those terms, the technicality
of which wrongly repels you; for the pregision is mare easily
retained than the varue dofinitions in common use. With the
help of designing, you might have known at twenty what you
perhdps hardly knew at forty, and you might have exercised
gour great intelligence upon new subjects. ’
* ¢There is something good in what you say’ replied the
elder Huguenin; ¢ but if you triumph in the challenge which
you give to the steward’s son, do you not think that his
father will be mortally angry with us, and intrust to some
other the work he proposed to us this morning ¥
. “He will be careful not to dissatisfy his masters. Recol-
lect, father, that M. Villepreux is an active, sharp-sighted,
economical man ; M. Lerebours kaows that things must be
done well and without prodigality ; this is why he chose you,
though he does not like the ancient patriots. He will pre-
aerve the custom of the chateau.for you, do not doubt it, and
the more bocause the architect will tell him that you are
more capable than many others.”

«Overcome by the wisdom of his son, father Huguenin slept
tranquilly, and three days after, was sent for to the chateau
<o entoer into an understanding with the architect, who had
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come in person to examine the place and make an estimate of
the total expense, on account of the chatelain.

The architect was quite inclined to decide in favour of the
most powerful, that is, of M. Leérebours and his offapring.
Thus, as soon a8 he had cast his eyes upon the two plans, he
cried out :

¢Without any doubt your son’s plan is excellent, my little
father Jiorebours; and yours, my poor friend Pierre, halts on
three legs.’” ®aying this, he contemptuoysly threw upon the
table the plan of the employé aur ponts-et-chmussees, not
Jdoubting that it was the work of the joiner.

¢ Excuse me, sir, said Pierre, with his accustomed tran-

,uillity, ¢the plan you reject is not mine, Have the goodness
0 look at that which iou approve ; my name is written in
siuall characters upon the last step of the staircase.’

¢ Faith, that is true ! cried the architect, with a loud
laugh. ‘I am sorry for you, my poor father Lerebours, your
son has pocketed his own ball. Come, don’t be troubled ; that
may happen to everybody. As for you, my boy,” addgd he,
turning towards the younger Iluguenin and clapping him on
the shoulder, * you understand your business, and if you are
as good a youth as you are a good geometrician, you will
make your way. This drawing is made with much taste and
~legance,” continued he, holding up I'ierre Huguenin’s desifn,
* and thig staircgge will be as easy as it is elegant. Employ
chat joiner, fathér Lerebours, you may go further and fare
worse.”

*Such ir my intention,’ said Lierebours, with the calmness
of a profound politician. *1 know how td render justice to
talent and to recognise merit wherever it i3 found. My son
is certainly very strong in geometry, but he has a head so
young, 8o ardent—’ :

‘Ccme, come, he must have heen thinking of some pretty
zirl yhen he drew his plan,’ said the architect. ¢ The rogue
s handsome enough 10 have such distractions frequently.’

Father Lerchours began to laugh like a kestrel, while the
architect an~wered him like a great bell. When they had
exhausted all their foolish gaiety, they wgnt to work upon
<he general estimate of the repairs, while the master joiner
and his son made that which concerned their department.
The price was disputed with a horrible tenacity on the part
of Lerehours, and a great firmness on that of Pierre Huguenin.
His pretensions were so moderate, that his father, knowing
well that Lerebours would wish to beat them down without
shame, accused him secretly of not understanding his business.
But Pierre was immovable, and the architect, compelled to
acknowledge that his demand was reasonable, closed the dis-
cussion by whispering to the steward, ¢ Finish at once, befors
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the father stops the bargain.’ The confract was therefore
signed. The architect agreed to survey after the -vork was
done, After all, considering that our institutions are such as
always to sacrifice the workman to his employer, the businesa
was a good one for the master joiner.

¢Well,” said he to his son, as they returned home, ‘you
_understand everything; this is the first time in wy life K
have eyer made a bargain without having my say.’

CHAPTER IV.

A wrre afterwards, the Hugnenins, having completed all the
work for which they had engaged with their village cus~
tomers, took possession of the chapel and commeneed their
labours. Usually, at Paris, the mechanics carry huome their
work, and only return to the premises tn place and fit the

arts. But, in the chateau, it is (nite customary for a

uilding under repair to become the workshop of all those
employed upon it.

ierre was always up before daylight. By the first rays ot

the sun, he was already passing the compuasges over the old
oaken planks of the venerable wainseott.mg und the work
was laid out for the apprentices when they arvived, their
i?es still swollen with sleep. It happened cne cvening that

ierre, absorbed in his examination of the wainscotting, and
having traced several figures with chalk upon 2 panel black-
ened by time, forgot, in his calculations, the late hour and
the solitude that had grown around him. Ilis father had
retired long before with all the workmen, the doors of the
chateau were closed, and the watchdogs loosed in the court

ards. The vigilant stewardgsurprised at secing a lamp still

urning behind the high glass windows of the workshop,
came, his bunch of keys in one hand and a dark lantern in
the other, to look with precaution at the door.

€1t is you, master Pierre, cried he, when he recognised
the joiner through the opening., ‘Have not you worked
enough for one day ¥

Pierre having replied that he had still work for an hotr,
M. Lerebeurs gave him the kqy of one of the park gates,
desiring him to be careful to extinguish his lamp and to close
the doors when he departed, wishing him good courage, and
went to give himself up to the delights of repose.

Pierre remained two hours longer, and when he had worked
out’ the problem which embarrassed him, determined to go
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home to sleep; but nc beard the clock of the chateau strike
two. Pierre feared that hia being abroad at such an hour
might be noticed by the villagers, and give rise to remarks.
He avoided the reputation of eccentricity with which his
love of study would not have failed to invest him. Besides,
his apprentices must soun arrive, and if he went to bed, he
might not wake early esongh to reccive them aud set them
to work. lle determined to stretch himself upon a heap of
those small strips and shavings of wood which the joiners
remove from their boards in planing. It was a bed quite
soft enough for his stout limbs. 1lis veat served him for a
pillow, and his blonse for a covering, But, as the day ap-
proached, the air became more fresh, the morning dampness
wenetruted throuch the windows, from which the greater part
of the sashes had been removed ; and this discowfort of cold
was mcreased by a slight stiffness which Pierre had incurred
0 consennence of being ail day upon a ladder. He looked to
see if be eould not ind something to warm himself with, and
his eyes fell upon the old tapestry which covered the little
door spoken of m a preesding chapter of this history. The
sdoor had been taken down in order to be repaired, and the
iepostry alone remained. icrre monnted upon the ladder,
hut enly then recoll «eted that the eareful steward had nailed
s tapestry to the wall on all sides, to prevent the dust and
arofane loohs {romr punetrating into mademoiselle de Vils
feprens’. ~tudy.

He alse yemembered the important tone with which the
teward hod forbidden Lis opening that doeor, on the day
wher Lie wishied 10 woe both ~ides of 2. A feeling of curiosity
Soek poseesdon of by not thut vulgar, seltish cariosity
whiet belongs to mirrow minda, but that adventurous desire
experizncad by @ vivil imagination, devoted to ignorance of
the greater pary ot those things which 1t could comprebend.
Tho studv of the young lady of the chatean must be,’ he
thought, * filled wity those ohjecta of art which are intended
Jor the hall. There must be books, pictures, and certainly
stike ancient furmture, very curious and very interesting to
me. 1 have only two or three naily to draw ous; I am nei-
ther 2 spy nor a robber: why should the broath exhaled
frem 1y chest, why shonld my respectful regard for ull that
i8 beantiful, profane this sanctuary ¥

1t wus quickly done. A slight touch unfastened the tapestry,
and Pierre enterud the cabjpet. It was a small rotunda
occupying the whole second story of one of the turrets jutting
from the chatean, This pretty room had been decorated with
elogance, and was lighted by a single vast window overlooking
the gardens, woods, and meadows, as far as the eye could

¢
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reach. A handsome Turkish carpet, curtains of damask, some
ﬁut casts, au easel, some old engravings richly framed, a
dsome coffer dating from the revival of the arts, a dresser
in the same style, some books, a crucitix, an old lute painted
and gilt, a skull, some Chinese vases, a thousand details of
that modern taste without order, without form, and without
object, but elegant, eccentrio, learned, which seems to venerate
the past while playing with the present : such was the artistic
puu?emonium which met the glance of the young mechanie.

At that epoch the taste for curiosities had not yet decended
into vulgur life. The shop of bric a-brac (odds and ends) was
not as essential in every street of Paiis, and even in the out-
skirts, as the baker’s counter and the wine merchant’s sign.
It was more fashionable to seek on the quays for these faded
vestiges of our forefathers’ luxury. 1t was not so easy as it
now is to find skilful workmen aconstomed to repamr them.
All the articles plundered from the old chatenu vr proscribed
by the Greek and Roman taste of the empire, and thrown
aside iu all the corners of the world, had not issued from the

aries and hovels, whence the magic wand «f modern
hion has drawn so mauy during the past few years. They
were not then imitated with go much art that it was impos-
gible to determine their age : in fine, they were believed more
precious because they were believed more rare. 1t was ale
ready the fushion to surround one's self with these hetero-
geneous objects and to live in the dust of the past, but it was
an exquisite fashion, and prevailed only among the higher
classes or arti~ts of renown. Thence came the litcerature of
coffers, of drinking cups and buffets, the painting of dressers
and trophies the bringing upon the lyric scene of coats of
mail, of dus gers and bucklers, and so many other tendencies
of art, chiloi<h and beneficent manias, which in all ages have
had the privilege of amusing and ruining the rich, the idlers,
and the imitators, whichever we may be.

Pierre was naively delighted with all thesebaubles, imag in-
ing that mudemoiselle de Villepreux was the only young lady
artistic enough to sit in a chair of the time of Charles 1X,,
and courageous erough to have.s human skull among her
ribbons and laces. .He thence conceived a high admiration
for that young person whom he coniusedly remembered having
seen in his youth(ful plays, and felt doubly happy to execute
the noble work of the chapel under the eyes of a lady capable
of appreciating its merit. Ther he contemplated with delight
the Madonna della Seggiola engraved by Morghen, and repre-
sented to himself the young chatelaine under those features at
once angelic and powerful. Agitated, transported, he would
have forgotten himself there the whole day had he not been
recalled to his duty by the noise of his workmen, who came
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whistling along the alleys of the park. He hastened to leave
the turret and return to the workshop, after having nailed the
tapestry again with care.

Afterwards, M. Lerebours asked very often to have the door
of the cabinet re(faired and put in its place. He became
impatient ; he eaid that the dust found its way in, that the
family would soon arrive, that mademoiselle would be much
dissatisfied at not being able to shut herself up at once in her
turret, for she loved that apartment particularly; in fine,
that it was the first thing to be done. At one time he assamed
a wheedling and caressing tone, at another he scolded and
rolled his little eyes with an indignant air. Pierre promised
always, and did not keep his word. He had hidden the door
80 well behind a heap of boards and joists, that it could not
possibly be found. Everything went on so quickly and so
well otherwise, that M. Lerebours did not dare complain too
Iondly.

'I‘hg fact is, that more than once Pierre passed the first
hours of the night in the turret, standing in ecstasy before
the furniture, the engravings, the models. What tempted
him more than all the rest was the beautifully bonnd and
gilt books which glittered upon the shelves of a small ebony
bookease fastened to the wall. Pierre had only to stretch out
his hand in order to gratify his cariosity, but he feared to
commit something like an abuse of contidence in laying upon
those rich bindings a hand hardened and blackened by toil.
One Sunday, when everybody had left the chateau, even M.
Lerehours, Pierre yiclded to the temptation. He was alwaya
exquisitely neat on Sunday; he had an innate taste for ele-
gance ; and the least spot upon his clothes, the least dust upon
his hands or hair, troubléd him more than perhaps should be
the case with a perfectly sensible mechanic. When he bad,
assured himself, by looking in the pisycké of the cabinet, that
his dress, though less rich than that of a bourgeois,* was not
less irreprouchable, he decided to open a book. It was the
Emile of Jean-Jucques Rousseuu.  Pierre knew it hy heart; he
had obtained it at Lyons, aud bad read it during evenings
with several friends, companions in his tour of France. Upon
the same shelf Pierre found the Murtyrs of Chateaubriand,
the tragedies of Racine®the Lives of the Saints, the Letters
of Stvigné, the Social Contract, the Republic of I'lato, the
El{('ycIOpmtiia, various historical works, and many other books
quite astonished at finding fhemselves togethor. He devoured
in the course of three months, that is, in the amount of about

* The acknowledged divisions of society in France are, the nobility.

tlergy, the bourgeoise or citizens, and the people, the latter ineluding all
mechanics,
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sixty hours, divided between a dozen Sundays, not the letter,
but the substance of the greater part of these works; and he
has often said since, that those hours were the most heautiful
of hislife. He mingled therewith I know not what attraction
of romantic mystery whica rendered more sweet the poetry
of certain books, and more solemn the gravity of others. But
what attracted him the most, was all that had a philosophic
relation with the history of legislations, He there sought
with eagerness for the great secret of the organization of so-
ciety into different castes, and was confirmed in the ideas he
had previously acquired by reading abridgments, and receiv-
ing, though from a distance, the shock of political impressions.
What an extent of knowledge, what a superiority of ideas
would he not have attained at that period, if he had had
time and books at diccretion ! but he could not neglect his
work ; and after some nocturnal visits to the turret, Pierre
rceived that his head was heavy and his arms stiff the next
ay. Hoe therefore considered it necessary to forbid to himself
these intellectual delights during the week, the more that he
felt an excessive self-love in not leaving in the cabinet any
trace of a workman’s dusty steps. 1 know not how dissatisfied
he would have been, had he stained with moist finger the
satin margins of those beautiful books. What was his secret
fancy in cherishing 8o frivolous a fear? He would have been
quite embarrassed to tell you at the time, Vagus, strange,
irresistible thoughts, fermented in his bosom. He felt in
himself a nobility of nature more pure and more exquisite
than all the titles acquired and consecrated by the laws of the
world. He was every moment compelled to stitle the bursts
of a nature in a manner princely, under the envelope of a
mechanic. He resigned himself to it with a strength and a
serenity which so much the more chbaracterized this innate
grandeur. But during these hours of mysterivus study,
seated with nobleness upon the cushions of a velvet sofa, he
contemplated a beautiful landscape, the poetry of which he
felt revealed to him in proportion as the descriptions of the
poets translated to him the divine art of which creation is
the visible expression. In those moments Pierre ITuguenin
felt himself king of the world; but when he found upon his
pensive brow, upon his dry and bruised hands, the eternal
marks of his slave’s chains, burning tears fell from his eyes.
Then he fell upon his knees, raised his arms towarde heaven,
and prayed for patience for himself, for justice for all his
brothers abandoned upon the earth to the ignorance and bru-
tishneas of poverty.
To the violent and profound emotions of history succeeded
an ineflable charm and transports of the imagination when
the first romances of Walter Scott fell into his hands,” You
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will soon learn how dangerous this pleasure became to him,
and how much he was influenced by this last reading.

CHATTER V.

A TROUBLESOME accident interrupted the labours of the work-
shop at the moment when they were going on best. One of
Father Hugucenin’s most skilful apprentices dislocated hie
shoulder by falling from a ladder ; and as a misfortune never
comes ulone, Father Huguenin himeelf ran a splinter into his
finger 80 as to disable him. M. Lerebours was full of gracious
condolings for a day or two; but when he saw that the ap-
prentice was sent home to his family to be nursed, and when
the villaze physician had examined the joiner’s hand and
declared that a fortnight’s rest would be necessary to cure
the wound, the intractuble steward talked of having the stair-
case commenced by other contractors. This was a mortal fear
to Father Huguenin, who felt more self-love than personal
interest in having the sole charge of all the job. He wished
to go to work again ; but the wonnd beeame woarse, and he
was again obliged to desist. The physician threatened to
ampulate the finger, the hand, perhaps the arm, if he per-
sisted.

‘Cut off my head at once, then !* said Father Huguenin,
throwing his chisel with despuir upon the floor ; and he went
to shut himszelt up at home in anger and in pain.

¢Feuther, puid Picrre to bim in the evening, ‘something
must be done.  You cannot work for severul weeks without
endangering your health, perhaps your life. William was
your best workman ; he will reqaire two months, at least, to
get well.  J am therefure alone with hoys, zealous no doubt,
but inexperienced, and devoid of the knowjedge necessary for
awork of this importance. 1 will not conceal from you that,
compelled for some days te labour for three, 1 feel my own
strength failing ; 1 am losing my appetite, I cannot sleep. 1
maay perhaps fall ill ; I will go on as long as 1 can, without
complaining, that you well §now; but the time will come
when fatigue will overpower us, and then M. Lerebours, sup-
posing that he is patient until then, will have good reason to
substitute others for us.’

‘What can you do! futo opposes us I replied the elder
Huguenin with a deep sigh; ‘and when the devil fights
against poor folks, they must give way.’
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¢ No, father, fate opposes no one; and as to the devil, if it
be true that he is wicked, it is certain that he is a coward.
You will not fail if you listen to me. We must have two
good workmen, and all will go well.’

¢ And where will you get them? Will the master-joiners in
the neighbourhood give up theirs to us? When they are good,
there are never any to spare; and if they are bad, there are
always too many. Shall I propose to one of those masters to
go shares with me? In such a case I would rather retire com
{letely. Where is the use of trouble if we must divide the

onour ¥

-¢ Therefore the whole honour must remain with you,’ re.

lied the young joiner, who was well acquainted with his

ther'’s weakness ; ¢ you must not have any partner. I will
only go and get two workiaen, and of the best, I assure you;
leave it to me.’

¢ But once again, where will you fish for them? cried the
father Huguenin.

1 will go and enlist them at Blois,’ replied Picrre.

Here the old man frowned in so strange a manner, and his
face assumed an expression of such severe reproach, that
Pierre was amazed.

*That is well I" returned father Huguenin after an ens
ergetic silence, ‘this is what you wish to arrive at. You
must have companions of the Tour of France, childrcn of the
Temple, sorcerers, libertines, the off-scourings of the highe
ways? In what Devoir will you choose them? for you have
not done me the honour to inform me with what diabolical
society you are affiliated, and I do not yet know if 1 am the
father of a wolf, of a fox, of a goat, or of a dog.’*

‘ Your son is a man,’* said Pierre, recovering his courage,
¢and be sure, father, that no one will ever address to him a
degrading term ; I knew that I should incur your anger by
speaking of enlisting journeymen ; but 1 flatter myself that
you will reflect upon it, and that an unjust prejudice will
not prevent your using the only means left you of retaining
the job at the chateau.’

¢ Really, that is strange ! and I see clearly that all this pre-
tended gentleness covered evil designs against me. Then the
devorantst are to enter my house by the window ! for 1 shall
certainly shut the door in their faces; God knows if they will
not cut my throat in my bed, as'\thei cut each other’s throats
Jt the corners of the woods and in the wine-shops.’

‘While saying this, father Huguenin raised his voice, and,

¢ Different nicknames which the societies of journeymen of several
fxades gave to each other.

+ Companions of the Devoirs—originally devoirantss
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without thinking of his wounded hand, struck upon the table
with all his strength.

“Whom are you quarrelling with?' said his aeighbour, the
master-locksmith, as he entered, attracted by the noise: ¢do
you want to overturn the house, and are you not ashamed to
make snch a ruinpus at your years? What, young man, are
you self-willed with your father | that is not right. Yonth is
& lateh which ought to obey the mainspring of riper age.’

When Pierre hud told father Lacidte, the latter began to
laugh.

‘gAh! ha! said he, turning towards his gossip, ‘I recognise
you there, my old wnadeap of a neighbour, with your grudge
against, the Companions,  Iave they beaten you because you
would not 7ope ?* Ilave they put your shop under the ban
because you could not kowl? Yet your voice is strong enough,
your fist heavy enough to have the requisite talents, By my
faith, | think you very foolish to go thus against custown;
and for myself T regret thut I have not thirty years less on
my rhoulders; T wonld go and get received into some society,
for it appcara that the strongest live well there at the expense
of the most cowardly, and that afcerwards they call up the
devil in rome gravevard, or at night between four roads. The
devil comes with legions of ten thousand imps, and that
must be curious to see.  To think that 1 have heard the devil
talked about for more than sixty years, and that I have never
been able to get a sight of him! Come, Pierre, you know
him, for you have been received as a companion, tell me &
little how he is made®

¢ In it poerible, neighbour,® raid Dierre, laughing, ‘that you
believe in such follien? :

‘1 don't believe in them entirely,” replied the locksmith.
with good natured malice; ‘bt in fine I do believe in them
aiittle. 1 shall never forget the fright I had when I was
young, and heard upon the mountain of Valmont, where 1
was then working as a bluckemith with my father, the sin-
gular cries and the horrible howlings, which they called the
night hunt, or the sabbat. 1 hid myself trembling in the
straw of my bed, and my father raid to*me: “ Come, come,
go to sleep, my boy! that is the wulves howling in the
forest.” But there wege others who said : ““That is the jour-
neymen carpenters who are recciving a mew brother into
their body, and they make him sign a contract with the
devil; if you keep awakg till one iu the morning, you will

*Torer is the word used to express the greeting required by the Come
pl?ions of some of the Devoirs; the hiteral meanng is, to say done,
strike hands, conclude a bargain; it will be more fully explained here=



40 THE COMPANION

gee Satan pass in the sky under the form of a fiery square.’
Really, I believed it so well, that, evén while dying with fear,
1 burnt with desire to see him ; but 1 never could help going
to sleep before the hour, for fatigue was stronger than cu-
riosity. But, would you believe it ! since I have been told
that the locksmiths have a Devoir, I begin to think there ia
not so much deviltry about it, and that it may be good for
something.’

¢ Good for what? cried the elder ITuguenin, more and more
angry, ‘really, you will drive me mad! Would not one say
that he was going to atudy the frecmasonry of the Companions,
at his age?

¢Yes, at my age, I should like to learn it,” replied father
Lacrdte, who was obstinate and opinionated like a true lock-
smith; ‘and if you wish to know what it is good for, 1 will
tell you that it serves to make people have a good under-
standing, to know, to support, and help cach other, which ir
not 8o foolish nor so bad.

¢And 1 will tell you how it serves them,’ returncd father
Huguenin indignantly, ¢ to have an understanding against
you, to learn from each other the means of filching your
money, to support them in order to destroy your credit, in
fine, to help them to ruin you.’

¢Then they are very sharp,” pursued the neighbour; *for I
cannot see all that, and yet mot a year passes without my
enlisting two or three. I never have a job of any conse-
quence at the chateau, without going to the city to find =ome
good youth, very intelligent, very skilful, very gay especially,
for I love gaiety! Those madeaps have always some fine
songs to cheer our ears and give us courage while we hammer
in cadence on our anvils. They are brave as lions, work
better than we do, know all sorts of stories, relate their
Jjourneys, and talk to yom of all countrics, That mukes me
youug again, that makes me live. Lh! eh! father Hu-
guenin, your hairs have whitened sooner than mine, because
you have kept up your pride as an old master and have
never been willing tg be on good terms with young folks.’

¢ Young people must; live with young people, and when old
ones wish to share their diversions, they laugh at and despise
them. You have donea great busimess by consorting with
journeymen, haven't you? Inatead of forming those good
apprentices who work for you while they pay you, you find
your profit (2 singular profit!) in paying and feeding great
scamps who make you pass for & know-nothing, and who ruin

ou.’
7 If they make me pass for a know-nothing, that is probably
because I am one; if they ruin me, it is becanse I am quite
willing to be ruined. And suppoee it amuses me, to spend
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what I gain from day to day? I have no children. Haven't
1 the right to lead a_joyous life with those adopted children
who help me to drive away the ennui of solitude and the
anxiety of years? . . .

¢I pity you," replied father Huguenin, shrugging his
shoulders.

When the two gossips had quarrelled to their hearts,
content, they perccived that Pierre, instead of taking pleasure
at secing himself supported by the neighbour, hud quietly
gone to bed. Thie prudent conduct on the one hand, and on
the other the neighbour’s bold contradictions, which ex-
hausted all father Huguenin's anger in one sitting; in fine,
the necessity of action, made the old joiner reflect, and the
next morning he said to his son : ¢ Well, do you go to the city
and brinz me some workmen. Choose such as you please,
provided they are not compunions.’

Pierre understood this contradictory permission. e knew
that his father often yielded in fact, though he never did in
words. He took his cane and departed for jois, resolved to
enlist the first good companions he found, and to make them
pass for uninitiated apprentices if he should tind bis father
as badly disposed as usuul aguinst the secret societies.

CHATPTER VI

WniLe Pierre ITuguenin journeyed on foot by the freah paths,
g0 well hnown to the wandering workmen, who traverse
Frunce in every direction, as the bird flies, a heavy travelling
berlin raised clouds of dust as it rolled on the main road from
Blois to Valengay. It contained nothing less than the Ville-
preux fumily, who approached their chateau with an imposing
rapidity.

It iy hardly necessary to say, that the impatient steward,
suffering from violent emotiony during the past week, departed
that morning on his iron-grey pony in order to meet the family.
He was much troubled By this return, which had beeu at first
announced for the middle of autumn, and mniore recently de-
termined upon for the beginning of summer. He could not
understand why the oldecount his master should play him
(that was his expression) such a trick. Nothing was suf-
ficiently prepared to receive them. Time had been wanting;
for M. Lerebours would have required at least six months to
do what he wished, and he had had but three. 'Therefore he
was the victim of a black melancholy, even while he trotted
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along at a slow pace to meet his master. His band allowed
the reins to lie upon the neck of his pony, which dropped its
head with an air not less melancholy than his own. ‘Alas !’
aaid M. Lerebours to himself, * the chapel is not finished.
There is more than half the work yet to do, the house will be
full ot dust, M. the count will have his morning cough, and
his temper will suffer from it. The noise of the workmen
will trouble mademoiselle. 1fshe could only have her favourite
cabinet to study in! And if, at least, that cursed door were
restored ! But no, nothing ! not a workman to replace it !
Father Lacrite must needs be drunk this moruing ; aud there
is Pierre Huguenin gone off, God knows where, on such a day
as this! Ah! the thoughtless mechunics! 1f they could
only imagine the troubles and anxietics whieh beset, day
am‘ly night, the brain of an intendant like mysolf '

He was still suffering from these heart-rending reflections,
when the gallop of another pony, quicker and more vigorous
than his own, drew him from his revery. Theiron.grey raised
its ears and whipnied with satisfaction on recognising the ap-
proach of a certain black pony, belonging to the son of his
magter. Thesteward'’s hrow cleared a little at the sight of his
dear Isidore, the employé aux ponts-et chuussées.

‘I began to fear that you had not received my letter,’ said
the father.

¢I received it this very morning,’ replied the son; ¢ your
messenger found me two leagues from here, on the new road,
-and very busy with the engineer, who is a stupid blockhead,
and cannot move a step without me. 1 aaked him for two days
furlough, which he made a great difficulty about granting, for
i really don't know how he will get along without my advice,
i insisted ; I had no intention of failing in my duty towards
the family, and especially 1 am as impatient as all the devils to
#ee Josephine and Yseult again ; they must have changed a great
«deal ! Josephine must still be pretty, I imagine ! As to
Yseult, she will be delighted to sec me.’

My son,’ said the intendant, quickening the pace of
his steed, ‘T have two remarks to make to you: first,
when you speak of those ladies, you should not name the
<ousin firat; and theh, when you speak of M. the count’s
daughter, you should not say Yseult guite short ; you should
mot even say mademoiselle Yseult; you should say at most
giiademoiselle de Villepreux; in general you should say
mademorsclle.

¢And why go? returned the employé aur ponts-et-chaussées.
<Have I not always called her so without any one's finding
fault? Did not we play blind-man’s-buffl and hide and-seek
¢ogether only four years ago? I ehould like to have her play
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the prude with me ! You will see that she will call me Isidore
quite short : consequently—' .

¢ Consequently, my son, you should keep in your place ; re-
collect that mademoiselle is no longer a child, and that, during
the four years since you saw her, she has doubtless entirely
forgotten you. You, especially, should never forget who she
is, and who youare. .

Wearied by his father's remarks, M. Isidore shrugged his
shoulders, began to whistle, and to cut short, put spurs to his
horse, which began to gallop, covered with dust the new
clothes of the steward, and soon left him behiod.

We have recorded this conversation only for the sake of
showing to the cleirsighted reader, the selfsufliciency and
rrossness which were the most prominent points of M. Isidore
Lerebours’ character. Iguurant, envious, shallow, noiay,
gionate, and flippant, he crowged all these happy qualities
with an unsupportable vanity and a habit of shameless
boasting.  His father suff:red from these inconveniences
without knowing how to repress them, and, himself vain to
excess, persisted none the loss in believiny lsidors « man fall
of merit, and destined to make his way, for the sole reason
that he was hiswon. He attributed his heedlessness to the
impetnority of too generous a temperament, and he could not
cease inwirdly admiring the fut muscles and the heavy mould
of that Hercules with crisped hair, with crimson cheeks,
with thundering voice, with noisy and brutal laugh.

Isidere arrived at the post-huunse nearest the chuteau twenty
sinutes before his father. It was’ there that the family were
to change horses for the last time. His firat care was fo
order & chamber in the inu, and to open his valise for the
purpase of renewing his toilet. He put on a hunting-jacket,
the most ridiculous in the world, although he had copied it
from that of a young daudy of a good family with whom he
had been fox hunting in the wouds of Valengiy. But the
short and fanciful garment became grotesque upon his square
figure already loaded with flesh. His shirt of rose-coloured
calico, his gold chain garnished with trinkets, the arrogant
knot of his cravat, his gloves of doeskin, wrinkled by the
oxuberance of his red and swollen hands, everything about
Lim was unpleasing, impettinent, and vulgar.

He was none the less satistied with his appearance, and to
fortify his nerves, he began by kissing the maid-servant of the
inn; then, he beat his hor# in the stable, swore enough to
break all the windows in the village, and swallowed several
bottles of beer dashed with glasses of ram, all the while re-
tailing his accustomed gasconades to the idlers of the place,

who listened to him, some with admiration, others with cons
tempt.
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At last, towards sunset, they heard the snapping of the
postillion’s whip upon the hill; M. Lerebours ran to the
stable to have harnessed the horses which were as speedily as
geouible to draw the illustrious family to their signoral abode

fore night. He bad his own pony bridled, in order to be
ready to escort his masters; and with his forehead bathed in
sweat, his heart palpitating with emotion, was upon the
threshold of the post-house at the moment when the berlin
arrived.

¢ Quick, the horges !’ in a voice still strong cried the old
count, leaning from the window. ¢Ah! there you are, M.
Lerebours ! 1 have the honour to salute you. You do me
honour; not too well, and yourself? Herc is my daughter.
Delighted to see you again. Have the goodness to see the
horses put to at once.’

Such was the old count’s byief and politely wearied recep-
tion. When the horses were harnessed, the family would
have departed without paying the least attention to M.
Isidore, who stood beside his father, darting impndent, glances
into the carriage, had not the postillion cuused himself to be
waited for, according to custom; them a small fice, brunette
and pale, with quite a fine expression, appeared at the win-
dow, and received with a coldly astonished air the familiar
bow of the employe ana ponts-et-chaussces.

¢ Who is that boy ¥ said the count, measuring Isidore.

‘It is my son,’ replied the intendant, with an humble but
inwardly trinmphant air.

*Ah ha! it 1s lsidore ! T did not reccgnise you, my lad.
You have grown large and fat ! I cannot compliment you on
the change. At your age one should be slimmer than you
are. Have you done learning to read v’

€0 yes, M. the count,” replied Isidore, attributing the ap-
preciation made by the count of his body and miud to his
Jesting good-nature; ‘I am euploye, 1 finished my studies
long ago.’

¢In that case’ said the count, ‘you arc more advanced
than Raoul, who has not finished his.’

While saying this; the old count pointed to his grandson, a
young man of twenty, well drawn up and of an insignificant
face, who was seated upon the box by the side of the valet-de-
chambre, in order to ree the country better. Isidore cast a
glance towards his former playfellow, and they interchanged
a bow by raising their respective daps. lsidore was mortified
to see that his was of cloth, while the young viscount's was of
velvet, and he promised himself that he would bave a similar
one made on the very next day, intending to add thereto 2
tassel of gold.
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¢ Well, where is the postillion ?* asked the count, impa.
tiently.

¢ Cnlyl the postillion,’ cried the valet de chambre.

¢It is incredible that the postillion should make himeelf
waited for !* vociferated M. Lerebours, bustling about to give
proof of his zeal.

During this time, Isidore passed to the other door in order
#o Jook at the pretty marchioness Josephine des Frenays, the
Count de Villepreux® niece. She alone was afiable towards
him, and this reception gave him still more boldnesa.

¢ Does not mademoiselle Yreult remember me? said he, ad-
dressing madenioiselle de Villepreux, after having exchanged
some words with Josephine.

The pale Yseult Jooked at him fixedly with an indefinable
+xpression, made a slight inclination of her head, and again
east her eyes upon the guide hook she was consulting.

¢ We used to have fine games of prison-bars in the garden,’
resumed lsidore, with the contidence of stupidity.

¢ And you will have no more,’ replicd the old count in a
freezing tone. ¢ My grand-danghter does not play at prison.
I)a;-la now. Come, postillion, a hundred sous for you; on the

allop !
8 ‘For a man who has sro much wit, said the stupified
1sidore to himself, as he looked after the berlin, ¢ that was &
very idle reutence. I know verv well that his grand.
daughter dodd not play at prison-bars now. Does he think
that I do?

1t was bhut the work of a mnment for the elder Lerebours
to remount his pony and follow the carriage. If he was
rometimes troubled, irresolute on the eve of an occurrence,
he was always to be found on a level with his position in
areat events, IHe therefore resolutely took a gallop, which
had not happened to him for a long time before, nor to his
pony cither.

* Your papa’s Solognot® runs well ' said the stable-boy, in
a tone half simple, half jeering, as he led his black pony to
Isidore.

¢ My Beawseron* runs better, replied Isidore, throwing to
him a piece of money in a contemptible manner, which he
thought contemptuous, and he undertook to mount the pony;
but the Beauceron, which had its reasons for not being in
good humour, began to draw back and kick up in rather an
ominous style. Isidore having brutalized it afresh, it must
needs submit ; but the Beauceron, feeling the spur tear its
aide, shot off like lightning, with ears laid back and heart fall
of vengeance.

* These names are derived from the districts of France in which the
PODics arc raised.
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¢Take care not to fall, at least ! cried the stable.boy,
catching in the hollow of his hand the small money he had
Jjust received.

Isidore, carried by the Beauceron, passed hy the berlin
with the noise of thunder. The post-horses were frightened
and swerved somewhat aside, which drew the old count from
his revery and mademoiselle Yseult from her reading.

¢That blockhead will break his neck,’ said M, de Villes
preux with indifference.

¢He will make us upset,” replied Yseult, with the same
sangfroid.

¢Phat young man has not altered to his advantage,’ said the
marchioness, with a tone of compassionate goodness which
made her companion smile,

Isidore, arrived at a sharp ascent, diminished his speed in
order to await the carriage, He was not displeased to show
himaelf to the ladies upon that vigorous beast which shook
him impetuously, and which he flattered himself he could
make caracol by the door on Yseult's side.

¢ That little minx was very sulky with me a while ago,’
gaid he to himself ; ‘she thinks she can treat me like a child ;
it is well to show her that I am a man, and just now, on see-
ing me pass ut full speed, she must bave made some reflections
on my good looka,’

The carriage also reached the hill and ascended at a walk.
The count, leaning from the window, addressed some questions
to his intendant: this was the moment for Isidore to shiue in
the eyes of the young ladies, who in fact were looking at him.
The Beauccron, still quite vexed, seconded, withont wishing
it, the intentions of his master, by rolling his large eyes and
ourving his neck in a terrible manner. But an unexpected
accident very fatally changed the pride of the rider into anger
and confueion. The Beauceron, beaten by him in the stable,
and not knowing on whom to avenge himself, had bitten the

, 8 poor, quiet old mare, which was now harnessed, as a
third, to the berlin. The Grise no soomer preceived the
Beauceron pass and repass beside her than her resentment
was awakened. She gave him a kick, to which the pony
‘wished to reply ; Isidore cut short the quarrel by applying to
his steed vigorous strokes of the ‘whip on the right side and
the left ; the Beauceron, ont of his wits, reared so furiously
that the rider was obliged to seize hold of his mane; the
postillion, impatient at the misconduct of the Grise, gave a
cut with his lash which reached the Beauceron; the latter
loat all patience. and passing from leaps to swerves, from starts
to reiterated kicks, the valiant Isadore was unhorsed and dis
appeared in the dust,
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¢ Just as I expscted !’ said the count, with his imperturbable
calmners.

M. Lerebours ran to pick up his son, the good Josephine
became prle, the carriage still went on.

¢Is he killed ? asked the count of his grandson, who from
the height of the box, turning back, could see Isidore’s pitiful
figure.

g‘He is only the better for it I replicd the young mau,
laughing.

The valet-de-chambre and the postillion did the same,
eapecially when they saw the Beauceron, freed from his
burden and hounding like & goat, pass beside them and go off
at full speed.

¢Stop I raid the count, ‘perhaps that siupid fellow has
been lamed by hix tall.’

¢ It is nothing, it is nothing " hurriedly sried M. Lerebours
on seeing the carriuge stop; ‘). the count should not be
delayed.’

¢ But yet,’ aaid the count, ¢ he must he bruised, aud besides,
he is on foot ; for at the rate his horse goes, he will reach the
stable some time before his master. Come, my son will get
into the carriage, and your's will take his scat upon the box.”

Isidore, quite red. quite dirty, guite agitated, but endeavour-
ing to laugh and a~sume a nonchalant air, excused himself;
the count insisted with that mixture of bluntness and good-
nature which were the foundation of his character.

¢Come, come, get up,’ said he, in an absolute tone, ‘you
make us lose time.’

1t was necesrary to obey. Raoul de Villepreux entered the
berlin, and Isidore mounted the box, whence he had leisure to
sec his horse rnuning in the distance. Even while replying,
ag he could, to the malicious condolence of the valet-de-
chambre, he cast an uneasy glance into the carriage. He then
saw that mademoiselle de Villepreux was hiding her face in
her handkerchicf. Had shebeen so frightened by his fall as
to have a nervous attack? One would have said so from the
agitation of her person, until then so stiff and calm. The fact
is that she had been seized with a fit of laughter on seceing
him re-appear, and, as happens to habitually serious persons,
her gaiety was convnlsive,inextinguishable. Young Raoul,
who, in spite of his nonchalance, and the small extent of his
intelligence, was a banterer in cold blood like all his family,
kept u, his sigter’s hilarity bysa succession of pleasant remarks
upon the ridiculous manner in which lsidore had taken his
dive. Raoul's slow and monotonous style of speaking made
his observations more comical still. The impressible mar-
chioness could not refrain, in spite of the fear she had at first
felt, and laughter seized upon her cousin, The count, seeing
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the three young people so gay, improved upon che jokes of hix
grandion with a diabolical coolness. Isidore could hear
nothing, but he saw the laugh of Yaeult, who, lying back in
the carriage, had no longer strength to conceal it. He wus so
bitterly wounded, that he swore to punish her for it, and an
fmplacable hatred against that young person was enkindled in
his vindictive and wean soul.

CILAPTER VII

871ty 'ierre Huguenin continued his journey towards Blois
through bye.paths, at one time upon the burders of woods
running along the hill-sides, at another through the fields, by
the side of high growing grain. Sometimes ha seat-d himseif
upon the bank of a stream to wash and refresh his burning
feet, or under the shadow of a large oak, in tha corner of a
Sield, to take his {rugal and sclitary meal. e was an excel-
lent foot-traveiler, and feared neither heat nor fatigue . and
iet he with diflicalty shortened those delicious halts in the
osom of a rural and poetic solitude. A new world had been
revealed to him since his last readings. He understood the
melody of a bird, the gracefulness of a branch, the richness
of colour, and the beauty of lines in a landscups. He could
give a reason for what he had till then felt only confusedly :
and the new power with which he wus invested produced in
him unknown joys and suflerings. *What good does it do
me,’ said he frequently to himself, ¢ to be no longer the same
in my mind, if my situation is not to change? This beautiful
nature, in which I own nothing, smiles upon me and transports
me as much as if 1 werc one of the princes who oppressit. 1
do not envy the glory of extending and marking mny domaing
uapon its mutilated face ; but if I am satisfied with a tranquil
contemplation—if I ask only to refresh my senses with the
perfumes and the harmonics which emanate from it—even
this is not permitted me, An indefatigable labourer, I must,
trom dawn of day till night, watex with my sweat a 8oil which
will grow green and flower for other eyes than mine. 1f I loss
an hour each day in fecling my heart and thought live, I shall
want bread in my old age, and gnxicty for the future will de-
prive me of sll enjoyment in the present. If I stop here an
instant too long under the shade, I compromise my honour,
bound by a contract to the incessant expenditure of my
strength, and to the entire sacritice of my intellectual life,
‘Well, I must start again ; even thess reflections are wrong.’
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While dreaming thus, I'ierre rorrowfully tore himself from
these joys of liberty ; for to the mechanic iberty is reat. He
wishes for no other, and the most industrious is often be who
experiences this need in the highest degree. In proportion
to the distinction of his naturs, he must often carse the
continuity of a forced tash in which his intelligence has
not even time to contemplate and to muture the work of his
hands,

Qur voung joiner required onlv two day< walking in order
ro reach Btows.  He puseed the nivht at Celles, at a waggoner's
tan; and the next day, at the firet streak of down, resumed
Lis journcy. U'he morning light was still uncertain and pule,
swhen he <aw approaching him o man o tall < ature, having
like hime ol n blowse aud travelling bag; but by hus long cane
he recognized thut he was not of the same socicty with him-
relf, who carvied a ~hort aud light one. 1 wae confirmed in
this thou hit, on seeing the man stop twenty pacex in front of
bim, and tlace himeelf in the threatening attuude of the
toprace  Topn, eotore 't quid cweation ** cried the stranger,
with the voree of a stentor. To this jutervogation, Picrre,
the laws of who-¢ ~Nuenty forbad the top ey, gave no answer.
and continned to walk straveht towards nis adversary ; for,
without anv donbr, {he meching won'd be grievous to one
of them.  Such are the toribde aetems of the comyanions
rhip.

The svanger, gecing that Pierre did not accept his chal.
Tenge, lihewrse concluded that e had to do with an enemy ;
but, as he must keep bimsclf in the 1ight, ie no less con-
tmucd hiz questions aceording to the programwme. ¢ Compage
aon ? crred he, brandishimge his eane.  As be received no
answ. T, he continmed —¢ Qud cote? o el decoir ¢ (what so-
cietyt whai deveir”)  And seemg thag Pierre still kept si-
Ienee, ke restuned lus advanee, and in Jers then a minute they
were face to face,

Qu reeing the athletic strenvth and imperious hearing of
the rtranger, Pierre understood that there would have been
no salvation for himself had not pature endowed him, as well
a8 his adversary, with a favourable stature mmd vigorons limbs.
*Then you are not. a workman © suid the stranger to him in a
contew ptuons tone as roon A8 he reached him,

‘Excuse me,’ 1ephed Pierre.

‘In that caxe yon are not a companion? returned the
stranger, in a tone more arroghnt still ; ‘ why do you presume
to carry a cane ?

‘1 am & companion,’ replied Picrre, with much sang-froid;

¥ Say, fcllow-workman, what profession?
D
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¢and I request you not to forget it now that yon are in«
formed.’

¢ What do you mean by that? do you intend to insult me ?

‘By no means; but I am firmly resolved to reply to you if
you provoke me.’

¢ If you are so brave, why do you refuse the topage ¥’

¢ I have my reasons for it, apparently.’

¢ But do you know that is not the way to answer? DBetween
companions a mutual declaration of the profession and society
is due. Come, will you not tell me who you are, and must I
compel you ¥

“You could not compel me, and it is enough that you testify
the intention for me to refuse to ratisfy you.’

The stranger muttered between his teeth: ¢ We shall see;’
and grasped his cane convulsively in bis hands. But at the
moment vf commencing the attack he stopped, and his brow
clouded as if crossed by a gloomy remembrance. ¢ Listen,’
gaid he, ¢ there is no need of 8o much dissimulation, I see that
you are a gawol.™*

‘If you call me gavot,’ replied Pierre, ‘I have the rivht to
gay that I recognise yon a8 a dccorant,* and sruch are my
ideas, that ] do not receive your epithet as an insult any more
than I intend to insult you by giving you the epithet which
belongs to you.’

¢ You wish to be politie,’ retorted the stranger, “and I sce
by your prudence that you are a true son of Solomon. Well ¢
1, 1 glory in belonging to the holy devoir of Gud, and conse-
quently I am your superior and your older; you owe mc re-
spect, and you must muke to me sign of rubmission. On that
condition mattcrs will pass quictly between us.

<1 would make no submission to you,’ rcplied Pierre, ¢ were
you Master Jacques in person.’,

¢ You blaspheme " cried the stranger; ¢in that case you
belong to no constituted society. You have no devoir, or else
you are a revolter, an_independent, a Runard de lierte (Fox

- of liberty), the most despicable creature in the world.’

‘T am nothing of all that,’ replied Pierre, smiling.

¢ Gavot, gavot, in that case !’ cried the stranger, stamping
with his foot. ¢ Listen, whocver you may be, Colesie, Pays,
or Monsicart you have no desirewo fight, nor I either ; and I
am willing to believe that it is no more from cowardice on
your pari than on mine. I know that there are very
courageous persons among the gavots, and that prudence i3

* Thesc arc the rather contemptuous names by which the rival socletics
call each other.

+ Club, country, or Sir, titles used by members of various trades whent
addressing each other. .
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not in all, without exception, a fulse pretence of wisdom to
hide their want of heart. As to myself, you will not suppose
me a coward when [ have toll yon my name, as 1 will'do:
you have perhaps hewrd of me on the tour of France, 1am
Tean Sauvage, called L« terronr dis gurots (The terror of the
gavof.ﬂ), of Cuarcassonpe.

¢ You are,’ said Pierre 1luguenin, ¢ a rtone-cutter, compagnon
~assant (travelling journeyman). 1 have heard you men-
tivned a3 a brave and industrions man ; but you are accused
of being gqnarrelsome and loving wine.’

¢ And if yon are so well acquainted with my faults,’ replied
Jean Sauvage, ‘you must also know the unfortunate adven-
ture which happened to me at Montpellicr, with a young
man who undertvok to tell me too much.’

‘I know that you so maltreated him that he is disabled ;
wnd that, it the companions on both sides had not had the
zenerosity to keep ths matter secret, the public authorities
would have made you sorely repent it, whether your con-
science did or not.'

The dovorant, angry at the freedom with which Dierre
apoke to him, became pale with rage, and raised his cane
anew. Fierre, seizing his, awaited with cool and reflecting
pravery the explosion of his fury. Buat suddenly the stone-~
cutter let his cane fall, and his face assumed a noble and sad
expression.

¢Know, Sir," said he, ¢ that I have well expiated a moment
of delirium ; for if fisry and irritable, know that 1 am not a
brute bewt, a cruel animal, a1 your gavots are doubtless
plensed to have believed. 1 have wept bitterly for my fault,
aud have done all in my power to repair it. Buat the young
man whom | injured is not the less unable to work for the
rest of his days, and I am not rich enough to maintuin his
father, his mother, and his sisters, whose only support he was.
Therefore a whole family is wretched from my act, and the
assistance which I send them while working with all my
strength, is not enough to give them the comforts they ought
to have, For I also have pirents, and half my earnings be-
long to them. This is why, labouring for,two families, I can
lay up nothing for myself; and people take me for a drunkard
and spendthrift, without imagining the efforts I have made to
correct myself, and the triumphs I have gained over my evil
inclinations. Now that you know my history, you m{l not
be astonished at what I stidl have tosay. I have madean
oath never to seck a quarrel with any one, and to do all to
avoid new misfortunes. Still 1 cannof be resigned to pass for
a coward, and the honour of my devoir, the glory of the
children of Master Jacques, must prevail over my scruples.
-You have spoken to me with an assurance which 1 do not
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wish to chastise, and which still I cannot put up with, Con-
sent not to tell me who you are, since you appear to have
reasons for concealing it; but confess, at least, by a simple
declaration, that there vs but one devoir, and that that devoir is
the oldest of all.’

¢If there be but one,’ replied Pierre, smiling, it is evident
that there is no older; and if you require me to acknowledge

ours as the oldest of all, that is compelling me to acknow-
edge that it is not the only one.”

The devorant was singularly mortified by his raillery, and
all his anger was again excited. ‘I recognire there, said he,
biting his lips, ¢ the insufferable dissimulation of your society.
You have, nevertheless, clearly understood my proposition,
and you see that I am conscious of the existence of false devoirs
which insolently assume the same title with oursehes. But
be eure that we will never consent to it, and rhat the gavots
‘will cease to call themselves companions of the devoir, or that
the%will repent having done so0.’

*They do not give themselver that name,’ replied I'ierre ;
¢ they call themselves companions of the dicotr of liberty, pre-
cisely in order not to be confounded with your devorants, whe
are not partisans of any liberty, as all know.’

¢ And you, you are partiszus of the liberty of stealing the
name and titles of others. It is from this that you must
abstain. We shall carry on the war with you even unte
death, or, until you are compelled to entitle yourselves com-
parions of liberty, simply.’

“1 confess to you that if it depended on me,’ replied Pierre,
¢there would be no dispute about so small a matter. The
word liberty is so beautiful that it appears to me snflicient to
render illustrious thote who bear it on their banner. Bat 1
do not think the quarrel can be thns settled so long as your
party continue to demand it with insults and threats, Thus,
so far as concerns myself, be sure that no companion of any
devoir will ever compel me, by such means, to procliim the
ancientness and the superiority of his party over any party
whatsoever.’

¢Ah ! then you are not a‘companion? I see that, for an
hour, you have been laughing at me, and that you have no

reference for any colour. This préves to me that you are an

ndependent or a Revolter: perbaps you have even been
driven from some society for your bad conduct. I shall know
you, and if that is so, will unmask you in any place where 1
meet you.'

¢ All your words are hostile, and yet I remain calm. Your
:ﬁaeoh reathes hatred, and does not provoke mine; you

reaten me, and obtain from me only a smile : any one who,
without knowing us, should see us thus, would not be led to
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consider you as the most noble and the wiser of the two. T
do not understand why, instead of seeking your glory in words
of carsing and deeds of violence, you do not seek it in wise
practises and the srmtiments of humanity.’

¢ You are a fine talker, from what I see. Well, 80 be it; I
do not hate well-informed persons, and have myself en~
deavoured to throw off the burden of my ignorance; I have
adorned my memory with the best songs of our peets, and,
though I do not accept the spirit of yours, [ render justice to
the talents of some of your songsters. 1 know that if we have
Va-sans craintre (Go without fear) de Dordeaur®,Vendéme la
olef des cours (The key of hearts), and so wany others, you
have Murseilluds Lon Accord (Good harmony), Lordelais la
Prudinee, Bovrguiguen o Fidilité, Nuntais Prét a bien fuive
(Ready to do goud), &c., who are not without talent. But [
have recognized with sorrow, I confesa, that it is impossible to
beat at once an axthorand a good workwan, Inorder to rhyme,
one must learn ® great many things which require time, and
consequently make one lose it. It is on account of your fine
worda that I fear that you may be a man overwhelmed with
debt, having broken your ban, or betrayed your devoir, a
trilorr (burner), in one word.*

¢ That fear does not disturb me,” replied Dierre ; ¢ we shall
perhaps meet elsewhere and in more cordial relations than
your present manners seem to desire.  Are you wiiling to let
me depart? T cannot stop any longer.

‘You are a very prudent man,’ returned the obstinate stone-
cutter, “but I am one too, and 1 do not wish to gumpromise
my reputation by letting you cuntinue your journey in that
manner.’

¢ Will you tell me how a peaceful meeting with a companiod
on a journey can afleet your honour ¥

‘The gavots are xo arrogant towards us (especially out of
our presence) that they never fail to say that they have made
any one of onrs lower his tone when they meet on the tour of
Jhanc.. When they have not been able to give proofs of
their courage in public, they boast of prpwesses which have
had no witnesses,’

‘Do not the devorants also boast sometimes? Ilave you
neither imposters nor fulse braves in your society? If 8o, you
are very lucky.’

‘Doubtless, there are eyerywhere bad heads and bad
tpnguea: but you have nothing to fear from my statements,
rince you know my name, while you refuse to tell me yours.
Who wil} answer to me for your sincerity? Who will hinder

* The Companions add to a significative surname that which designates
their country or their native village.
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you from saying at Blois, where you are no doubt going, “IX
met on my road la terrcur des gavots, of Carcassunne, and ¥
bumiliated bim in words without his during to reply to me ¥”
or else, “1 refused the topage to a compugnron passant, and, ag
he insisted, 1 made him bite the dust » 1 cure littlc for the
opinion of your associates; hnut 1 cannot do without the
esteem of mine. And what would they think of me if such
Teports were brought to them ? Have not your people already
tried to injure we? Has it not been said that, rince the
affair at Montpellier, excessive remorse had dertroyed my
courage? it iz on this account that, in spite of the sorrow
I experience, I am compelled, for the suke of my honcur, not
to give way to any one of yours. Come, let us have an end
of this, make yourrelf known.'

‘My name will pive you no guarantee,” replied Prerre. €1t
is not illustrious like your own. But if my tilence gives rise
to your suspicions, 1 conrent to speak, declaring to you that I
do not mean, by so doing, to yield to an order from you, but
to the counsels of my resron. My name is Pierre Huyuenin.”

¢ Wait & moment! Is it not you who have received the
srname of U'gmi du tra’t (the friend of draughting) in con-
gequence of your knowledge of geometry?! Have you not
been first companion at Nimes ?

¢Exactly. llave we ever met before ?

¢ No; but you left, that city as I arrived, and I have beard of
you. You are a tkilful joiner, they say, and a good fellow;
but you are a gavot, friend, u real gavot,’

¢ And you,” replied Pierre Huguenin, ‘1 know you now
you are a man of heart. Your remorse for the affuir at Mont-
pellier, and the assistance you rend to the family ot I7yppolits
the sincere, have proved it to me. But you are full ot pride
and prejudices, and if you do not shake off those miscrable
bonds, you will lay up for yourself many other regrets.’

‘You pronounce a name which swakens many suflerings,’
returned Sauvage. ¢If | had been allowed, 1should have
abjured my name' La terrcur des guvots for one which was in
my head at that time. 1 wished to call myself Le caur brize
(The broken heart). The Devoir did not permit me, and it
did well, for I should have been laughed at.’

¢That is possible; but 1 esteem you for having had the
thonght.

¢ 1t you were not of Sclomon, You would not be so touched
by that. 1f I had killed a renard du pere Soubise (one of
father Soubise’s foxer), you would be very indifferent, and yet
1 should not reproach myerelf any less.’ )

¢1 should cousider you quite as culpable for having done it,

apd esteem you equally for repairing it as you do.’

“Why is this? ~Are you dissatisfied with your gavots »
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‘By no means. But I am, like you, the son of a master
more humane and more illustrious than Solomon or Jacques.’

¢ What do youmean? Is there a new society which boasts
afounder more famous than oura ?

¢ Yes. There is a society greater than that of the gavots
and the devorants; it is human society. There is a master
more illustrious than all those of the Temple, and all the kings
of Jerusidem and Tyre: itis God. There is u devoir more
noble, more true than all those of the initiutions and the
mysteries : it is the devoir (duty) of brotherhood amon;r men.”

Jean, the devorant, remained speechless, and looked at
Picrre, the gavot, with an air, half-mistrusting, half-convinced.
At last he appreached him and made a gesture as if he would
extend his hand ; but he could not resolve to do so, and with-
drew it at once.

¢ You are a singnlar man,’ said he, ‘and the words you apeak
enchain me in spite of myself. It seews to me that you have
reflected much upon matters with which 1 have not had time
to busy myselt, and which, nevertheless, have tormented me
like cries of my conscience.  If you were not a gavot, it seems
to me that [ sbould like to know you ultimately, and to hear
you speak of what you know ; but my honour prevents my
contracting friendship with you. Adieu! May you open
your eyes to the abominations of your devoir ot liberty, and
come to us who alone possess the ancient, tho true, the tres-
sutnt devoir de Dicu (very holy devoir of God). If you had
chosen the good puth, I should have been happy to have got
you admitted, and to serve as your pledge and godfather.
Your name would have been Pierre the I’hilosopher.

Thus the two companions peparated, each carrying with
him the thought, but each in a different degree, that these
distinctions and these enmities of the companionship stifle
many lights and destroy many sywpathies,

CHAPTER VIIL

Towarps evening, Pierre Huguenin reached the banks of the
Loire. At the sight of that beautitul streamn which slowly
glides on ita peaceful course'in the midst of the meadows, he
felt as if suddenly relieved from the overpowering heat of the
day, aud he walked for some time on the fine rand, in a path
traced among the osiers of the bank. He conld already per-
ceive in the distance the black clock-towers of Blois, and the
high walls of that gloomy chateau in which the Guises pee
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rished, and whence, at a later day, escaped Mary de Medicis,
held a prisoner by her own son. Bt in vain did he donble
his speed ; he soon saw that it would be imposasiblo for him to
arrive before the storm. The sky was loaded with heavy
clouds, the leaden tints of which were reflected by the water.
The osiers and willows of the bank whitened under the wind,
and large drops of rain began to fall. Ile directed his steps
towards a cluwmp of trees, in order to seek shelter there; and
soon, through the thicket, he distinguished a small house,
quite poor but neat, which by its bunch of holly he recpgnised
as one of those lodging places called Louckons (corks) in coms
mon parlance.

He entered, and hardly had he passed the threshold when
he was received with an exclamation of joy: ¢ Vitleprews »
D Ami-du trait I’ cried the host of that isolutcd dwelling : ¢ you
are welcome, my child !

Surprised at hearing himself addressed by his gavot name,
Pierre, whose eyes were not yet accustomed to the obscurity
which prevailed in the cabin, replied; ‘I hear a friendly
voice, and yet I know not where I am.’

¢ In the honse of your faithful crmpanion, of your brother
of liberty, returned the host, approachiny himn with open
arms: ‘in the house of Vaudois la-Sugesse’ (Wisdom.)

¢ Of my ancioent, of my venerablo !I' cried Pierre, advancing
towards the old companion, and they embraced cach other
closely; but Pierre immeudiately recoiled a atep, uttering a
sorrowful exclamation: Vaudotis la Sagesss had a wooden leg.

¢Eh ! Mon Dieu, yes " returned the honest man, * that is
what happened to me by falling from the roof to the pave.
ment. I was obliged to lenve my business as a carpenter, and
my leg at the hoapital. But I was not abandoned. Our brave
brothers made a subscription, and with the product of their
collection I was enabled to buy a small stock a3 a wine-
merchant, and to hire this hovel, where I do a tolerably good
business. The Loire fishermen and the country cheese makers
never fail to take a small glass here us they return home, after
having sold thejr produce at the market of Blois, They call
me Jamhe du-buis (wooden-leg) ; but our old friends, the good
companions who live in the district, and who often come on
Sundays to eat fresh fish and drink diountain wine under my
arbour of hops, call my lLusk the bower of wisdom. Those
are my holidays. While pouring out for them, with modera=
tion, my nectar at two sous the pint, I preach to them wis-
dom, union, industry, the study of designing : and they listen
to me with the same deference asformerly. We sing together
our old ballads, the glory of Solomon, the advantages of the
beautifal devoir of Liberty and of the beautiful tour of France,
the misfortunes of our fathers in captivity, farewells to home,
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the charms of our mistresses. Ah ! as to these last songs, I
no longer sing with them—Cupid and a wooden leg don’t
chime well together ; but I still smile at their loves, and only
proacribe from our pleasant mcetings the songs of war, and
satires ; for wisdom doss not halt, and mine walks always on
two legs. Yousee thut I am not so untortunate.’

¢My poor Vaudois " relied Pierre, ‘I see with pleasure
that you have preserved your courage and your goodness.
But I cannot reconcile myself to the idea of that leg which
will no longer carry you upon the ladders and upon the
hoams of the roofs,  You, so good a workman, so skilful in
your art, so us-ful to the yonung people of vour profession !*

‘I am still nseful to them,” returned Vaudois-la-Sagesse ;
ri give them advice and lessons. They rarely undertake a
job of any importance without coming to consult me. Several
have offered to pay me for a course of lessons in designing,
but [ give it to them gratis. It would be tine indeed, if, after
they had asvessed tnemselves in order to procure my cstablish-
ment for me, [ should not show myasclf grateful and disinter-
ested towards them! Tt is quite enongh, it i3 too much ine
deed, for them to pay their seot here. 3o how satisfied T am,
how proud, when [ see any of them pass befors my dvor and
refusge to entar, for want of money in tho pocket ?  That hap-
pens somotimes ; then I tuke them by the collar, 1 force
them to sit under my hoyp vine, and, whether they will or no,
they are obliged t» eat and drink. Brave youth! what a
future opens before those souls v

¢ A future of conraue, of perseverance, of talent, of labour,
of misery, and of sorrow I* said Pierre, seating himself upon
»._h:ncb, and throwing his bundie upon the table with a deep
sigh.

* What is that I hear? cried Jambe.du-bois; ¢Oh,ho! I
Aee that my son 7' Ami-du-trait wants wisdom. [ do not like
to sce younz people meolancholy.  You should pass an hour or
two with o, pays Villepreux ; and to begin, we will lunch
together.

¢ With all my heart ; the smallest matter is cnough for me,’
replied Pierre, seeing bim hurry to his enpboard. -

‘You do not command }ere, my young master.’” returned
the carpenter, cheerfully. ¢ You will not make your bill of
fare; for you are not at an inn, but in the house of your an-
cient, who invites and treats you.’

Then Jambe-du bois, with wonderful agility, began to run
into all the corners of his houre and garden. He took from
his fish-box two fine tenches, which he put into the pan ; and
the fry began to murmur and to sing upon the fire, while the
rain heat against the window in cadence. and the Loire,
Jashed by the storm, growled without. Pierre wished to
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hinder his host from taking all thiz trouble; but when he
saw that he had so much pleasure in entertaining him he as-
sisted him in his functions as landlord and cook.

They were about to seat themselves at table when some
one knocked at the door.

¢ Go and open, if you please,” said the Vaudois to his guest,
$and do the honours of the house.

But he aJmost let fall the smoking dish he held in his hand
when he saw ”’Ami du trait and the new comer throw them-
selves upon each other’s neck with transport. This traveller,
covered with mud and wet to his bones, was no other than the
excellent journeyman joiner, Amaury, called .Vantaisle- Co-
yinthien (The Corinthian of Nantes.) one of the firmest sup-

rtexs of the devoir of liberty, Pierre Huguevin's dearest

iend, and moreover one of the handsomest youths upon the
tour of France.

¢This is then the day of meetings ¥’ cried Vaudois, to whom
Pierre had related bis adventure with (o Tereur dis gacots
of Carcassone. *This is one of onr brothers, doubtless, for
you give him a very hearty welcome.’

As soon a8 the Vaudois knew that his guest waa a friend of
Pierre and a child of hig drvoir, he made his fire blaze up, in-
vited the Corinthian to approach, and even lent him u vest,
for fear he should take cold, while his own was drying.

While the young man was warming himself, for every
stormy rain is cold, though it be in sammer, the sun re-ap-
peared in the dark sky, the clouds slowly flew away to the
east, and the rainbow, reflected in the Loire, raised a
sublime bridge from the water to the firmament. Soon the
weather was so pure, the air ro sweet and the earth go smiling,
after this generous ehower, that the happy companions spread
their table under the arbour. Some drops of rain did indeed
fall, from the chalice of the wet flowers, upon the bread of the
travellers; but it did not appear less good to them. Father
Vandois® honeysuckles emitted a sweet perfume, his tame
blackbird sang with a melodions voice upon a neighouring
thicket, the sun descended tow.rds the horizon, the Loire was
on fire, and the fish described in its waters a thousand
sparkling circles. This beautifyl evening, the joy of aguin
meeting to such perfect friends, the animation which the
wine, not very delicate to be sure, but natural and pure from
all fraud, caused to circulate ip his veins, the wise discourse
of the Vaudois, the amiable expression of Amaury, all con-
tributed to elevate to the highest regions the noble thoughts
of Pierre Huguenin, or of Villepreuz, !'Ami-dutrait, as his
gompanions called him.

But in proportion as the evening darkened around him, he
@gain became sad. His voice no longer mingled with those
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of his comrades to celebrate the happy meeting, the delights of
« wandering life, the glory of the joiner's art, and all those
fine sentiments which 1 inspire the companions with songs so
simple and often o poetical. Amaury, who bad often seen
him dreamy, was not at all astoniched ; but the Vaudois, who
was a man of the good old time, and who knew nothing about
melancholy, reproached him with this.

¢ Young man,’ said he, * why does your brow become dark
at the same time with the horizon? Do you believe that the
sun will not rise to-morrow? bas friendship no power over you
but for an hour? Have you too much mind and kcience to
take satisfaction in the gaiety of your comrades? Come ?
Why do those sighs escape you, and why are your looks turned
from us? Have you any sorrow? You have told us that on
returning from your travels you found your old father in good
health, that you live in a good understanding with him, that
work does not fail you: what do you desire then?

‘I do not know,’ replied Pierre. ¢have no reason to com-
i‘lain of my lot, and yet I do not feel so happy as I wus before

left my village, and during the firat yecars of my tour of
France. Since 1 have looked into other books than those
which helong exclusively to my profession, 1 have felt myself
agitated, at one woment by exalted joys, at another by bitter
suflerings. 1 can bear witness for myself, that I have not given
way to these vain emotions; but I have felt them deeply, and
have never entirely recovered from thém. 1 think of teo
many things to be ubrorbed in the enjoyment of one alone.—
The honest pleasures of repose and the cheerfulnese of a society
80 delightful as yours cannot captivate my soul beyond a cer-
tain time ; this is wrong—it is a di~ease, 8 vice, perhaps. But
I always feel within me something which urges and over-
vowers me; 1 hear a low voice which says to me: Onward,
work ; do not stop here, be not content with that ; you have
everything to learn, everything to do, everything to over-
comg, in order to fill your lite as you ought. i}ut as soon as X
return to my work, a horrible depression, a mortal fear seizes
upon me, The voice says to me : What arg you doing there?
Of what uge is your labour? Whither do your efforts tend?
do you think you can besmore skilful than ancther? do
you hope to change your destmy by wearing out your strength
and your days in this rude work ? is your future so magnificent
that you must sacrifice to itethe enjoyment of the present?
And in this alternation of ardour and  disgust, my life flows
away like a coniused dreum of which my memory can retain
no ]ih_ue, but of which the fatigue only is felt. O my friends ?
explain to me the evil that consumes me. If 1 am culpable
(and I think o, for 1 am not without remorse), enlighten me,
and guide me in the good way.’
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Amaury the Corinthian listened to these words with a sym-
pathising sadness, and the Vaudois with a profound astonish-
ment. The young man understood this suffering without
sharing it. Less initiated than I’Ami-du-trait into the an.
guishes of reflection, he was nevertheless enough so to under-
stand the causes of his evil ; but the invalid, a philosopher
by nature, tranquil from good sense, and ocontented from
habit, coyld not explain to himself the uneasiness which
belonged to the new generation.

¢It must be that you have some burden on your ennscience
too heavy to he borne,’ replied he to Dlierre, ¢or your love of
study has led you to ambition. I have known some ambitious
young men who, in consequence of wishing to raise them-
selves above their true position, have remained helow what
they might have attained with more simplicity and resigna-
tion. I believe, my poor Villeprenx, that you desire riches
or reputation beyond mecasure. You wish that your name
should surpass all the illustrivus names npon the tour of
France; or else yon dream of a fortune, a fine house, lands, a
great establishment. All this may be yours, since you have
talent, zea], a father well established, a small inheritance to
Teceive, a8 you yourself confess. So many advantages ought
to be enough to make you contented. Dut thisisa thing I
have often remarked, and which 1 do not understand : the
more 8 man possesses, the more he desires ; the more he suc-
ceeds, the more M wishes to undertake; and the more
obatacles he has overcome, the more new ones he creates for
himself. Itis perhaps a favour of Providence to deprive of
desire those who have no chance of hope. If yon want a
stoic, look after a beggar. I have been told that the fonnder of
that system wasaslave. I have forgotten his name; but he must
have been really a poor devil, since he had so much reason
and patience. Well ! it is very certain, that wealth is a great
misfortune, science a fatal poison, genius a bad fever. And
yet we must have all these; and all of us, whatever we are,
run after them.’

When Vaudoisla-Sagesse had prononnced this decision,
%hich Pierre listened to with sadness and attention, Amaury,
consulted by the eyes of his frieng, spoke in hig tnrn.

¢ As for me,’ said he, ‘ without offending you, I think that
mﬂg};’ition is not an evil, and that success is not a crime. Why
-do we study ? it is to advance ig science ; and when we obtain
a little, we apply it to build up our fortune. And why do
we Beek to secure riches? it is to attain rep.se. Take from
us all these desires, all these necessities: what are we? igno.
rant, idle, even when we are only these; for rudeness engen-
ders rudeness, and “lazy” among us means a drunkard, &
debauchee, a brute, a man without heart. Now ! father
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Vaudois ! you have attained repose. Your infirmity prevents
you from labouring; but the esteem of your brothers has
restored to you that which wae your due, that which you
would have acquired by youreelf: this is just. You ‘are
therefore in a condition of comfort which is legitimate, and
which you may look upon as your own work, since the man
who works well and conducts himself well, has right to a
recompense, Tell us now how you pass your time at present,
and what employs your mind during those hours 4n which
your customers do unt keep you busy. You read—for there
are books upon a shelf; you draw plans for carpenters’ work
—for here ure some pretty models and good coloured designs.
You apply yourself to poetry, for you have collected with
care all the songs of your devoir; you know them by heart,
and here are sheets written by your hand (and very well
written too, truly!) in which you have restorcd to the old
authors, all which the poor memory or the ignorance of vulgar
singers had mutilated or corrupted. Yon have not, therefore,
stopped in the middle of your life sadly to obey the fatality
which would have made you impotent, solitary, useless, and
desolate, You have, on the contrary, made a new bargain
with the future; you have cultivated your understanding,
improved your writing, and perfected your orthography; en-
riched your memory, studied science, morals, even politics;
for I have seen all this in you. In fine, you have obeyed a
secret ambition which forbade your yicldingto the stroke of
adversity, and which was not contented wit#the pleasures of
the fable and the profits of your lhittle business. You are
therefore ambitions, a dreamer, a fool, you also, with all your
wisdom ? Come, answer that, my philosopher !

«* Villepreux, your frirnd talks like a book,’ said the Vau-
dois, a listle flattered in secret by the praises he received
under the form of & dilemma; ‘and I sce that he is right;
for I should be sadly weary in my solitude if 1 had not &
taste for books, for old and new songs, for almanacks, and
instructive conversations with the travellers who stop under
my bower. But wby do [ find so much amusement in all
thia? 1 may, indeed, be ambitious, but you will allow that I
am not sad. I have never experienced the sufferings of which
YAmi-du-trait speaks ; I have®never been unhappy more than
once in my life ; that was when 1 saw my poor leg go from
my bed without me, and 1 said to myself, that my arms
and my head were of no furthe® use. But my friends came,
proved to me that they were atill of use, and I have not for-

tten it ! Still, one regret, one desire disturbs me. I should
ikg once more to see my mountain, my Pays de Vaud, my

Switzerland, .though I now know almost nobody there. But
in fine, that is & dream, and, bound as I am to the banks of
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the Lioire by gratitude and friendship, 1 do sigh a little, I
look at the sunset clouds which heap up bolow there in great
white, golden, silvery, purple musses, like Mount Blanc.
in my garden, i3 a little brook which I have dug out
myself, and which I cill the Rhone. This hillock, which I
have planted with rose-trecs and lilacy, is the Jura.  All this
amuses and consoles mo. S:metimes a tear fills my eyes,
and I then make some verses and sing them ; and [ am happy,
€ake it all in all. Thore are two kinds of ambition: one
which suffars always and i< never contented with anything;
another which rejoices the soul and is satisfied with little.
Couldn't you take mine, pays Villeprouy 2
‘You have both said very true things,’ replied Pierre
Huguenin, ‘and yet ncither of you has laid your finger on
my wound. 1am no better surreon than you, and my heart
bleeds without my knowing whence escape my blood, my
hope and life. Yet I can take an oath before God and hefore
you: it is, that I desire nothing beyond my condition, if it
be not some hours more each week to devote to meditation
and reading. Neither glory nor riches tempt me, 1 swear it
again and upon my honour! Think you thar the slight pri-
vation of which 1 complain is enough to mike ms unhappy?
I do not think so. The source of the evil is higher. I'erhaps
thie mystery will be solved with time. LUatil then I will
suffer in silence, this I promise you, and will not seek to dis-
courage others.’

CHAPTER IX.

WrER it was quite dark, Pierre prepared to leave for Blois
with Amaury, who was also going there. He had not wished
to disturb the philosophical conversation at supper by the
discussion of his own business; but he longed to be alone
with his friend. - The Vaudois besought them both to pass
the night under his roof; but they alleged that their mo.
ments were counted. The Coriathian promised that, if he
remained at Blois, as was his intention, he would often return
to empty a bottle of beer under the Bower of wisdom ; and
Pierre, who thought of resuming the road to his village as
8oon as possible, agreed to stop some moments on his return
to clasp, in pawing, the hand of the old carpenter. The
osiers through which the path winds had been inundated, in
doveral places, by the storm. The invalid pointed out to
them g safer path, and guided them himself for a quarter of a
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jeague, leading the way with remarkable agility and address.
When he had put them on the road, he wished them good
night and good luck.

¢ Well ¥ said he to them, ©I shall see you again soon, for,
certainly, you will both remain there. I shall go to see you,
if you do not come to me, 1 do not often go to the city, but
¢there are occasions—and that which is preparing—’

¢ What occasion ¥ asked I’Ami-du-trait.

<1t is well, it is well,’ returned Vaudois. ¢ You are right
a0t to speak of that. I am not of your trade, and am sup-
posed to know nothing about it. I honour discretion, and do
not wish to confound it with mistrust in what relates to me;
though, after all, when we belong to the same devoir, we
might well confide certain things to each other. No matter ¢
the affair is still a secret, and you will do well not to talk
about it before it is made public. Till we meet again, then,
and may the great Solomon be with you! The moon has
visen; take the right hand, then the left, and then straight
on till you reach the highway.’

He clasped their hands and resumed the road to his cottage.
3ut the two friends long heard his manly and strongly ac-
zented voice sing, as it was lost by degrees, these last verses of
a long and simple song of which he was the author:

Onee on the glorious tour of France

1 travelled far with wandering fc‘,

1 never went i dihigence —

trong legs and twenty years were fleet
¢ivod looks 1 had, without preteuce,
Labour and love and pleasures sweet <
ITope now remains for mv defence,

A joyous heart, good cycsand icet.

Friends, ob the glorious tour of France

1 well have tired any dusty fect,

And n the workshops of Provence

ilave woru my arms in labour sweet.

Long nights 1'vc passed 1 dreams of sciencey
And thus have flown my pleasures syveet ;
Now 1n the arms of Providence

My pious heart geposc can meet,

¢ Worthy and Lonest man ! said Dierre, stopping to listen

him. ‘Amaury, Amaury, i it not beautiful to hear the
song of a good man? That manly and strong voice which
4lls the air, throwing its artless rhymes to all the echoes, is i
not like a trinmphant hymn of the conscience? Here we are
apon the highway: does that fiue carriage which rolls so
amoothly bear such pure hearts? No! not a human voica
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eacapes from that travelling mansion, in which all the com-
forts of life accompany the rich. There is a trader upona

od and strong horse; he carries a heavy valise, and the
ﬁndleﬂ of his pistols glitter in the moonlight. Yet, see! he
fears us, he suspects us— he draws his horse’s bridle, and takes
the other side of the road in order to avoid passing near us.
His horse is laden with gold, and his soul with eare; his
journey is anxious and silent. DPoor traflicker, do you hear
that joyous cadence, there at the bottom of the ruvine of the
Loire? Do you suppose that such an echoing sung can come
from an invalided old man without family, without money,
without weapons, and without support other than a wooden
leg and the hearts of sowe friends as poor as himself ¥

¢ What you say strikes me,’ returned Amaury, ‘and, I know
not why, my eyes fill with tears on hearing that song. Explain
this to me, Pierre, you who explain go many things.’

¢ God is great, and man also !” replicd Pierre, with a sigh.

¢ What do yon mean by that? asked his comrade.

¢ There would be too much to say, my Corinthian, and the
best way will be to talk of something elsc,’ said I'Ami-du-trait,
resuming his walk. ¢ Yon must explain to me the last words
which the Vaudois said on leaving us. Ido not know to what
great uffair and great secret he referred.”

¢Iow !' cried Amaury, ‘do you not know what is doing at
Blois between the devorants and us? 1 thought that you had
received a letter of notice, and that you were going to the
mesting of our brdthers.’

¢TI am goirg to Blois on business which is entirely personal,
and of which the half is accomplished, my friend, unless 1
flatter myself with a vain hope.’

Here Pierre explained to the Corinthian the nced he had
of two good workmen to assixt him in his undertaking, and
communicated his desire to commence his enlicting with
him. He praised the beauty of the work in which he wished
to associate him, made to him very advantageous offers, and
besonght him not to reject them,

¢ Certaiunly, it would be a great satisfaction to my heart to
work with you,’ replied Amaury, ‘and your offcrs surpass my
demauds; but you shall yourself to judge if I can make use of
mmy liberty at this moment. Lewrn, then, that our devoir of
liberty is about to play the city of Blois against the deooir
devorant.’

As all our readers will not perhaps understand, as well as
Pierre Huguenin was enabled to do, this strange revelation,
we will explain it to them in a few words. When two rival
societies have established their devoirs in a city, they can sel-
dom remain at peace. The least infraction of the truce ei-
dently dgreed upon produces violent’ruptures. On the leass
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ocoasion, and sometimes without oceadion, they contend for the
exclusive occupation of the city, and the contention sometimes
lasts for years in the midst of bloody episodes. At last, when
disputes, oratorical debates, and blows have decided nothing
between parties equal in obstinacy, in strength and demande,
there i3 a final way of settling the question : this is, to play
the city, that is to say, the right to occupy the place and ob-
tain the work, to the exclusion of the losing party. It is now
one hundred and ten years (this is a historical fuct) since the
stone-cutters of Solomon, otherwise called compagnons étran-
gers or loups (foreign journeymen or, wolves,) played the city
of Lyons for a hundred years against the stone-cutters of Mas.
ter Jacques, called compagnons passants or loups-gurous (travel.
ling journeymen or man-wolves). The last lost it, and, for one
hundred years, the compact was religiously observed. No
compagnon passant set foot upon the domain of the compagnons
dtrangers. But, .latterly, the term of the treaty having ex-
pired, the banished thought they had a right to return and
exploit* a country which had again become free. The chil-
dren of Solomon were not of the same opinion; they found
their position a good one, and pretended that a hundred years’
possession must give theth an imprescriptible right. The two
societies parleyed, they could not come to an understanding;
they fought; the authorities intervened fo separate the com-
batants, Several champions of both parties had committed
such excesses that they were sent to prisun, even to the galleys.
Bat the law, not protecting and not acknowledging this method
of the organization of labour in masonic societies, could not
decide the dispute. Thu case isstill pending in the secret
tribunals of the compaunionship, and it is to be feared thag
mauny heroes of the tour of France may yet lose their blood or
their liberty upon this question. Let us hope that the philo-
sophical atterupts of some among those companions, enlight-
ened and generous minds, who have recently undertaken the
great work of union among all the rival devoirs, will yet over-
come the prejudices against which they have to contend, and
will cause the principle of fraternity to triumph.

We have still a word to eay respecting the nature of the
trial to which these differencgs have hitherto been submitted.
Recourse is not had to chance, but to competition. On each
side a-piece of work is exccuted, equivalent to what, in the

L)
® The French verb exploiter means to farm, to improve, to speculate
_ upon, to eraploy the lnl:our of another, these two last generally in a bad
sense; as there is no corresponding word in English, 1 have thought it best
to use onc derived from the French, having thercin the support 6f a very
eminent authority,,—TRANS,
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ancient wardenships of the trades, was called the master piece.
It is well known that, in the former organization by brother-
hoods or corporations, no one could be admitted to the master-
ship without having presented that piece to the jndgment of
the syndics, skilful craftamen, sworn to sscertuin the capacity
of the aspirant.* Hoffmann has devoted one of his tales (that
which he could, by goud right, have himself called his muster-
piece), Master Martin the Cuoper, to poetizing that beautifal
phasesof un apprentice’s hife, which embraces his presentation
to the mastership, the execution of the muster-piece, the re-
ception of the new master, &¢. Now that the mastership is
no longer an acquired and disputed right, but a free and op-
tional fact, we do not see the master-piece re-appear publicly
except in the challenges of the companionship. When they
determine to play a city, the competition is undertaken. Each
party chooses, among its most skilfyl members, one or several
champions, who lubsur with ardous to confound the pride of
their rivals by the production of a difliculs piece proposed for
competition. The jury is composed of arbiters chosen indifs
ferently from the several devoirs; and sometimes from among
masters -unconnected with any society; or old compa.ions
retired from the iatien, and idered incorruptible;
and most frequently from among those of the profession.
Their sentence is without appeal. Whatever dissarisfaction,
whatever sccret murmurs it may occasion, the party van-
quished in its representative is ubliged to leave the place for
a longer or shorter time, according to the arrangementsyagreed
upon before the trial.

Such was tho decisive crisis in which the devoira of Blois
were placed at the time of Pierre and Amaury’s arnival, The
gavots, who had occupied Blois for a few years only, made
violent struggles to maintain themselves there avainst the
other more anciently established societies. The war had ml-
ready broken out at several points. The carpenters called
Drilles, or du pére Soubis®, were not less inveterate aguinat the
gavot joiners than were the dévorant joiners. In face of so
many threutening enemies, the gavots bad thought to protect
themselves from the violence of the dévorants, at least, by
the truce required for a competition ; and, with respect to
the carpenters, they hoped to Keep them respectful by a
haughty, and courageous attitude. Amaury, being one of the
best joiners among the gavots, had been sent for by the

* The organization here roferred to still prevailsdn some parts of En-
rope; and from the time and labour required to produce the master-piece,
its operation is to keep many skilful workmen always dependent as jour-
neymen. It is also til required in sowme associations for the reception of
the compagunon., .
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council of his order; and prepared himself, with a stro
emotion of fear and joy, to enter the lists with several arti«
zans of merit, his emulators, against the elect of the dévorant:
artists, .

It was not without some pride that he confided this to his
friend ; but he immediately added with an affectionate and
gincere modesty : .

¢ bam much astonirhed, dear Villepreux, at being called,
and seeing that you have not been ; for, if there is a workman
puperior to all others, arrd in all things, it is not the Corin-
thian, but indeed 'Ami-du trait.}

] accept thdt eulogium only as a sweet and generous illu-
sion of your friendshtp for me,’ replied Pierre. ‘And even *
if 1 ghould be go foolish as to beligve in the merit which you
attribute to me, 1 should have no" rcason to complain of the
forgetfulness in which I have been left. That forgetfulness I
have sought for, T confess to you, and I ghould not leave it
withbut strong opposition on my own part. When, after four
years of pilgrimuge, 1 again took the road to my village, I so
arranged it that my withdrawal was not remuarked upon the
tour of France. 1 made no solemn furewellz; 1 departed one
fine morning, atter having fulfilled all my engagements, and
repaid all services rendered by equivalent services. 1 do not
think that any one has any reproach to make against me;
and, ¥ 1 am accused of a little eccentricity, no one can ac-
cuse me of ingratitude. 1 felt the need of leaving this
agitated life, I thirsted for my native air. Everything that
retained me a single day seemed to be constraint; and, dur.
ing the two months 1 havegbeen working with my father,
I have not renewed my connexion with any of my pld friends.”

* Not even with me?¥ siid Amaury, in a tone of reproach.

1 depended upor the Providence which reunites this day,’
and I experience so great & necessity of living near you, that
T cannot comceive a sweeter joy than that of carrying you
with me, if poasibie. . But it is not always a solace to write
to those you love, when you are suffering. Far the contrary,
there are certain moral rituations in whigh you do not dare
to express your feelings, for fear of discouraging yourself, or
discouraging those who arg dear to you. Could I, moreover,
have made you understand a melancholy which I do not my-
self understand ! You would have had the same suspicions
respecting me which Vaudoys expressed just now. A lestes
can never take place of the effusion of an interview.’

¢ That is true * suid Amaury, “but if your conduct is ng-
tugal in this, the sadness which dictated it is more and more
strange to my eyes. 1 have always known you grave, reflects
ing, sober, and avoiding tumult ; but I saw ‘you so cordial, so
benevolent, 8o ardent in friendship, that I do not understand
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our present savageness and the kind of estrangement you

tify for the devoir. Have you suffered any injnstice ¥ You

. know that in such a case you {ave a right to reparation. The

ocouncil is assembled, the complaints are made, and the chief
of the society decides equitably.’

‘On the contrary, I have had only reason to be satisfied
with my companions,’ replied Pierre. ‘I esteem almost all
those whom 1 have been specially acquainted with, and I love
some of them ardently. I believe that my devoir is the best
organized and the most honourable of all ; it was on this
avoount that, after a certain examination of the customs and
regulations, I embraced it in preference to the others, in
which I seemed to see less liberal usages, a less advanced
civilization. It is possible I may have been deceived, but I
acted in the loyaity of my® heart, when I enrolled myself
under the white and blue banner. Our laws proscribe the
topage, howlings ; and, if the general custom still compell us
to cross canes often, at least the spirit of our insti n
soems to forbid those fanatical provocations which the spirit
of the other societies proclaims and sanctions. But if you
absolutely wish me to contide to you the causes of the secret
disgust which has seized upon me, I will open to you my
whole heart. I would not wish to chill your euthusiasm, or
to shake in you that livel{ faith in the devoir, which is the
mover and spring in the life of a companion. Still I must
indeed confesa to you how far that faith has departed from
me, Alas, yes ! thesacred fire of the esprit du corps abandons
me more and more. In proportion as I become enlightened
respecting the true history of the people, the fable of the
temple of Solomon seems tv me 3 childish mystery, a gross
allegory. The feeling of a destiny common to all who labour
is revesled in me, and this barbarous custom of, creating dis-
tinctions, clstes, inimical camps between us all, appears to me
more and more savage and fatal. What! is it not emough
that we have for natural enemies all those who exploit our
Iabours for their protit? Must we stil dovour each other?
Oppressed by the cupidity of the rich, reduced by the weak
prige of the ndbles into a supgosedly abject condition, come.
pelled by the cowardly complicity of the priests to bear
eternally upon our bruised arms the Saviour's cross, the

insignia of which they wear in.gold and silk, are we not
sufficiently outraged, sufficiently, unhappy? Must we still,
while suffering from the inequalily which casts us into the
lowest rank, seek to consecrate among ourselves that absurd
and culpable inequality? We laugh at the pretentions of
the great; we smile at their coats of arms and their liveries ;
'we hold their genealogies in_execration and contempt; still,
what do we,-other than imitate them? “We dispute for pre-

. THE COMPANJON
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cedence in rival societies; we foolishly boast the antiquity
of our origin ; and we have not enough satirical songs, not
enough insults, threats, and outrages, for the newly-formed
gocieties, which seem to us stained by low origin and illegiti-
macy. Upon all the soil of France, we provoke each other,
we cut each other's throats for the right of wearing exclu«
sively the square and the compass; asif every man, who
labours in the sweat of his brow, had pot the right to clothe °
himeelf in the ineignia of his profession ! The colour of a
ribbon placed a little highet or lower, the ornament of an
ear-ring, such are the important questions which foment
the hatred and spill the bf:od of poor workmen. When I
think of it, I laugh with pity; or rather, I weep with shame.’

Emotion prevented the young reformer from continuing his
ardent declamation. His heart was full; but he had not
words enough to throw forth the generous indignation which
sufisgated him. Ho stopped, his chest oppressed, his brow
b g ‘ Amaury, Amaury ! cried he 1 a stifled voice,
seizing his companion’s arm, ‘you wished to know the cause
of my suffering ; I have told you, and it seems to me that you
must understand me. 1 am neither a fool, nor a dreamer, nor
ambitious, nor a traitor ; but I love the men of my race, and
1 am unhappy because they hate each other.’

Impartial critic (bepevolent reader, as we formerly said),
be indulgent to the incompetent translator who transmits to
you the words of the artisin. The man does not speak the
same language a® you do, and the narrator who serves him as
interpeter, is compelled to alter the abrupt beauty, the
original. turn and poetical abundance of his. text, in order to
communicate to you his thoughts. Perhaps you will accuse
this weak intermediator of lending to his heroes feelings
and ideas which they cannot have. To that reproach he has
but one word in answer: inform yourself. Leave those
heights on which the literary muse has so long kept herself
isolated from the greit mass of the human race. Descend
into those yegions whence comic poetry draws so largely for
the stage, and for caricatures ; deign to leok upon the serious
face of that pensive and deeply inspired people, whom you
believe to be still nnculéivated and rude. You will there
see more than one Pierre Huguenin at this moment. Liook,
look, I adjure you, and do not gronounce upon him the
unjust sentence which condemns him to vegetate in ignorance
and ferocity, Know his defects and his vices, for he has
such, and I' will not gloes them over to you; but know aleo
his greatness and his virtues; and you will feel yourself, at
your contact with him, more artless and mote. generous than
you have begn for a long while. ) ’

What is admirable in the people, is simplicity of heart;
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that holy simplicity, lost to us, alas! since the enormous
abuse we have made of the form of our thoughts. Among
the people, every form is new; and truth, under. that of coms
mon place, "still draws from them tears of enthusiasm and
conviction. O ypoble childhood of the soul ! source of fatal
errors, of sublime illusions and heroical devotedness, shame
to every one who exploits thee! IL.ove and blewing upon
.every one shall cause thee to enter into manhood, while
preserving thy purity without igrorance !

In consequence of this eandour which dwells in the depths
of uncultivated souls, the word of Pierre ITuguenin would
meet with few obstacles in the good minds of his class; and
that of his friend the Corinthian did not revolt in a sharp dis-
cussion. e listened to him a long while in silence; then he
said, clasping his hand : ¢ Iierre, Pierre, you know much more
than I do upon such matters, and I cun find nothing to
answer you, 1 fcel sud with you, and know of no remedgafor
our evil.’

CITAPTER X.

VERY curious rezearches would be mecessary to discover,in the
past, the causes of the enmity which prgvailed in those
dissensions of which Pierre [Huguenin complained, among the
different associations of workmen. Bat a profound darkness
covers them. The workmen, if they know, conceal them well;
and I believe that they art no better informed than we. What
lifgniﬁes, for example, that interminable and bloody question
of the murder of Hiram in the workshops of the temple at
Jerusalem, between the two most ancient societies, that of
Solomon and that of master Jacques, otherwise called also the
Devoir and the Devoir of liberty !—a question which the
greater part of the companions look upon as seribus and in,
the most material light. Each society sends back to its rival
this terrible accnsation; each strives to wash its hands of it;
they put on gloves in the solemnitics of the order to testify
that they are pure from this crime; they provoke, beat, and
kill each other, to avenge *the memory of Hiram, the super-
idtendent of the labours of the temple, assassinatet and hidden
under the rubbish by a jealous and cruel portion of his work-
men. There is doubtless herein some great historical fact, or
gome vital principle of the past and the future of the people,
hidden under a fiction which is not devoid of poetry. But, as
in the earlier ages, the myth is understood literslly by the
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workmen, a true race of children, imbued with all the
eredulons illusions, with all the unconqnered instincts, with
all the tender and candid impulses of childhood. Yes, dear
and wondering reader, the people represeunt to yon a giant in.
the cradle, who hegins to feel life overflow in hin powerful
chest, and wno raives him<elf to try his nnsteady steps upon
the brink of an abyss. Which will fall therein, he or we?
Madame ! madawme ! hasten to be beantiful and to display your
dismonds,  Perhaps ghey have been dipped in the blood of
Elirm, aud perhaps you will one day be obiiged to hide them
or fo cast them far from you, ‘

Some welt infotmed and studious workmen (for there are
such, and thiv is not the least certain fact of which 1 can
assure ven) have philosophically sought to raise the veil

* from tlus wiy-tery. Some ateribute the ercasion ot their order
to the rum of the order of the temple, and, accerding to
them, the famous master Jacqgues, head carpenter of Solomon,
coufghave been no other than the grand master Jucquer de
Molay, a martyr sacrificed by an avaricious and cruel king of
the name of Philip.  Aceording to others, we must as-cend
still hizher dnto the past, and search for the source of this
inextinguishuble uversion, in the rescntwent of the races dis-
inherited and perseented in the south of France, of the Albi-
genses, or inhabitants of the banks of the ya» s* (thence
all thow preat in-nrrectiony of shepherds, of Vawdois, of
Vrotestants, and of Calvinists, all more or less partisans or
continuers of the ductrine of the . 2rnal gospel, who have, at
difflereur epochs, watered with their blood the plains nd
roads of Frauce, have not been smothered withot many bitter
recullections, wany fatal resentments, and have remained
existing and been handed down in beritage from generation
to generation until our day. The cause is forgotten, lost or
denaturilized in the night of tradition, bnt the passion sub-
siats. Do not go into Corsica to seek for the poetical tragedy
of the Eendd e ; it is at your door, it 1sin your honse. The
stonc-cutter w hy huilt the walls of your house is the irrecon-
cileable ¢ucmy of the carpenter who covered it ; and for a
word, for"a sign, for a look, their blood has lowed upon this
sifor;le, ecutcheon of their nobility, mystic foundation of their

right. . :

There are twn societiex whose foundation is immemorial ;
we have named them,} From these two societies, or from one
gavots), against the cxecutiuers of the North and the Domi-
nican inquisitors. And we, we can, it we will, sappose that

* G AVE means torrent, among the Pyrenees.
t See the Book of Companionship, by Agricol Perdiguler, called
Avignonnais-la-Vertu, '
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of them, has issued a third society, enemy of the two others:
that of the Union or the Independents, called the Revoltes, 1t
‘was originated in Bordeaux, in 1830, by candidates who re-
volted againat their companions. At Lyons, at Marseilles, at
Nantes, numerous insurgents of the same order joined them-
selves to them and constituted the Union. A fourth society
is that of Father Soubise, which also calls iteelf devorant.—
Thus there are four principal societies or decvoirs, which are
each composed of eeveral trades, and to which are ajtached
numerous adjunct institutions, more or less recent, éome cor-
dially accepted, others violently repelled by the societits to
which they wish to unite themselves by gdod-will or by force.

A whole book would be required to enumerate all the
gocieties, their pretensions, their titles, their statutes, their
origins, their customs, and their mutual relations. Such a*
society is allied to another: for example, the children of
Fafher Soubise pride themselves on being, like those of master
Jacques, companions of the devoir, and live in no hetter un-
derstanding with the latter on that account. Such another
society is born enemy of such another. In the bosom of the
pame devoir there are trades which tolerate each other, otherz
which support each other, others which bate each other mor-
tally. In general, the newly formed societies are rejected by
the pride of the ancient ones, and only acquire their right of
admission into the companionship at the price of their blood.
Each devoir has its code. In some there are two grades; in
others three and four. The condition of the candidate is
happy or miserable, according to the despotic or liberal spiri$
of the society., Finally, all these different and differing
camps are united under one same appellation, the compunions
of the tour of France. Each society has its cities of devoir, in
which the companions can station themselves, be instructed
in work, sharing in them the assistance, help, and protection
of a body of companions who are generally entitled the
society, and the niembers of which are fixed or rencwed ac-
cording to their interests or their necessitics. When they are
too numerous to Aubsist, some among those first arrived are
obliged to give placa to the last comers.

Certain cities may be occupied by different devoirs ; certain
others are the exclusive field of a 'single devoir, cither from
ancient custom, or from a transaction similar to what hap-
Eened in the hundred years’ bargain of the city of Lyons,

ertain bases are common to ali the devoirs and to all the
trades which compose them : and looking upon them as a
whole, these principal bases are noble and generous. The
«mbauchage (enrollitig, that is, the admission of the workman
10 labour the levaged® acquit (settlement of accounts), that is,

he guarantee of his honour; the connexion of the journey.
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man with the master; the conduite, that is, the fraternal
farewells, established as ceremonies ; the care and assistance
grauted to the sick, the honours paid to the dead, the celebra-
tion of patronal fetes, and many other customs, are about the
same in all the companionships. The difference consiats in the
external forms, the formulas, the titles, the insignia, the
colours, the songs, &c. .

The majority of the workmen in the provinces are enrolled
in the companionship. A small portipn are ignorant of its
importance, and do not think to pierce its mysteries. 1In the
inland provinces, where a trade :&almoet always hereditary,
the son or the nephew is naturflly the apprentice of the
master. In those existences fixed bLeforehand and but little
anxious to perfect the art, the companionship is useless and
the tour of France unused. .

Certain trades have had devoirs which have been lost ; that
is, their statutes, Being no longer necessary for their
organization and security, have fallen into disuse.* Fellow
feeling, political bonds, are sufficient for those, companies,
more enlightened, perhaps, but perhaps less united also. At
Paris, the cnmpanionshi{: tends each day more and more to be
lost and dispersed, in the vast field of different labours and
interests. No society could monopolize the work. Besides, the
sceptical spirit of & more advanced civilization has done justice
to the Glothic customs of the companionship, perhaps too soonss
for a fraternal association extended to all lJabourers was net yet
ready to replace the partial associations, $till the hatreds of
party are nut always eflaced. The carpenters, companions of
Liberty, there inhabit the left bank of the Seine; their adver-
saries, the carpenters, travclling companions, occupy the right
bank. They are bound by an agreement to work on that side
of the river where their domicil is fixed. They fight never-
theless, and the other societies are not always tolerant to
wards cach other. But im general it may be eaid that the
companionship, with its powers and its passions, is there lost
and absorbed in the bosom of the great movement which
carri(;ls everything forward in an independent and sustained
march. .

. That which preserves the importance of the companionship
in_the provinces, is the tefching, the warlike ardour, the
8pirit of association, and the habit of & regular association in-
fused into a mass of young pegsons, who bring to it an inter-
prising character, the love of progress, the necessity of

1t has been the case that the usuages of certain societies originated too ~
far back in the middle ages to be obscrved at this day. The new adepts
recoiled at the barbarism of practices which the oM members wished in
vain to preserve. .
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escaping from isolation, from ignorance and poverty. These
are the noble fotlorn hopes of the grent family of working.
men, the Bohemian artists of ingdustry, the audacious
Mamertines of primitive Rome. Some are impelled by the
rude despotism of ‘the fumily which oppresses und exploity
them ; others, by the want of fawily and- of eapital to com-
mepce withy a lost situation, disappointed love, a feeling of
legitimate pride; and, above all, the desire to see, to breathe,
and to live, drives into it each year the choren wpirits of
ardent youth. The four of France is the poctical phase, the
adventurous pilgrimage, the night-errantry of the artisan.
¥e who has neither home®or patrimony goes upon the road
to seek a country, under the wyzis of an adoptive fanily which
does not abandon him eithor during his life or after his death.
Even he who aspires to an honourable and sure position in
his native place, wishes,ut the least, to expend the vigour of
his youth and kuow the excitemcuts of active life. He must
return to the fold and accept the laborious and sedentary con-
dition of hjs neighbours. Perhaps, in the whole course of
that futurelife, he will not again find a year, a season, u week
of liberty, Well! he must put an end to this vague
umeasiness which besieges him; he must trgvel, ITe will re--
sume the file or the hammer of his fathers later in life; but
he will have recollections and impressions, he will have seen
the world, he will be able to tell his fricnds and children how
beautiful and how great is their father-land; he will have
made his tour of France.

I think that this digression was necessary for the under-
standing of my recital. Now, decar readers, aud you, good
companions, permit me to run after my heroes, who have not
atopped, as | have done, upon the banks of the loire.

CHAPTER XL

Tars reached Blois just as the clock of the Cathedral was
striking ten. They had reated enbugh at the Binwer of wisdom
not to feel any fatigue from this last stint, accomplished
while conversing pleasantly by the light of the stars. They
directed their steps towards’the Mother of their devoir.

By Mother is understeod the inn at which a society of com-
paniops lodges, eats, 4nd holds its mectings, The hostess of
that inn is also ocalled the mother; even the host, if &
bachelor, is called*mother. 1t is not unusuel to play upon
these words, and call & good old innkeeper the father mother.
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Abnut a year had passed since Amaury the Corinthian had
left Blois. Picrre had remarked that as they approached the
city, his friend had listened, to him less attentively. Buf
when they had pussed the first honses he was much astonished
at his agitation. . .

¢ What is the matter with you? suaid he to him; ‘some«
tiraes you walk <o fast thatel find it diffi »lt to keep up with
you, at others so slowly that [ am obliged to wait for yom,
You stumblo at every step, aud ~cem agitated as if you both
feared and desired 55 reacn the end of onr journev.”

< Do not question we, detr Villepreux,” replied the Corine
thian, ¢! am agitated, | coufess; but 1 eanuot tell you the
canse. T have never hnd any seersts from yoa, excepting
one, which T will perhaps coutile to you soms day; but it
feems to e that the thme his not yeb come’

Pierre did not insist, 2ol they reached the mother's in a
few momeats,  The inn was situated on the lefe bk of the
Lire, in the subnrh which the river sepairates from the city.
It was neat and wall kept, a3 uail, and the two friend’ recog-
nised the mid servant and the dog of the honse,  But the
host did not come a< ol to weet thea and embrace them
fraternally, ¢ Where then i+ our friend Siwvimen? asked
Amary wirh uneteady voies,  The servant mde hit a sign
a3 if to cut, <hort his words, and pointed to a little girl who
was saying her pray:rs in the chimaey corner, and who, pre-
pared to oo to bed, had her little wisht-cip on. Amaury
thought that the maid desired hig not to disturb the child’s
prayer. He beat over the little M nette, and lizhsly touched
with hix lips the lony enrls of brown har which esciped from
her open-work cap.  Pierre begin to guess the Corinthian’s
aecret on seeing the renderncss full of grief with which he
gazed unon the child.

‘M. Villeprenx,” ¢1id the servant in a low voice, drawin,
Pierre Hnuuenin to a little distance, € you must not speak o
our dead master before the little one; it always makes her
ary, pour dear soul ! We buried M. Suvinien only a fortnight
ago. Our mistress has suffered a good deal.’

Hardly had she said these words when a 18or opened, and
the widoW of Sivinien, she who was called the mother, ‘ape.
peared in mourning and with’a widow's cap  She wasa Wos
man of absut twenty-eight, beautiful as one of Raphaels
virging, with the same regnlagity of feature and the same
expression of a calm and noble sweetness. The traces of &
recent and profoand sorrow were upon her face. and ren
her only the more touching; for there was also in her look
the feeling of an angelic strength.

Bhe carried in her arms her second child half undreased
and already asleep, a great fat boy, blond as amber, fresh as
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. .
themorning. At first ehe saw only Pierre Huguenin, upon
whom the light of the lamp fell. ~ - .

¢My son Villepreux,’ oried she with an affectionate and
melancholy smile, ‘you are welcome, and, as always dear.
Alas! You have now only a mother ! . Your father Savinien
is in heaven with the good God.’

At that voice the Corinthian had quickly turned ; at those
words a ory escaped from the depths of his bosom.

¢Savinien dead " cried he; ¢Sdvinienne a widow conse-
quently—!*

And he sank into a chair.

At that voice, at those words, the resigned calmness of the
Savinienne* changed into 80 strong an emotion, that, in order
not to let her child fall, she placed him in Pierre Huguenin's
arms. She made a step towards the Corinthian; then she
stopped, confused, undecided ; and the Corinthian, who had
risen to ruch towards her, fell again upon his chair and hid
hig face in the hair of little Manette, who, kneeling between
lf:i:hknees, had burst into sobs at the mere mame of her

er.

The mother then rccovered her presence of mind; and,
coming towards him, said to him with dignity: * See the
sorrow of*this chiMl, She has lost a good father; and you,
Corinthian, you have lost a good friend.’ .

*We will weep for him' together,’ said Amaury, without
daring to look at her or take the hand she extended to him.

¢ Not together,’ replied thg Savinienne, lowering her voice ;
;nli)::'l esteem you too mach to think that you will not regret

At this moment the door of the back-hall opened, and
Pierre saw about thirty journeymen at table. They had
taken their repast so peaceably that no one could have
suspected the vicinity of a meeting of young people. Since
the death of Savinien, from respect to his memory as much
a8 from the mourning of his family, they ate almost in
silence, drank moderately, and no one raised his voice. Still,
a8 soon as they saw Pierre Huguenin, they could not restrain
exclamations of surprise and joy. Some came to embrace
him, many rose, and all saluted_him with their capd or their
hats; for those who did not know him, had been quickly
informed that he was one of the best journeymen of the
tour of France, and had beer, first companion at Nimes and
dignitary at Nantes.

After the enthusiasm of the first welcome, which was no

® In the inland provinces, the custom of the people, who never use, as
is well known, the word, Madame, is to form the name of the wife from
that of her husband ; Raymonet, 1a Raymonette; Sylvain, la Sylvaine,
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Joas cordial towards Amaury on the part of those who were
acquainted with him, they were requested to seat themselves
at table, and the mother, overcoming her emotion with the
strength given her by the habit of labour, began to serve
them.

Huguenin remarked that the maid said to her:

¢Do not trouble yourself, mistress; put your little omne
quietly to bed, I will wait upon these young nien.’

And he also remarked that the Savinienne replied :

¢No, 1 will wait upon them myself; do you put the chil
dren to bed.’

Then she gave a kiss to each of them, and carried the supper-
to the Corinthian with an earnestness which betokened a
sacret anxiety, She also served Hugnenin with the care, the
good grace and the neatness which made of her the pearl of
mothers, as all the companions said. But #m invincible pre.
ference made her pass and repass incessantly behind the
Corinthian’s chair. She did not look at him, she did not touchk
him when she leant over him to serve him ; but she forstalled
all his wishes, and was inwardly troubled to see that he made
wseless efforts to eat,

¢ Dear and fuithful companions,’ said Lyonnais la-Belle cone
duite (Good conduct), filling his glass, 1 drink to the health
of Villepreau I' Ami-du-trait and of Nantais le Corinthien, with«
out separatiug their names, since their hearts are united for
life. They are brothers in Solomon, and their friendship re.
calls that of our poet Nuntais Pret a-bien faire for his dear
Percheron ;” and he sang with a manly voice these two verses
of the joiner poet :—

* Thosc who have no friends
. Are very unhappy on the earth.” .
¢ Well said, but badly sung,’ said Bordelais le-Cueur-aimalle
(Amiable heart). i
¢ How, badly sung ¥ cried Lyonnais la-Belle-condutte. ‘Do
you wish me_to sing to you—

¢ Glory to Percheron le chapiteau."
Let us pay homa‘e to his science,”—2

‘Bad! bad! still moroe bad!’ returned Coeur-aimable.
¢Binging unseasonably js always singing badly. And a look
towards the mother recalled the singer to order.

¢ Let him sing,’ said the Savinienne, with gentleness. ‘Do
not thwart him for 8o small a matter. When onesings friend-
ship, moreover—'

* The capital of a column.
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- ¢If we begin we cannot stop,” observed Cecur-aimable, and
when we have made a resolution not to sing without mneces-
¢Weo must keep it,’ interrupted Belle-conduite. ¢That is
ﬁght; 1 thank you, brother ; 1 was wrong. But we can drink
8 glass in bhonour of the friends, even two—'
¢ Not more than three beyond thirst,’ suid Marscillais UEns
Jant-du-guuic (The child of genius); ¢ That is the rule. We
must have no noise here. What would the devorants say if
they heard an uproar in the house of umother in muuiming?
Besides, which of us would wish to grieve ours, the beautiful,
the good, the honest, the orderly Savinienne

1t is to her that I empty my second cup,’ cried Lyonnais
Ia-Belle-conduite. ‘Dot you touch glasses, pay.?* udded

ho, seeing that Amaury cxtended his with a trembling hand.
¢ Has he a fever, the pays ¥

¢ Silence on that point,’ said Morvanduis Sans-crainte in the
ear of his ncighbour Belle-conduite. * That pay wanted to say
soft things, a while ago, to the mother, but she was too honest
@ woman to listen to him.’

¢1 believe it indeed !" returned Belle-conduite. ¢ Still he is
@ pretéy companion, white 2s a wornan, with fine golden hair,
and his chin is like a peach; strong and solid, too, They say
he has talent ¥’

¢ If not more, at least as much as 1’Ami-du-trait, and no
more rivalry between them in talent than in love.

¢Bpeak lower,” said 'Enfant-du-genie, who, seated next, had

heard them ; ¢ here is the dignitary, and if you speak slight-
inig!l}_ly of the mother before him, it may go further than you
wish.’

¢No one speaks slightingly, my dear pays,’ replied Sans-
. crainte.

The dignitary entered. On recognising Romanet le-Bon-sou=
tien (good support), Pierre Hugnenin rose, and tbey retired
to another room in order to exchange the customary salutas
tions ; for they were both dignitaries, and could march side
by side. Still the dignity of I Ami-du-trait was now only honor-
ary. It was x power which lasted only six months, and
which two companions could not exercise in the same city.
The present authority of Romauet le-Bon-soutien could there-
fore extend, in tle place of his residence, over Pierre

enin as over a simple campanion,
hen they returned to the hall, and the dignitary of Blois

. stonecutters of both partfes call each other by the name of cote-
r:;: the companions of other trades are addresseed as pays, or mon-
sienr, '



OF THE TOUR OF FRANCE. 79

percoived Amaury the Corinthian, he became pale, and they
embraced with emotidh.

¢ You are welcome,” said the Jignitary to the young man.
] desired that you should be called to the competition, and
see, with sati~faction, that you have accepted. I thank you'in
the name of the society. My pays, this young man is gifted
with a most pleasing talent : you will judge of it. Pays
Corinthian,’ added he, addressing Amanry more particularly,
and endeavouring not to appear to attach too much importanee
to his question, *did you know that we had lost our excellent .
fathor Savinien ¥’

¢1 did not, and am much grieved at it#4 replied Amaury
with a tone ¢f frankness which reassured the dignitary,

s And you, pays’ resumed Bon soutien, addressing Pierre
Huguenin, ‘¢ when one takes the name of I'Ami-du-trait he is
modest as well asskaiful.  If we had known where to tind you,
we shouid have irvited you to the competition, but since you
testify by your prezence that you have not aubandoned the holy
devoir of hiberty, we heseech and reguest yon to place yourself
also in the ranks.  We have few artists of your power.

1 thank you heartily,” replied Huguenin; ¢ but I have not
come for the competition. 1 have engagements which will
not permit me to remain here. I require aseistants, and I
come in the name of my father, who is master, to enlist two
journeymen.’

¢ Perhaps you might enlist them and send them to your
father in your stead. When the honour of the devoir of
liberty is at stake, there are few engagements which may not
and should not be broken,’ .

» “ Mine are of such a nature,” replied Pierre, ‘that I cannot
withdiaw fron them. My father's honour and my own are
involved.

¢ In that care you are free,” raid the dignitary. There was
a moment’s wigence, “At the table were scattered companions
of three orders: received companions, finished companions,
initiated companions. There was also a number of simple
afliliates ; tur u great principle of equality prevails among the
gavots ; all the orders eat, discuse, and votd indiscriminately.
Now, among ull these young men, there was not a single one
who did not earnestly wish to take part in the competition.
As the chuice wus to be made from the mos{ skilful, many
had no hope of being called;, aud no one could understand
how any reason could be imperious enough to refuse@uch an
honour. They looked at each other surprised, and even somes
what shocked, at Pierre Huguenin's reply. But the dignitary,
who wished to avoid all idle discussion, induced the assembly,
by his manner, not to express their dissatisfaction,

¢ You know,’ said he, ¢ that the general meeting takes place
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to-morrow, Sunday. - The rouleur* has given you notice. I
requert you all to be there, my dear payh And you also, pays
Villepreux I’Ami;du-trait. You can aid us by your advice:
that will be a method of still helping the society. As to the
work'men you desire, we will see about procuring them for
ou.

y ¢I would remark tc you,” replied Huguenin, lowering his
voice, ¢that I must have workmen of the highest merit ; -for
the business I have to entrust to them is very delicate, and
requires great skill.’

¥Oh ! oh I’ said the rouleur, iaughing rather dizdainfully,
¢ you’ll not find ayy until after the competition; for every
man who feels that he has talents and heart wishes to compete.
‘You will not even have the first choice; we shall secure that
for pur glorious contest.’

The mesal being ended, the companions, before scparating,
formed in groups, to converse respecting matters which in-
torested them personally. '

Bordelais le-Ceeur-aimablo approached Pierre Hugnenin and
.Amur{: ¢1t is strange,’ said he to the first, * that you are
not willing to »mpete. If you are the most skilful amoug
us, a¢ many pretend, you are to blanie for deserting your
standard on the eve of a battle ’

<If I thought that battle useful to the interests and the
honour of the society,” replied Huguenin, *1 wonld perhaps
sacrifice my own interests and even my own honour.”

¢You are doubtful,’ cried Ceeur-aimable. * You think that
the devorants are more skilfal than we? S much the more
reason to throw your name and your talent into the scale.

¢ The devorants have skilfal workmen, but we have somg,
quite a8 good ; thus, I form no judgment respecting the re-
sult of the competition. But, even if we werc sure of the
wictory, 1 should pronounce against the trial.’

‘Your opiuion is a strange one,” returncd (geur-aimable,
“and I would advise you not to ntter it so freely to puys less
tolerant than myrelf : you would be blamed for it, and they
would perhaps impute unworthy motives to you.’

.51 do not undersiand you,’ replied Pierre Huguenin.

¢ But,’ angwered Cccur-aimable, ¢ every man who does not
desire the glaty of his country ib a bad citizen, and every
companion—’ .

‘1 understand you now,’ intgrrupted I’Ami-du-trait; ¢but
if I prowd that, in any ovent, this competition will be pre-

® The duty of the rouleur (or roleur) is to present the workmen to
the masters, who wish to enlist them, and to confirm their engag by
eertain formalities. It is he who accompanies the departing to the
boungs of the city, settles the accounts, &e.
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judicial to the society, I should be doing the duty of a good
companion,’ © .

Pierre Hugnenin having hitherto replied to these observa-
tions without any mystery, his words had been heard Ly some
companions who had assembled around bim. The dignita
reeing the numbers increase, and their minds become excihz '
broke up the group by saying to I'ierrc: ¢ My desr pays, this
is neither the time nor the plaee to express an opinion dif-
ferent from that of the society. If you have good views
respecting our business you have the right and freedom to
mnﬂ them known to-morrow before the assembly; and L
summon you to be present, certain, beforeband, that if your
advice is good, it will be followed, and that if it is bad your
error will be forgiven.’

They separated at this wise decicion. Some of the com-
panions present lodged ut the mother’s, A small chamber
had been got ready for Hugnenin and Amaur; who were
directed thither by the servant. The mother had retired
before the end of the supper, .

When the two friends had lain down in the same bed,
according to the ancient custom of the people, Huguenin,
yielding to fatigue, was about to go to sleep; but the agita-
tion of his fricnd did not permit him. ‘Brother,” said the
young man, ‘I told you that « day would perhaps come when
1 could confide wy secret tc you. Well, that day has come
nooner than I thought. I love the Savinienne,’

*So I perceived this evening,’ replied Pierre.

¢1 could not master wy e¢motion on learning that she was
free,” returned the Corinthian, ‘and a moment of foolish joy
betrayed me. But the voice of my conscience soon reproached
me for that culpable feeling. for I was the friend of Savinien.
That worthy man had a particular affeetion for me. Yom
know that be called me his Benjamin, his Saint John-the:
Baptist, his Raphacl. he was nct uneducated, and he had
Boet,icnl expressions and ideas. Excellent Savinien ! 1 would

ave given my life for hini, and I would still give it to recal
him to the earth; for the Savinienne loved him, and he made
her happy. He was a much more valuabld and more usefal
man than 1.’

‘I understood all that paBsed in your heart,” said L'Ami-
du-trait,

“Is it possible? * .

¢We can easily read the hearts of those we love. And
now, what do you hope? The Savinienne knqws your love,
and 1 believe that she returns it. But are you the husband

she would choose? Would she not consider you too young
¥
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and too poor to sustain her house and be the father of her
children 7’

“That is what I sayto myself, and what makes me dejected.
Still, I am industrious ; I have not lost my time upon the
tour oféfrance, I know my trade. You know that I have no
sbad habite, and I love her so much, that it does not seem to
me'she can be unhappy with me. Do you think me unwor-
thy of her?
+ ‘Far the contrary, and, if she consulted me, I would disai«
psate the fears she might bave.’
¢Oh! do it, my friend ! cried the Corinthian, ‘speak to
her of me. Try to learn what she thinks of me.
¢1t would be better to know beforehand how far your in-
timacy- has gone,’ replied Pierre, emiling. ¢The part you
intr;uat to me would be less embarrassing both to her and to

me.

I will tell you all,’ replied Amaury, with frankness, ‘I
passed about a year here. I was hafdly seventeen (I am
ninefeen now). I was then only affiliated, and I passed to
the grade of received companion after a short residence,
which caused Savinien and his wife to have a good opinion
of me. I'worked on the Prefecture which was then under
repairs. You know all this, since it was you who caused me
to be affiliated on my arrival, and you did not leave us until
8ix months afterwards. I have all these dates in my memory;
since it was on the day of your departure for Chartres, that
1 became sensible of the love I felt for the Savinienne. 1 re-
member the fine farcwell we gave you on the highway. We
hpd our canes and our ribbons, and we followed you in two
lines, stopping at every step to driuk your health. The-
rouleur had your cane and bundle on his shoulder. It was L
who led the songs of farewell, to which all our pays replied
in chorns. The solemnity of that ceremony, which is 80 ho.
nourable to those to whom it is decreed, and of which I was
proud to see you the hero, gave me enthuriasm and courage.
1 embraced yon without weakness, and I returned to the city
with the escort, singing all the way, and not thinking of the
isolation to whick I should be reduced, far from the friend
who had instructed and protected me. I thipk I must have
been somewhat excited by our ‘requent libations, to which
T bad not been accustomed, and fear | never shall be. When
the fumes of the wine were dissipatgd, aud I found myself
without you at the mother’s, inder the mantel piece, while
our brathers continued their fote around the table, I fell into
a profound sadness. I resisted my grief for & long while;
but I could not master it, and I burst into tears. The
amnother was near me, busy preparing sappet for the compa-
mnions. She was moved at seeing me weep; and pressing my
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fiead between her hands, in the same way that she caresses
ber children: “Poor little Nantais,” said she to me, “you
have the best heart. When the others lose a friend, they do
nothing but ring and drink until®they have no more voide,
and can’t steady themaelves on their legs. You have a
woman’s heart, and the wife you will one day have will be
well Joved. In the meanwhile, take courage, my poor child,
you are not abandoned. All your pays love you, because you
are & good fellow and a good workman. Your father Savinien
says, he would wish to have a son just like you. And, as to
me, I am your mother, do you understand? not only as I am,
of all the cornpanions, but like her who bronght you into the
world. You will confide to me all your troubles, you will
tell me all your sorrows, and I will try to aseist and ¢o con-
-sole you."”

¢Speaking thus, that good woman kissed me on the head,
and 1 felt a tear from her' beautilul black eyes fall upon my
brow. 1 sball never forget that if 1 live as long as the Wan-
dering Jew, I felt my heart melt with tenderness for her,
and, I cunfess to you, that the rest of the day I hardly thought
again of you. [ had my eyes contantly upon the SaVinienne.
1 followed every one of her steps. She allowed me to help
her in her honaehold cares, and honest Savinien said, on

.8eeing me at work,  How obliging the boy is | what a good
child ! what a heart he hag!” Savinien did not imagine
that from’that day 1 was his rival, in love with his wife.

‘He never imagined it; and the more in love I was, the
more confidence he had. He who was fifty, doubtless could
could not think that a child like me wonld bave other eyes
for the Savinienne than those of a son. But he forgot that
the Suvinienue wmight have been his daughter, and thas she
could not have been my mother. That dear mother saw
clearly the state of my heart. 1 never dared to tell her; T
felt indeed that it would have been culdable, sinde Saviaien
was 80 good to me. And then I knew how honest .she ‘was.
There was not a single companion, ever. amopg the boldest,
who would have hazarded any want of respect towards her,
«oven in his cups. But I had uo need of words ; my eyes told
ber my attachment in spite of me. Hardly had 1 finished
my day’s work, when I ramto the mother's, aud always reached
there first. I had a love and care for her children, like
those of & woman who had nursed them. At that time she
was weaning her boy. She Was ill, and his cries prevemted
her from sleeping.” She did not wish to trust him to the
maid-servant, because Fanchon slept soundly, and would have
taken but poor care of him, in spite of her good will. She
permitted me to take the child into my bed at night. I could
not close my eyes ;- but I was happy to tend him, and to walk
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about the chamber with him in my arms, while I sang to
him the song of the hen that lays silver eggs for pret

children. This lasted two months. The mother was cured,
and the little one had become accustomed, to sleep quietly
with me. When she wished to take him back again, he was
not willing to leave me, and he slept in my arms all the time
1 remained here. I believe there cannot be a more tender
bond than that of a woman with the person who loves her
child and is loved byit. The Savinienne and I were like
brother and sister. When she spoke to me, when she looked
at me, the sweetness of Paradise was in ber voice and in her
eyes, and I cared for nothing, though there was by our side
some one who might have occasioned a great deal of anxiety
to Savinien and to me, That was Romanet le Bon-soutien,
now dignitary. What a good heart! What a brave com-
panion is he aleo! He loved the Savinienne as 1 love her,
and 1 really believe he will love her all his life. At that
time, Savinien's affairs Were quite embarrassed. He had
oredit, but no money ; and he was oblized every year to pay
a part of what he had borrowed on his word when he pur-
chared the establishment. And as he did not make much
profit (he was too honest for that), he anticipated with fear
the moment when he should be obliged to give up his inn to
another. IfI had had anything, huw happy, | should have
been to help him { But then I owned nothing more than the
clothes I had on my back; and my earnings were hardly
enough to discharge my debt to Savinien, who had fed and
lodged me gratis in the beginning. Romanet le Bon-soutien
wasin a better position. He was rich. 1le had.an inheritance
worth several thousand crowns. He sold it, and placed the
proceeds in Savinien’s hands, without being willing to accept
obligations or receive interest, telling him that he might
repay him in ten jyears it ho could not do better. 1 am
willing t6 suppose that he acted thus from friendghip to
Savinien ; but, without dhﬁming his good heart, it'is easy
to guess, that his feeling to the Savinienne had a great
deal to do with the pleasure he topk in performing this good
action, The honest young man was only the more timid with
her, and, like me, he would have considered it a crime to fail
in the duty of friendship to her huiband. Therefore we
both loved ber, and she treated us both like her best friends,
But Romanet, restrained by modesty in consequence of the
service he had rendered, and living in the city, did not see
her so frequently as I did. In fine, from whatever causes,
the mother had a marked preference for me, She venerated
Bon-soutien as an angel, but she cherished me as her child ;
and there were not on the earth four persons more united
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and #m happy than Savinien, his wife, Bon-soutien, ln:l
m

',‘.l;ut the time at last came when I was obliged to depart.
The repairs on the Prefecture were finished, and work would
soon be wanting for the number of journeymen assembled at
Blois. Some young companions arrived ; it was the duty of
those of their grade who had been longest in the place to
make room for them. 1 was of the number. It was deter-
mined to give us a farewell, and direct us towards Poitiers.

¢ Then I discovered the atrength of my feelings. I was as
if crazy, and the grief I experienced, showed more to the
Savinienne than I should have been willing to tell her. She
‘gave me strength to obey the devoir by speaking to me of her

onour and my own; and in that exhortation, words were
inteychanged which we could mot take back after havi
uttered them. At last, I departed gith a broken heart, an
T have never been able to love or (¥look at any other woman
than the Savinienne. I am still as.pure at this day as I was
when I left Blois, and when the Savinienne kissed my fore.
head under the mantel-piece.’

ierre, moved by the recital "of this simple and virtuous

ion, promised his friend that he would help him in his

ve, and that he would not leave Blois without having dis-

covered the Savinienne's intentions, and raised the veil which
concgaled the Corinthian's destiny.

CHAPTER XIIL

It was on the next day, a Surday of conrse, that all the com.
panions and affiliates of the devoir of liberty. of Blois em-
ployed their time in deliberating op the matter of the com-
petition. The hall consecrated to their meetings having been
given up to the masons for necessary repsirs, they assembled
on that day in the Savinienne’s barn. All the members took
their seats without ceremeny npon bundles of straw. The
dlgmtny had a chai}, and before him a writing table, around
which were seated the secretary and the elders. Pierre would
bave wished to complete his' business and depart during the
morning. But, besides that the rouleur’s warning was only
too true, and that he could net find a single good workman
who was not interested in the competition, he looked upon it
a8 a duty to reply to the call whioh symmoned him. When
the piece for competition had been proposed, and they were
about to prowed to the election of those who were to work
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upon it, he requested leave to speak, in order that Le might
retire afterwards, It was granted him; and in spite of the
agitation occasionied by the principal business, they were dis-
posed to listen to him attentively. Iach one wus cwrious to
know what a companion so generally esteemed could allege
againet 8o glorious and so holy an enterprire as the combat
with the devorants. Pierre began to speak. Ie first demon-
strated that victory was always doubtful ; that the most up-
right and the best composed jury might be deceived; that in
matters of art there were no incontestable decisions ; that the
public itself was often deceived by a tendency to bud faste,
and that the triumph of an artist was never ackmowledged by
his rivals; that thua the honour which the society wished to
attribute to the competition and the glory it fluttered itself
wWould be derived from it, were only illusion and deception.

He spoke also of the exgenses which would be incurred for
this competition. A certfln number of competitors were to
be deprived of work. 1t was mnecessary to empport them
during the time, and afterwards to indemuify them from the
common fund. It was also necessary to rupport and pay,
during the five or six months employed in the eompletion of
the master-piece, the keepers intended as guards for the com-
petitors. These were cxpenses which would certiinly keep
the society in debt for several years. Pierre proved his assers
tions by figures. DBut he was interrupted I'v murmurs.
There were there some irritable relfloves which could not
bear to have a doubt cast upon their scientific and artistic
capacity. As happens in every assembly, whatever be its
clements and its uhject, those hot and vain heads led all, and
succeeded in persuading all that the only hnsiness was to ad-
mire them and procure triumphs for them, When Picrre
Huguenin ashed :— .

¢ What good will it do the socitty to have half-a.dozen of its
members spend six months upon a ruinous gew-gaw, upon a
monument destined to perpetuate the remembiance of our
folly and our vanity ¥

hey replied :— ¢

¢ If the society chooses to incur the expense, what is it to
you?t It you do not wish to bear your part, thunk the
society ;* you are fres, you have finished your tour of France.”

And Pierre had much diflicalty in making them under-
stand that, if he were rich, he would have preferred taking
the whole expense upon himself rather than allow the society

# To thank the socicty, is to retire from it so far as to have no more
part in its expenscs, 1ts enterprises, or its profits. The person is still
Dbound iu heart, but is under no obligation towards it except in conseiences
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to ruin iteelf, to incur a debt which would cripple it for
twenty years perbaps.

¢ The society will impnse all privations upon itself if need
be, they replied. ¢Honour is more precious to it than
riches. "Let us bring ddwn the pride of the devorants; prove
to them that we alone dnderstand the trade ; compel them to
yield the place to us, and then you will see that no one will
complain.’ .

¢ 1t is not you who will complain,’ said Pierre Huguenin to

. this observation from one of the most excited aspirers to the
competition ; ¢ you who will acquire all the honour of the
combat if you succeed, and who, even in case of defeat, will
be indemnitied "and recompenggd for your labour by the
socicty. DBut all those young affiliates who, hereafter, shall
come to admire in your halls of study the master-piece of your
competition, will they be indemnified by the sight of that
trophy, for the lessons which will be'wauting and the advances
which cannot be made to them?  As to myself, I approve the
principle of cmulation ; but on condition that the glory of
prome does not impoverish others, and that scholars do not pay
to remain scholars, while proclaiming the glory of the masters
of the art.

Thewe good reasons began to take effec® upon the most dis-
interested. Pierre Huguenin endeavoured tv dissuade them
from their ambitious design by reaxons not more positive,
but more broad. lle yielded to the feelings und the ideas
which had loug fermented in his heart, while demonstrating
the moral wrong which such struggles caused to the societies
on both sides.

¢Do we not cdimmit n great injnstice,’ said he to them,
¢ when we ray to men who are as indnstrious and needy as
ourselves :—This city cannot contain us all, and engble us to
live according to our pride or our ambition ; lot ustry it by
lot, or at least measure our strength; let the most skilful
prewil, and the conquered depart with naked feet upon the
painful path of life, in order to seek a bampen corner whither
our pride disdains to pursue them? Wi{jl you say that the
world is large enough, and that there is work everywhere ?
Yes, there is everywhere ;room and resources for men who
help each other.  There are not these—no, the universe is not
spacious enouyrh for men who wish to isolate themselves, or to
disperse into inimical and%ealous groups. Do you not seo
the world of the rich? Have you never asked yourselves by
what right they are born happy, and for what crime you live
and die in poverty? why they enjoy in repose, while you la-
bour in pain? What does this mean? The priests will tell
you that God wills it 80 ; but are you very sure’that God does
really will it 80?2 You answer no, do you not ? You are suré
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of the contrary; otherwise you would be impious idolators,
and you would believe in a more wicked than the devil,
an enemy of justice and of the human race. Well! do you
wish me to tell you how riches are established and how
poverty is perpetuated? By the ekilfulness of some, and the
simplicity of others, On this account the simple have ao-
knowledged their defeat and their exclusion irom all riches
and all honours; for the skilful have proved to them that it
ought to be so. And now there have been such hosts of sims
g}o ones, and you and your fathers have been forced to work
r the rich without complaint and without being wearied.
You consider this very unjust. From morning to night I hear
this said, and I say so myself. That which you consider un-
Just towards yourselves, would you then think it just to make
ot!lgrl ok te of fate, tted to
ometimes, in apite o , you are permitte
from your povertyl;’ but on what ggnditions? You must K:
very industriouns, very ering, and perhaps very selfish.
You must raise yourselt by the gain, the avarice, the severity
of lahour beyond your fellows ; for who are those among us
succeed in amassing any property and establishing them-
selves? Those only who have an inheritance, or a superior
us. 1 know the yespect which is due to intelligenge; but
0 you consider it very just, very generous, that a man should
be orushed by poverty and die on a dunghill, because God has
not granted to him so muck mind or health as to ydu? What
is the sptrit of our socigty? what is its cause, ita object? The
neoeasity of employing the intelligence and the courage of
3‘“ to stimulate and correct the ignorance or the weakness
others ; and for this it is necessary to sustain and assist
them with our gains, that is, with our labour, until they have
profited by our lessons and acknowledge the necessity of
working without sparing themselves. The thought which
instituted the devoir of liberty, and, permit me to tell you,
the thought which instituted the different devoirs of, the
companionship, is therefore great, moral, and according to the
designs of Solomorl. Well! that which you do when you
labour to excel a suciety is entirely o})posed to that august
thought, to those supreme designs. 1f the labourers of the
Temple thought it necessary to divide themselves into dif-
ferent tribes under the direction of several chiefs, the reason
is bacause it was their mission tq traverse the world by dife

® Solomon was then to the companions, and will still long be, to s great
number, an 1deal being, a kind of fetish to whomp all perfections, all
powers, are attributed, His name is almost equivalent to that of the
Eternal, and Piegre Huguenin was obliged to make use of it in order to
give more authority to hus religious {nvocation,
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ferent roads, in order, to carry to several poiuts at once the
light and the vlvmh‘gu of industry. Be sure that the chil-
dren of Jacgues and those of Soubise are, as well as ourselves,
the children of the great Solomon.’ .

A murmur of disapprobation almost interrupted 1'Ami-du- .
trait. He heatened to resume, with address, for some allegory *
was necessary for minds less enlightened than his own—

¢ They are misguided children, rebellious children, if %ou
will. In their long and painful pilgrimage, they have for~
gottan the wise lal:vs and even the august name og thﬁir ftt::r.

ues was perhaps an impospr who corrupted their j
mseo:t and made himself a prophet in order to steal the wo{\hF
of the true master ; and this is why they feel o much ani.
mosity towards us; thjs is why they provoke and maltreat ns
with 8o much fanaticism, endeavouring to isolate themselves
from us and to dispute with us the right to labour, the sacred
inheritance of all companiops. Will you then imifhte their

* example ; and, because they are blind and inhuman, will you
act like them? Will you lift the gauntlet of combat? Oh,
my pays! Oh, my brothers! Recal p great lesson which
Solomon has given us. Two moshers contended for a child;
he commanded that it should be cut in twain, and that
each should carry awhy half. The false mother saccepted
the division, the true mother cried out that it should be given
whole to her rival. This apologue ilathe emblem of our
destiny. Those of us who require the division of the earth.
and of work are void of heart, and do not think that the por-
tion divided by the sword of hatred will be -but a corpse in
their hands.” .

Pierre spoke to them still a long while. I know not if h
bore in his bosom the revelation of a time and a society in
which the principle of individual liberty could be reconciled
with the rights of all. Iknow that hisintelligent brain could
be elevated to this conception, such as it has now entered
into the hearts and minds of the elect; but it must be
remarked that, at this epoch, the principal of Ssint-Simonism
(the first of the modern doctrines which became in any.degree
popular under the reigp of the Bourbons) Bad not yet been
developed. The germs of a_social and religions philosophy
were hidden in secret councils, or showed themselves only in
the medititions of political economists. Probably Pierre
Huguenin hu! never heard of them; but ap upriqht and
somewhat cultivated mind, an ardent soul, a poetic imagina-
tion, made of him a mysterious and singular being, quite
similar to those inspired shepherds who are born according to
the old traditions, with the spirit of prophecy. One might
have gaid, with the Savinienne, that he was filled with the
spirit of the Lord; for, in the candour of his enthusiasm, he
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touched upon the most elevated human questions, without
himself knowing what were the veiled heights to which his
dreams had carried bim. This is why his discourses, of
which we can bere give only the rough and dry substance, had
an evangelical character of which the effect was great upon
simple minds, and still virgin imaginations. He advised them
to attempt, instead of ‘a doubtful combat, an honourable
fwe. he devorants, tired of quarreling, began to soften.
. 1t would perhaps be edsier than was thought, to induce them
to recognise the right of the children of Solomon. Why, if
the latter could listen to fkson, and understand justice,
should not the devorants do the same? Were they not men?
and, at the risk 'of not being listened to ought not the attempt
to be made to bring them back to humane sentiments, rather
than embitter their hatred by a chalienge ofwelflove? In
fine woulgd there not be still time to resume the competition,
when it was absolutely demonstrated to be the only means of
avoiding new conflicts? But what should not be uudertaken
before abandoning the chances of peace ahd alliunce? Iad
they acted in this spirit? Far contrary, they had thought
only of returning insult for imsult, bravado for bravado. They
, in mere gaiety of heart, thrown themeelves into 3 thou-
sand dangers which could easily bave been avoided in the be-
ginning by more calmness and diznity. Had they not that
wery morning also prevoked the Drilles carpenters, by singing
songs of war and curses before their workshops! I'ierre had
been a witness of this fact, 1Ie censured it with earnestness,
with sorrow. ¢ You pride yourscives on being the lords, the
patricians of the tour of France,” aaid he to them ; ¢have
therefore, at least, the noble mauners which are proper when
one esteems himeelf superior to the rest of men.’

‘When he ceaced speaking, there wus a long silence. The
things which he had said were fo new and so strange, that hie
hearers had thought they were dreaniug in another life, and
they required some time to recognise themselves in the
shadows of this world.

But, by degreeg, the restrained passions recovered their
sway. Their reign was not yet ended ;gand the workmen had
retained, of the great principlp of fraternal equality pro-
claimed by the French revalution, only a motto ipstead of o
faith, a few glorious and profound words, already as myste-
rious to them a8 the rites of the companionship.  Murmaurs
soon succeeded to the mute acquiescence of a few, to the dee;
stupor of the greater number; and those whose hearts lug
involuntarily ghrilled, blushed quite as soon at having fult that
emotion, or baving allowed it to appear. At last one of the
most excited spoke. ‘ That is a fine discourse,’ said he, ‘and a
better permon than a curate could have preached from his
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pulpit. If all the merit of a companion is to know books and
to rpeak like them, honour to you, pays Villepreux 1’Ami-du-
trait. You know more than all of us, and if you had to do
with women, perhaps you would make them weep. But we
are men, children of Solomon ; and if the glory of a compa-
nion of the devoir of liberty is to support his seciety, to-
devote himself body and goul for it, to repel insults, to make
a rampart for it of his breast, shame to you, pays Villepreux I
for you have spoken hadly, and you would deserve to be repri-
manded. How then! We bave listened to the councils of
cowardly prudence and fecl no ifdignation ! We have been
told that we ought to ahjure our honour, forget the murder of
our brothers, present our cheek to blows, erase our name
from the tour of France, apparently, and we have listened to
it all with patience ! You see well, pays Villepreux, that we
are gentle and moderate a8 men can be. You see that we
have the respect of the devoir, and the fraternity of the com-
panionship strong in onr hearts, since we have not silenced
vou as a madman, or thrown you out hence as a falgg brother.

ou have ro line a reputation, and have been invested with
snch eminent dignities by the society, that we peraist in be-
lieviny your intentions pood and your heart upright. But
your mind bas been misled by books, and this should be a
warning to all who bave heard yon. Who knows too much
of them. does not. know enongh; and whoever learns many
u-cless things, runs the risk of forgetting the most necessary,
the most sucred.”

‘Other orators, more vehement still, testified even greater
indignation, and soon a violent discussion arose against Pierre
Hupguenin. e replied calmmly; he bore their accusatiouns,
cheir reprouches, and threats, with the resignation of a martyr
and the firmness of a stoie. e said many excellent things,
varying his arguments, and adapting his figures of speech to
the powers of those who addrested him. But he saw with
sorrow that the small number of his adherents diminished
more and wore, and he expected public insults : for the meet-
ing was in a state of entire confusion, and trpth had no longer
any power over these hardened or excited minds. At last the

*dignitary, after many usoless yffurts, obtained silance, and un-
dertook to defend Pierre Huguen@'s intentions,

‘1 know him too well to Goubt hin®, said he; ‘and if a
puspicion against his honour cMuld enter my mind, I believe
in an instant afterwards 1 should ask his pardon for it on my
knees, Therc will therefore be no reprimands here except for
those who should permit themselves to insult him. Upon all
points he has spoken uccording to his conscience, and upon
many my sentiments agree with his,  Still I believe that his
ideas are not applicable at this moment ; this is why I propose
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to go forward ; but I ask, once for all, that due respect be paid
to liberty of opinions, and that they be opposed without bit-
terness and without brutality. Be consoled, pays Villepreux,
for the rather violent contradiction you have encountered
here. If you have been mistaken in some things, you have
mevertheless said certain truths which will remain engraved
on’more than one friendly heart, and on mine especially.—
Be sure that some will remain, even in the minds of the most
excited. Perhaps the ideas of peace and general union
which you have boldly ’pmlnimed will be freely listened to in
happier days. I myself think that you have spoken well, afid
that you have not been corrupted by the knowledge of books.
You are free to retire, if the discussion of our irfterests, as
we understand them at the moment, wounds your faith; but
we request you not to leave the city before the crisis in which
‘we are now has changed its aspect. If it were necessary to
enter into fresh combatsand if the society should order you
to march, we know that you would behave like a bravesoldier
of the of Solemon.’

Pierre ‘bowed in sign of respect and submission. He re-
tired, and the Corinthian followed him. ¢ Brother, said this
noble young man'to him, ‘do not be humiliated, do not be
sad, ] zeseeoh you; what the dignitary has just said is very
trué : Your words have found their echo im hearts which

Pthizo with yours.’

‘1l am not humiliated,’ replied I’Ami-du-trait, *and your
sympathy alone would be enough to recompense me for
anger of the others. But I am anxious, I confess, and for an
entirely personal matter. The dignitary has in some sort
ordered me to remain here. 1 understand the delicacy of his
intentions; he sees that many will accuse me of & want of
courage at the hour of conflict, and he gives me an oppor-
tunity to reinstate myself in their eyes: but I am not
anxious for that barbarous honour, and shall accept it with
sorrow. A not less important reason makes me regret having
renewed my connexion with ghe society. I gave my word of
honour to my father to return in three days, and he has given
his to resume work to-morrow. He cannot do it without me,
He is ill, and perhaps more seriously 8o since my departure..
He is of an excitable temjiirament, of a scrupulous loyalty.
At this hour he expe®ts me on the road, and I think I see
him tormented by unoertainty, by impatience, by fear. Poor
father ! he had so much faith in the promise I made to him !
And T must fail to fulfil it I

¢ Pierre,’ replied the Corinthian, ‘I feel that.you are be-
" tween two duties : the (holy duty of liberty and filial duty,

whioh is not Jeas sacred. You must divide your burden. I
wish to take half of it. You will remain Here to obey the
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laws of the society, and I will go to your father, I will in-
vent some pretext to excuse you, and I will go to work in
your place. An hour's attention will be enough for meg to
receive your instructions. I know how yon demonstrate, and
ou know how I listen. Come into the garden; before night

iwﬂl be on the road. I will sleep at Jambéde-bois’, and
before daylight will take the diligence which there.
To-morrow evening I will be at your father's, the next day
morning in ghe chapel of your old chateau. Thus everything
will be arranged, and your mind will be easy,’”

< Dear Amaury,’ replied Pierre Huguenin, ‘I expected no-
thin%less from your friendship and from a heart like yours;
but T cannot acoept your devotedness. It is probable that
the competition will take place, and I neither ought nor wish
to make you lose the opportunity of becoming known and.ac-
quiring glory. It is not because you are my pupil, but 1 am
certain that you are the most able of those who will -be pre-
sented for the competition. If you do not earry off the prize
of the golden compass, at least you will give such proofs of
talent that you will be spoken of on the tour of France. Such
opportunities offer but seldom, and they often decide the whole
future of a workman. Please God 1 will .not make you lose
that which may present ifself to-morrow !’

¢And I, I wi Eto lose it,” replied the Corinthian, ‘and I
will lose it af’any event. You must think me very con.
tracted if you believe that my ideas and my feelings have
not advanced since this morning. I have opened my eyes,
brother; and I am no longer the blind and rude nt:
who yesterday listened to yon with stupor upon the road
Blois. The words.which you‘uttered bgfore the assembly have
fallen into my heart like good seed into a fertile furrow. It
seemed to me that a cloud rose from the earth between us, and
that [ had hitherto'loved you throughea veil. “Yes, my friend,
you had seemed to me nothing more than a well taught, hon-
est, and good companion. At present I see well that you are
::re th‘ngr;l that, niore than a m‘nk;nm, more “t;mn a man el

pe. at am 1 going to say represented to myself the
Ohrist, that son of a carpenter, poor, o%wnro,'wmdmng upon
the earth, and talking to wretched workmen like ourselves,
without money, almost without bread, without education
(it is thus he has been represenfed to us) I remembered
what is related of his’ bunfz, of his youth, of his gentleness, of
the precepts of wisdom and ébarity which he explained, as
you have done to-day, in parables. I do not wish to wound
your modesty, Pierre, by com mng you to him whom some
call God ; but I said o m, : If the Christ should again
come among us, and should pass before this house, what would
he do? He wouldyses tho Bavinienne on the threshold, with
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her charming manner amd her twosbeautiful children, and
be would bless them. And then the Savinienne would
beseech him to enter ; she would wash his dusty and burning
feut, and she would shelter her little ones in the folds of the
Saviour's robe while she went to seek the purest water to
-assuage his thirst. And during this time, the carpenter’s son
question. the children, and he would learn from them

that there are there, in the barn, some men who are talking
and oconcerting, Mhen the divine man woyld wish to
know the hearts of his brothers, of his sons, the poor
workmen. He would enter the barn, and would not
disdsin to seat himaelf, like us, upon a bundle of straw, he
who was born @pon the straw of a stable; then he would
And while I was dreaming thus, 1 depicted to myself

the beautiful face of Jesus, attentive and smiling, and hia
beautiful eyes fixed upon you with-an expression of gentleness
snd emotion.—And when you had finished speaking (for this,
, was not a simple supposition of my mind ; it was like

& vision before my eyes), when you had finished speaking, I
saw him approach, bend over you, and say to you, laying his
hands on you, what he said to the poor men of the people
whom he made his disciples : “ Come with me, leave your nets
and follow me? I wish to make you a fisher of men.” And it
seemed to me that a great light shone from g: brow of the
Christ, and enveloped you in its rays. Then "said to myself :
Pierre is an apostle; why did I not know it? He prophesies ;
::{ have I not understood him? And I also, I rose with a
which consumed me, I was about to cry out: O Christ {
take me -with my brother; I am not worthy to unlkoose the
Iatohets of thy shoes, hut I will listen to thee, and will gather
the crumbs which fall from thy table. Then the companions
became excited, They contradicted you, they blamed you.
My vision was effacedy but there remained as it were a
trembling in my whole body; 1 had great difficulty in re-
itninipg myself; I was ready to weep, as at the time when
the Savinienne, that pious woman who loves Gtod so much,
without loving the priests, used to read to me, with her
Jweet voiee, the Holy Scriptures, in an old Bible that has been
n her family two or three huudred years. Therefore I shall
er be impious ; and, even i others langh at me, I shall
nover laugh at Jesus, the carpenter’s son. Whether he be
‘God or not, whether he was,entirely dead or rose again, 1
cannot examine that, and do mnot trouble myself about it.
“There are even some who say that he never existed. I, I say
+hat it is im omible he should not have existed; and I am
more sure of it sinoe I have understood what you think and
what you wish to make others understand. Why should you
foo the first workman who has bad such idegs? T cannot cone



OF THE TOUR OF FRANCE. 95

ceive now how I myself have not had them sooner; and I ssy
o myself that you would not have had them, if men or
a‘ods like Jesus had not spread them abroad in the world.

'his is why I no longer wish to listen to any other than yeu;
1 do not wish to act, # think, to work, not even to love, un-
less you say to me: That i8 good, that is just. And I will
never leave you again—except that I will leave you this
evening, but that is to go and wait for you at your fatherw.
You see that I no longer think of compefition, of ﬂgy, of
master-pieces—we have a very different thing to do, isto
work without injuring others, without humiliating them,
without quarrelling with them for what belongs to them as
well as to us” .

The Savinienne, anxious at seeing Pierro and Amaury leave
the meeting and enter the garden in earnest eonversation, had®
followed them. By degrees, she had approached ; and resti
upon the back ot their bench, she listened to them. Pierre
saw her clearly, but he was happy to have her hear the
Corinthian's elevated talk, and he was careful not to betray
her presence. Whenh the Corinthian ceased, the Savinienne
said to him, with a sigh, ‘I wish Savinien was still here to
listen to you ; but I lml];” that in heaven he sees and blesses
z:n_.. _Corinthian, you have a heart and a mind, such as I

vapever known—if not in my poor Savinien ; but he had a

t-many thi to learn, and, as is said, truth comes :from
the moygh of ‘children.’

" Pierre smiled with joy, on seetng that the Savinienne ap-
preciated the Corinthian. He saw the blushes and the tran-
sport of his friend, when the mother extended her hand to
him, saying, ¢ It is for life and death between us, as regards
esteem, my son Amaury,’ . .

¢And friendship? cried the young man, emboldened and
agitated at the same time.

¢ Friendship means one thing between men, and another
betweon men and women,’ replied she naively, ¢ You . have
mine, a8 if we were two men or two women.’

Amaury did not answer. The black dress of the widow im«
{)osed gilence on him. She withdrew, and Pierre resumed,

ooking at his friend, who followed her with his eyes. ¢And
now, brother, do you still wish to go? Are you not retained
here by something more dear and more important than

810 ? '

‘r\{'hm I on the eve of becoming her husband,’ replied the
Corinthian, ‘I would still go to save your honour. But we
are not in that position, I cannot remain here. I do mot
know where I can find strength not to say what I think; and
that which, I think, 8 woman in mourning ought not to hear.
1 should fail in my duty to myulf,inmysutytothomemory
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of Bavinien; I should lose the Savinienne's esteem, and all
this in spite of myself. Make me go, Pierre; you will do a
service to me, even more than yo A

Pierre folt that his friend was right. ¢ Well, as for myself,
I acoept,’ said he, ‘bué I doubt if the society will consent.
In the excess of your M‘:{f ou forget that if the com-
petition takes place, they ve more need of you than
of any other, and will not permit you to depart thus. What-
ever may be the®result of our differences with the devoir,
your ptesened 1ce hege ia considered as necessary, since you were

snmmoned.
¢Pjerre, Pierre " cried theCorinthian with sadness, ‘have
you already forgptten, then, what you said to me yesterday
upon the road? Are you not disgusted with that n‘;roement,
-'wﬁch subjects ua to the caprices and prejudices of ignorant
and violent men? We owe to them assistance, when they are
in misfortune or danger; for they are our brothers. But
when they are intoxicated with pride or vengeance, do we
owe to them a blind submission? No ! for me, that dream
is effaced, and just now, when I saw them turn against you,
I considered them 80 culpable thut the bonds of sworn af-
feotion were broken in my heart in spite of me. Come, lot us
back to the meeting. I will ask them to let me go, tell
ﬁm they must not depend on me for the competition ; and,
if they refuse me, I will thank the sociefy, resume my

liberty'—

*You have no right to*do so before God. lﬂnled or
c'nlftp,lc. they are our brothers. Their situation is painfal
and perilous. We are not in numbers here, and our enemies
are the stronger, the more arrogant. If they persist in
wishing o drive us from Blois by violence, it is certainly
better to come to the. 4sipl of competition than to that of
strength. Let u;. th be patient. I shall know how
to be resigned. If, in ote way or the other, my honour must
be compromgised, 1 will sacrifice my own interests to those of
others ; and, if wy father condemns me, my conscience will
absolve me.’
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. CHAPTER XIII

wWeer the business of the meeting was leted, the gavots
took their seats at the table. o competition was decided
upon, and the Corinthian was among the Ymber of com
titors elected. This news caused him an emotion in which
joy bad a larger share than regret, it must be oonfessed.
A{though sincere in his devotedness to Pierré Huguenin, and
in his virtuous resolutions with re, to the Bavinienne, his
young heart thrilled, in spite of him, at the idea of passing
several months near her whom he loved, and of being ac-
quitted, by the will of destiny, of what would have
wrong under other circumstances. It must also be said that
the Corinthian had already more than once felt the excite-
ment of ambition. He had too much talent not to be some-
what sensible to glory; and if, in a movement of generous
enthusiasm, he returned to the evangelical ideas which the
pious Bavinienne had instilled, very soon afterwards the
seductions of art and of fame resumed their natural dominion
over that artist and child.like soul, candid, ardemt, and
ehangeable a8 the light clouds of a beautiful morning sky.
He endeavoured to receive the news of his election with a
disdainful resignation. But, in spite of himself, the conta-
gious gaiety of his companions restored, by degrees, the roses
of his complexion, and the aspect of the Savinienne filled his
heart with a hope full of sgitations and conflicts. His voice
did not mingle with the cheerful jests of the table ; but there
was in his gravity an expression of serious and. profound joy,
which did not escape Pierre. From time to time the eyes of
the amiable Corinthian seemed to ask for mercy of his austere
friend ; then they were involuntary turned towards the
Bavinienne, and a cloud of passionate deliglt immediately
-obscured them., ¢ Take care of yourself, thy child I' eaid
Pierre to_him, while the noise of the guests covered their
voices. Do not forget that jhst now you wished to depart
in order to fly from the danger. Now that you must brave
it, do not be rash.’ .
‘Do you not see that my hand trembles as it holds my
lags ' replied the Corinthian. I am more to be pitied than
ed. I feel that fate is more powerful than I, and I pray.
g:d;that be may give me some of your strength to sustain
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At this moment several of the *ung men of the society
returned from a walk they had taken about the city, since
the meeting. They related that they had seen a great foast
of the drille carpenters in a wineshop. On passing before
the door they bad cast a glance into their hall, and had re-
marked soldiers at table with them. The watrsonge of the
devorants had struck their ears :

«* Gavot abominable,
Mille fois detestable,
Pour toi plus de pitie,” &c.®

Then one of those yonng gavots, transported with indigna.
tion, had advanced to the threshold of the wineshop, and
written over the door, with his white chalk: ‘ Cowards !
cowards !’

This action of an insane bravery had the luck not to be
remarked by any of the persons in the hall. The guests were
apparently too much absorbed by the pleasures of the table,
and those who served them too busy to observe what passed
before their eyes. The other gavots did not wait for this
rash inscription to attract notice; they did not even take
time to rub it out. Seeing that Marseillais le Resolu (this
was the name of their young companion) was about to rush
into the den of lions, like a martyr of the earlier ages, they
saved him from certain death by throwing themselves upon
him, and dragging him away almost by force. They related
what he had done,—giving praise to his courage, but blaming
hisimprudence. The dignitary united with them in reproach-
ing him for not having repressed & movement of anger which

ht occasion new disasters to the society. *May Heaven
grant,’ said he, “ that blood will not be needed to efface what
you have written I’

Towards the close of supper they talked of the piece pro-
posed for competition. 1t was to be the model of a pulpit,
which should unite all the qualities of science and all the
beauties of art. Pierre, submitting to the decision which
bad been adopted, gave his advice without pride and without
affectation, All dissension was forgotten between him and
his companions. The ambitiaus ones with whom he had
clashed, having nothing more to fear from his opposition, did
not blush to listen to him; for he discoursed upon his art
with an incontestable superiority. Already the gavots in-
dulged in flattering dreams ; they thought themselves sure of
viotory, and the beautiful master-piece rose as a gigantic monus

* Abominable Gavot,
‘Thousand-fold detestable,
For thee no more pity, &c.
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hent in their imaginations, excited by the fumes of ‘
when violent blows shook the doors of the inn. ¢ Who eca]nor{;
be that announces himself so brutally  said thé dignitary,
rising. *Certainly not one of our brothers.’

¢ Let us open, nevertheless,’ replied the companions. *We
shall see if any one will enter our house without saluting us.”

¢Do not open,’ cried the maid-servant, who had looked
from the upper windows. ¢ They are not friends. They are
armed. They come with bad intentions.®

¢It is the carpenters of father Soubise,” said a companion
who had looked through the keyhole; “let us open®! Itis a
deputation who wish to parley.’

$No, no! said little Manette, quite frightened; ¢there
are great ugly men with moustaches. They are robbers.
And she ran to take refuge in the arms of her mother, who
became pule, and instinctively pressed behind the Corinthian’s

air.

¢Well ! let us open, nevertheless,’ cried the companions;
¢if they are enemies, they will find somebody to talk to.’

¢ Oue moment !’ said the dignitary. *Let us run and get
g:r canes to receive them. We do not know what may

en.’

&Ee blows ceased tosbake the door; but threatening voices
rose without. They sang a verse of the savage song of the
sixteenth century :

¢ Tous ces Gavots infames
Iront dans les enfers
Bruler dedans les lammes
Comme des Lucifergf’*

The companions roso tumultuously. Bome wished to de-
fend the door, which those without gain attempted to buret,
while others collected the weapons, But befure they had
tfme, a window was broken, the door flew into pieces, and
the carpenters rushed into the hall with horrid shouts, Then
succeeded a scene of fury and confusion which it is impoasible
to describe. Each armed himself with what was nearest his
hand. To the terrible ironshod canes of the devorants, and
the sabres of the soldiers of ¢he garrison, several of whom had
&w&ddﬂ;’o‘ms;lvg to be drawn in(;o t;hef ranks of tl;e b?;nllls

uer & debauch, the gavote qpposed the fragments of bottles,
with which thteg,ltmck tho?auilanh in the face, the table
under which they overthrew them, the spits which they

# All those infamous Gavots
‘Will go into the hells
‘To burn within the fames
Like s0 many Lucifers,
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used as lances, and with which one of the most vigmu
pinned his adversary to the wall. Their defence was h:siti-
mate : it was obstinate and deadly. Pierre Huguenin at
first thrown himself between the combatants, hoping to make
his voice heard, and prevent the carnage. But he was vio-
lently repulsed, and was soon obliged to think of defendin,

his own life and that of his brothers. The Savinienne rush

R the lt;itis leading ﬂ:‘ her :‘hambar,hand scaled th;m with

e etren and rapidity of a panther, carrying her two
children in her arms.p Sh’e pushed them into the loft, ener-
getically showing them a back passage by which they could
fly towards the granary, and place themselves in eafety.
Then she returned, and full of indignation, of courage and
despair, she re-descended the stair-case and threw herself into
the melee, thinking that the sight of a woman would disarm
the fury of the assailants. But they no longer saw anything,
and struck at random. She received a blow which, doubtless,
'was not intended for her, and fell, bathed in blood, into the
arms of the Corinthian. Until then this young man, struck
with amazement, had fought feebly. It was the first time
he had ever taken part in these horrible dramas, and he ex-

ienced such a disgust that he seemed rather to seek to be
med than to defend himself. When he eaw the Savinienne
wounded, he became furious ; and, like Tasso's young Rinaldo,
he showed that, if he had the beauty of a woman, he had
the strength and intrepidity of a hero. The unfortunate who
had shed some drops of the mother’s precious blood, payed
for it with all his own. He fell with his face heaten in, and
his head crushed, never to rise again.

This terrible expiatory deed turned against the Corinthian
all the efforts of the devorants. Until then, it seemed that
they pitied or despised his youth, and wished to spare him ;
but when they saw him stand, with flaming eyes and bloody
arms, between the fainting mother and the dead body extended
at his feet, there was a general shout, and twenty arms weré
raiged to annihilate him. Pierre had ouly time to spring be-
fore him and make a rampart for him of his body. He
received several wounds, and both would certainly have
perished overwhelmed by numbers, had not the guard, at-
tracted by the noise, entered the lhouse, and with great diffi
culty separated the combatants. Pierre, notwithstanding the
blood he was losing, retained all }is strength and presence of
mind. He carried the Savinienne to her chamber ; and havin,
Jaid her on her bed, he compelled the Corinthian, who
followed him, to take refuge in the loft, in order to avoid
being arrested. He hid him in the straw, brought the chil-
dren, frozen with fear, to their mother’s side, and again de-
soonded to the hall in time to assist some of the companions
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of his devoir to fly. Those most furious in the combat had
been seizod ; they were carried to prison. Others had dis-
in time, leaving their enemies in couflict with the
guard, Pierre had at first the intention of giving himself ap
to the authorities, in order to render public testimony of his
innocence and that of his friends. But when he saw the house
tull of soldiers, the dead and the wounded, he thousht of the
deserted state in which the Savinienne was at this deplorable
crisis, and kept aloof until the guard had retired, bearing the
dead and carrying away the prisoners of both parties, the first
to the hoepital, the last to prison. Then he ordered the maid-
servant to wash away as quickly as poseible, the blood with
which the house was inundated, and he ran to find a physician
for the Savinienne; but his exertions were in vain. There
had been 8o many wounded to succour and transport, that all
ons acquainted with medicine, who could be found, were
usied. e returged quite alarmed; but he found the
Savinienne erect 1iRe the strong woman of the Bible. She
had had herself washed and bound up her wound, which for-
tunately was not serious, and which left only a slight scar upon
her broad and pure brow. She had comforted her children
and put them to bed, and she was helping her servant to res
store order to the house, that important and sacred end to-
wards which tend, without relaxation and without distraction,
all the cares and all the strength of a woman of the people.
Her heart was, nevertheless, tormented by cruel anxieties ; she
did not know what had become of the Corinthian, or which of
her friends had perished. She thought of the pitiless chastise~
ments which the law would inflict, perhaps upon the innocent
as well as ngon the guilty ; and, euffering from this anguish,
pale as death, her heart swollen, her hand trembling, she was
working, in the depth of the night, to recolect the ucattered
ruins of her devastated hearth, without shedding a tear, with«
out uttering a complaint.

When she saw Pierre Huguenin return, she had not courage
enough to question him; but she smiled upon him with &
sublime expression of joy, which seemed t» acoept the great-
est misfortunes in exchange for the safety of a friend like
him. He took her by the hand and hastened with her to the
loft where he had hidden and locked in the Corinthian.
During this forced seclusion, ghe desolate young man, in pr:z
to a thousand anxieties, had at first attempted, at every ri
to re-enter the bouse, in order to learn the fate of his come
panions, and eapecially of the mother. But emotion and
flﬁline had deprived him of the strength n to_force
the doors which Pierre, fearing his im prudence, had barricaded
against him, He was #o exbausted that he almost fainted
on #eeing his mistress and his friend out of danger. They
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examined and bound up his wounds, which were quite serious.
They made for him, with mattresses and coverings, an im-
romptu bed, in a chamber which they also improvised for
im, gy piling up bundles of straw in the barn-loft. 1t was
necessary to keep him concealed ; for he was one of those
most compromised in the matter, and neither Pierre nor the
Savinienne thought it best to trust to the integrity of the
law in distingunishing the aggrieved from the aggressors,

‘When Pierre had thought of everything and exhausted the
remains of his strength, the Savinienne still had to take care
of him. He also was wounded and weakened, and especially
broken in the depths of his soul. What must not suffer, in
fact, shat organization always borne towards the ideal, and in-
cessantly thrown back towards the most brutal renlic{!
‘When he was alone, he felt desperate ; and, remembering the
blows hehad been compelled to inilict, seeing rise before him
all the spectres of sleeplessness and feveg he wished fur death,
and wrung his hands in the excess eﬂ' a horriblo sorrow.
Bleep at last came to his relief, and he remained plunged in
an almost lethargic exhaustion from break of day until night.

The Savinienne rested hardly two or thres hours, She
divided her cares, all the remainder of the day, between her
daughter, whom fear had also rendered ill, the Corinthian,
and 'Ami-du-trait.

The dignitary and those of the companions who had escaped
in time from the scene of combat, came to see and comfort
her. Several of the wounded were out of danger; they con-
ocealed from her, as much as posgible, the agony and death of
some others. But they still feared the result of judicial
search. They had already sent away a companion who, like
Amwmaury, had killed one of the enemies, and they advised
Pierre to fly also with the Corinthian. As snon as tho latter
could walk, that is, on the next night, Pierre conducted him
to the cabin of the Vaudois, to remain until he could take
the diligence and go to Villepreux. The good carpenter hid
him in his garret, and bestowed upon him all the cares of
friendship. He had become a physician himself, as he assert-
ed, in consequence of having had so much to do with physi.
cians. He went to work to upply his medicines, and Pierre,
tranquillized respecting his friend, returned to Blois, deter-
mined not to abandon his captiye brothers, 8o long as his efforts
and his testimony could be of service for their justification
and deliverance.

He was returning, by the early morning light, along the ver-
dant banks of the Loire, in prey to a great sadness, to a deep
disgust. This fatal necessity of maintaining a bitter partisan
warfare against the men of the people, against those children
of paverty and labour whom he piously considered as his bros



OF THE TOUR OF FRANCE. 103

thers, and whom he could have wished, at the cost of his life,
to reconcile and unite in one single family, was for him a re-
morse before God, a8 punishment, a shame in his own eyes.
And yet, what could he do? Had he to reproach him: elf with
baving neglected anything to preserve peace? Had he not
exposed himself to the blame of his own companions, iz wish.
ing to prove to them that the devorants were men like them.
selvea? And now those devorants had bad a fresh attack of
fury, and the gavots, peraecuted for their faith, were cast, for
a long time doubtless, into a fanaticism which had become
necessary for the preservation of their independence, into a
hatred almost legitimate after such outrages?

Pierre waz not sufliciently advanced (though he was perhaps
more &0 than the strongest minds of that epoch) to make a
clear dirtinction between principle and fuct. This ccurageous
acceptunce of truth, this preserving faith in principles, which
enables us to live in the thought of a better future, is gl &
very new notion to #ts, and one the habit of which is witKdif-
ficulty introduced into our uneasy and troubled minds. We
have been so long educated in the custom of judging what
should be from what is, and what can be from what has been
done, and we every moment hecome discouraged on seeing the
Ppresent ro {requently disappoint our hopes. The reason is
that we do not yet sufficiently understand the laws of life in
bumanity. We should study society as we observe man, in its
physinlogical and social developement. Thus the cries, the
tears, the absence of reason, the immodersate instincts, the dis-
like of restraint and of rule, all that characterizes the child-
hood and adolecence of the man, are they not so man
powerful, but inevitable crises, necessary to the blooming an
maturity of that germ which grows in suflering, as does every-
thing that is born in the bosom of the universe? Why should
we not apply this idea to huma,nit%v! Why should the pre-
®ent make us renounce our ideal hy, since we are present
at the manifestation of the idea in the world, shonld we ;gt
accept its failures, as scientific men observe without terror
those of light in the imperishable stars. | But, children as we
are, and ignorant as we are, we often believe that the child is
about to die when he becomes a man, that the suns will be
extinguished because their centres are covered with clouds.

If Pierre Huguenin could have better understood the past
and the future of the people, he would not have been so
much affrighted by the present into which he was cast. He
would have said to himself that the principle of fraternity
and equality, always at work in the gouls of the op-

o Pressed, was at that moment undergoing nulutu? crisis ;
and that the companionship, which is one of the forms at
tempted by the fraternal instinot, then owed its preservation
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to those struggles, to those combats, to that bloodshed, to that
insane pride. At a time when the mind of the enlightened
classes not yet thought of the most imgormt of truths,
of the most necessary of initiations, it was Providence which
proserved in the people that spirit of mystical associatioa
and of republican enthusissm, through all the varieties of
family, the jealousies of trade, the prejudices of sect, and the
brutal heroiam of partisanship.

The proletary philosqpher struggled in vain to solve that
obsacure problem of the notion of good and evil; a fictitious
distinction in the order of abstract things, in the presence of
the eternal idea ; true only in the order of created things, in
the temporary maaifestation. He therefore allowed himself
to be d?reued by transitory reverses; and, in his need of
truth and justice, he was even so impious as to blush for hia
brothers, He was almost ready to hate them, to abandon
thep, to carry elsewhere his faith, bis love, his zeal. But to
wﬂ could he carry them henceforward! Unfortunate, said
he to himself, who would receive you, branded as you are by
poverty, bound by the slavery of labour? Those enlightened,

olished classess, towards whom a secret attraction and
us dreams so often draw you, could you even under-

stand their language, and could they accomodate themselves
to the rudeness of yours? Doubtless, among the youths who
are taught in schools, among those powerful and proud in-
dustrialists who struggle againet the nobility and clergy,
among those brave.soldiers who, they say, conspire on every
side against tyranny, there are generous wills, pure priuciples,
democratic feelings; and while we, blind unfortunates, ex~
haust our energy in criminal strife against our own race,
those enlightened agitators work for us, conlpire for us,
ascend the scaffold for us! Yes, it is for us, it is for the
people, that the Bories, the Bertons die, with so many others
whose blood has flowed without the people’s underitanding it,
mt 1'.118t poople’; boingh moved :ef ?h, dyes! t:ele tlre
martyrs ; and we, the ungrateful and stupid people,

we did not tear those victims from the hands of the epxo-
cutioner, we did ndt break open the doors of their prisons,
we did not overthrow their scaffolds! But where were we
t1;1}::n. and what do we now that w' do not think of avenging

m ?
¢ Excuse me for disturbing your reveris,” said an unknown
woioe at this moment in Pierre H in's ear. ¢ But 1 have
gought for you a long while, and I must break the ice at &
single blow, for time is pracious ; I hope we shall soon under-
P'mothgi;d t this ble, looked at the®
ierre, surp at thi mble, looked at the
person who thus addressed mpr:“ to foot. He wea
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?nite 8 young msan, well dresmed, and with a very pleasant
ace. There was in his manner a mixture of -nature and
rudeness which pleased at first sight. He had, or he affected
something of a military bearing under his citizen’s dress; his
words were quick, brief, decided, and his halflisp indicated a

an.

¢ 8ir,’ replied Pierre, after having carefully examined him,
* 1 believe you take me for another ; for I have not the honour
to know you in any way.’

¢ Well ! a8 for me, I know you,' replied the stranger, ¢ and
I know you so well that I read at this moment in your
thoughts, as I see the bottom of this limpid water which flows
at our feet. You are thoughtful, engrossed, 80 much so that
I have followed you a quarter of an hour without your notic-
ing me. You are a victim to profound melancholy, for your
face bears the marks of it in spite of you. Do you wish me
to tell you what you are thinking of ¥

¢You will do me pleasure,’ said Pierre, smiling, for he be-
gen to think the young man .

¢ Pierre Huguenin,’ returned the stranger, with an assur-
ance which made our hero start, ‘ you are thinking of the
uselessness of your efforts, of the hardness of the hearts om
which you wish to act, of the strength of the obstacles
zhich paralyse your energy, your zeal, and your great inten.

ons.’

Pierre was so struck at seeing before him & man who
seemed to rise out.of the earth, and reflect like a mirror hiz
most secret thoughts, that he almost believed in a superna-
tural apparition, and he had not the power to reply bya
single word, so much did he feel troubled, almast frlghtened,
by what he heard.

My poor Pierre, continued the stranger, ‘you have
reason to be tired and disgusted with the trade you follow,
of talking to the deaf, and of displaying the torch of truth
before the blind. You will never accomplish anything with
those stupid souls. You will not reform those ferocions
customs. You are a superior man, and yet you cannot per-
form such a miracle. There is nothing té hope from your
companions.”

¢ What do you know of that—you, who speak with so much
assurance of what you presume, and do not know! Do you
know the workingmen that ybu decide thus against them?
.3&:;' youoneof us? Do you wear the same livery that we

*I wear one more beautiful,” returned the stranger! ¢thai
of a servant of humanity.’
*¢ You must be a very busy servant,’ said Pierre, shaking his
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head with an air of disdain; for his new acquaintance began
to inspire him rather with distrust than sympathy.

The etranger, pursuing his course of divination, said to
him, with a benevolent smile: ¢ Dear master Huguenin, at
.this moment you are asking yourself if I am not & man of the
police, a provocative agent.”

Amazed at this new prodigy, Pierre bit his lips. “If I
have that thought,’ replied he, ‘are you uot entirely pre-
pared to endure the cousequences—you, who accost me in 8o
atrange a manner—you, whom 1 do not know ¥

¢Why,’ returned the stranger, ‘do you wish that 8o simple
an action as that of accosting you on the highway should have
any mysterious motive? Are you, then, one of those men who
tremble at the simple word conspiracy, and who take their
shadow for a gend’arme ¥

‘1 have no reason to fear anything, and am not of a timid
character,” replied Pierre.

¢Put yourself at your ease with me, then,’ returned the
stranger, ‘for you see in me a man who travels for the pur-

ose of studying and knowing men. Penetrated by an ardent

ove of humanity, I extend to all classes of society the ardour
of my investigations, and, in all, I seek fur noble souls, en-
lightened minds. When I meet them on my way, I ex-
perience the neoessity of fraternizing with them.’

‘8o, said Pierre, smiling, ¢ you exercise the profession of
philanthropist | But if you proceed solely as you have just
gaid, it is not so useful a profession as I had imagined ; for, if

seek only the elect of men,—they having no need of

ing reformed,—it follows, that in associating with them on

your pagage you journey absolutely for your pleasure. In

your place, 1 should think I employed my time better by

seeking out misguided men, uncultivated minds, in order to
put them right or to teach them.’

‘1 see that you deserve your reputation,’ returned the
stranger, laughing in his turn ; ¢ you are a man of reasoning
and logic, and with you one must be careful of all he says.’

‘Oh! do not believe,’ said Pierre with gentleness, ¢ that 1
pretend to discusé with you. No, sir : when I question, it is
to inform myself.

¢ Well, my friend, know thatt do extend my solicitude to
all men. To these, respect; to those, compassion; to all,
devotedness and fraternity. But does it not seem to you,
that, in the in which we live, having to struggle against
tyranny and the corruption it occasions, against the priestly
#pirit and the fanaticism it excites, the first thing to be done
i8 to collect men of capability and come to an understandipg
with them, in order to prepare the work of liberalism ¥’

¢I do not presume,’ gaid Pierre, smiling, ¢ that you came
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to me for that purpose. I have everything to learn, nothing
to teach.’

¢ I will prove to you that you may be very favourable to
my regeneratinug views. You kuow the popular element, in
the bosom of which you live, even while detaching yourself
from it by your intellcctual superiority. You can give me
good idens respecting the means of spreading light and proe
pagating healthy political ideas in that region.’

¢These are questions which I should wish to ask of you.
Is it possible that' you could bave waited for me to commence
so vast and so difficult a mission? Oh! you are laughing
at me! You know well that a poor workman cannot open
for you any path towards that immense object, and that, at
the most, he would walk tremblingly in the suite of the
enlightened persons who may be willing to guide him.’

‘1 begin to see that, in spito of your excessive modesty,
we understand ench other quite well. I will, therefore, speak
more clearly. If you wish to become an associate in the
great work of the physical and moral deliverance of the
people, sympathizing men will extend their arms to you ;
and, instead of leaving you in the obscure rank in which
you seem to retrench yourself, they will facilitate the noble
impulee, will find the high employment of your energetic
facultics. During the few days I have passed at Blois, I
have employed my time quite well. I know already what
can be expected from you. I have formed around you con-
nexions which you will soon be made uainted with., I
have already seen, already obaserved you. know that yom
unite to an intrepid courage a spirit of conciliation which
must, unhappily, fail in the obscure struggles in which you
are engaged, but which will render immense services to the
oountry, when you have entered ul}on a broader path, more
fruitful, and more worthy of you. I do not wish to say more
to you at present. You could not grant me that entire com-
fidence at which I aim, and whieh I shall soon be able to
aoquire. Besides, we are now in the city, and it is very ime
portant for me not to be seen with you. I ask of you only
one thing : that is, to obtain information respecting me from
the persons whose names are here set down, and to have the
foodneu to be present at the meeting mentioned in this card.

t will serve you as a pass. Yg:n will come there with certain

mnutionﬂ which will be pointed out to you, and you will be

to bring with you those of your frienda for whem you can
answer as for yourself. Farewe{l, till we meet again.’

The stranger earnestly shook the workman’s hand, and
departed with a quick step,
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CHAPTER XIV,

Pizrru had no leisure to reflect long upon this strange en.
oounter. He had much to do, for in spite of his inward
discouragement, he did not cease to assist his unhappy com-
panions with all his power. He felt so strox;ily the sacredness
of that duty, that he no longer wished to take into considera-
tion his father's anxiety and Mmpatience, and overcame his
personal troubles with heroism. He ran the whole day, with
the dignitary and the principal members of the society, from
the prison to the hospital, from the houses of the authorities
to those of the lawyers. He succeeded in procuring the re«
lease of some of his comrades who had been arrested without
sufficient reason. His activity, his air of frankness, and his
natural eloquence made such an impression upon the magis-
trates, that they interposed no obstacle to his zeal. On the
next day he had sadder duties to fulfil; this was to render
the last honours to one of his comrades, killed in the battle,
This ceremony, at which all the gavots in Blois were present,
and the dignitary presided, was accomplished according to
the rites of the devoir of liberty. After the coffin was low«
ered into the grave, Pierre knelt down, and pronounced a
short and beautiful prayer to the Supreme Being, conformably
to the text of the sacred books; then he rose, and advancin
one foot to the brink of the open grave, extended his han
to one of the companions, who assumed the same attitude,
seized his hand, and inclined his face towards his to exchange
the mysterious words which are not uttered aloud ; after
which, they embraced, and all the other companions slowly
accomplished the same form, departing two by two from the
grave, after having thrown into it three handfuls of earth.
As the gavots were leaving the cemetery, another pro-
cession arrived, and the inimical phalanxes met in a gloomy
silence upon the place of rest, in the asylum of eternal peace.
It was the drille car;‘»)enters who also came to bury their
dead. There were doubtless bitter thoughts, and vainly com-
bated regrets in their souls; for their eyes avoided those of
the gavots, and the gend’armes, who kept guard upon them
from a distance, were not needed to preserve order in the two
cam The circumstances were too mournfal for either gide
to think of attempting reprisals. The gavots heard, as th
retired, the strange howls of the devorant carpenters, a kin
of savage lamentation with which they accompany their so-
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lemnities, and the intonations of which, regulated by rhythm,
have a hidden meaning. )

On the evening of that sad day, Pierre went to visit the
Corinthian, and his joy was great at finding him almost re-
stored. Thanks to the good treatment, and the learned pre-
acriptions of Jambe-de-bois, Amaury could hope to depart in
a short time, and Pierre explained to him the labours he was
to undertake at the chateaun ot Villepreux. He then left him
with the promise that he wounld speak seriously of him to the
Savinienne, as soon as he found a favourable opportunity.

He found it that very evening. Remaining alone with her
and the sleeping children, in the care of whom he assisted
her, he naturally entered upon the subject; for she never
failed to question him every evening, with solicitude, respect-
ing the Corinthian's situation. He spoke of his friend with
the delicacy which he knew how to introduce into everything.
The Savinienne baving listened to him attentively, repli‘:(f
I can speak to you with sincerity, and confide in you as in &
man superior to others, my dear son Villepreux. 1t is very
true that I have had for the Corinthian a friendship atronger
than I ought, and than I wished. I have nothing with
which to reproach him, neither have I in my conscience
anything voluntary with which to reproach myself. Bat,
gince Savinien's death, I have been more frightened at
this friendship than I was during his life. It seems to me
that it is a great fault to think of another than him, while
the earth which covers him is still fresh. The tears of myp
children accuse me, and I incessantly ask pardon of God
for my folly. DBut, since we are here for an explanation,
and your near departure compels me to speak of these
things sooner than I could have wished, I will tell you
everything. Vary culpable ideas sometimes came to me du-
ring Savinien's life. Certainly I would have given my own
life to Erevent his leaving thia world ; but in fine, a3 he was
older than J, and for two years the physicians had told me
that he had a very dangerous complaint, it came to my mind
in spite of me, that, if I should leave my dear husband, m
duty would be to marry again; and then I said to m
tremblingly, I know well whom I should choose. Similar
ideas came to Savinien when he felt himself more ill than
usual ; and when he was obliged to keep his bed all the time,
they came to him so often that adlast he spoke to me of them.:
¢ Wife,’ said he to moe a foew days before his death, ¢ I am not
well, and I rather fear that you will become a widow sooner
than I expected. This troubles me for your ake, and that of
oul_;ﬂoor children ; you are still too young to remain exposed
to all thesfriendships which the companions will feel for you.
As I know you are an honest woman, you will suffer for the
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want of some one to impose respect :pon them, and you will
perhaps leave your inn, That would be the ruin of our chil-
dren ; for you are not very strong, and what a woman can esrn
i8 80 small a thing, that you will not have enough to give an
education to our little ones. Still you know that my whole
idea was to have them well taught to read, to write, and to

accounts ; without these, no one is good for anyt.hinf,
and 1 can see you from here, all three, siuk into poverty. If
I could bave acquitted my debt towards Romanet le Bone
soutien, I should be rather more easy; but-l1 have not been
able to repay even a third of what he lent me, and I am
greatly troubled to think I shall die a bankrupt, cspecially
towards a friend. There is only one way to remedy this; that
is, for you to become Bon-soutien’s wife if 1 leave you. He
bhas an honest attachment for you; he considers you as the
best of women, and he is right; he loves our children as if
they were his nephews : he will love them as if they were his
own children when he is your hushand. 1 have more confi-
dence in him than in any other man I know. Our stock
belonge to him, since he has paid for the greater part of it;
he will thus recover his property, and keep up our business.
He will give an eduocation to the children ; for he is learned
hiroself, and he knows the value of it. In fine, he will make
-you happy, and will love you as I love you. This ie why 1
wish you both to promise me that you will marry together if
I am obliged to leave you.'

¢1 did, as you may believe, all in my power to make him
give up thie idea; but the more he felt himself dying, the
more he thought of deciding my lot. Finally, on the day
when he received the last sacrament, he sent for Bon-soutien ;
and, on his death-bed, he joined our hands. Romanet pro-
mised everi:hing, weeping ; as for me, 1 wept too much to
st:zniso. y Savinien breathed out his soul, leaving me

late at losing him, and very sad at being engaged to a
man whom I respect and love, but whom I could not wish to
take for my husband. 8till I feel that 1 ought to do so, that
I cannot remain a widow, that the lot of my children and the
last will of my husband command me to take that wise and
generous man, who has placed all his property in our hands,
and to whom I could not restort it without ruining my family.
Such is my situation, master Pierre; this is what you must
tell the Corinthian, in order¢ that he may think no more of
e, a8 I am going o pray the good God to enable me to think
no more of him.’

*All that you have old me shows you to be a virtuous wo-
man and a good mother, replied Pierre. ‘1 approve your
resolution to combat for the present the recollection of the
Corinthian, and 1 shall advise him not to entertain too vivid



OF THE TOUR OF FRANCE. nr

hopes. Still, my good mother, permit me, and promise my
friend, not to believe absolutely that all is lost. "1 knew our
Bavinien well enough to be very eure that, if he could have
read in the bottom of your heart, it is to the Coriuthian that
be would have bethrothed you. ¥e would have trusted to
the future of that young man, o courageous, 8o good, so skil-
fual in his art, and as devoted to his memory, to his widew and
children, as Bon-soutien himeelf can be. know Bon-soutien
also; I know that his sentiments are too elevated to accept
the sacrifice of your life and feelings. He will listen to rea-
gon. He will suffer without doubt; but he is 2 man—a manp
of great heart., He will remain your friend and Amaury’s.
As to the debt, I beseech you to think no more of it, my mo-
ther. You must restore to Romanet all that he has lent. If,
at the termination of your mourning, the Corinthian, in spite
of his courage and his talents, has not been able to complete
the sum, it will be for me to find it; and your son shall repay
me when he is of age und understands business. Do not reply
to me on that point. We have many cares just now, and must
not lose time In useless words. 1 shall say to the Corinthian
only what he ought to know; and 1 trust in the honour of the
dignitary not to addrees you, during the continuance of your
mourning, a single word which may compel you to an engage-
ment or a rupture. Weep for your good Savinien without re-
morse and without bitterness, my brave Savinienne., Do mot
weep for him 8o much as to make yourself ill : you owe your-
self to your children, and the future will recompense you for
the courage you must now have.’

Having said this, I'ierre embraced the SBavinienne as a bro-
ther embraces his sister ; then he approached the cradle of
the children to kiss them :

¢ Give them your blessing, master Pierre, said the Savi
nienne, kneeling beside the cradle and raising the curtain;
¢ the blessing of an angel like you will bring them happiness.”
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CHAPTER XV.

Tae recital of what had passed between the Savinienne and
Fierre gave cof to the Corinthian and hastened his re-
covery. He ﬂxa upon the next day for his departure to
Villepreux, resolved to deserve his happiness by a year at
least of courage and resignation, Pierre, without ceasing to
be actively engaged for his dear prisoners, had to think of ob-
taining a second companion to escort the Corinthisn on his
Journey and assist him in the work. It was not absolutely
necessary that this second associate in the labours on the
chateau” of Villepreux ehould be a distinguished artist;
Amaury’s talent was enough for both. He only required a
workman who should be skilful and industrious in sawing,
cutting, and cantling. The dignitary presented to him an
honest native of Berry, who was not handsome, although he
was called, by antithesis, no doubt, la Clef.des-caurs (the key
of hearts). He was a good fellow and a quick workman, so
all the companions said. This useful Berrichon, found, en-
listed, and 1nformed of the work intrusted to him, made wp
his bundle, which did not take long, for he had not many
clothes; and the rouleur having secured his discharge, that
is, ha ascertained, from the master whom he was leaving,
and from the mother, that he owed nothing and that nothing
was due to held himself ready to depart. Pierre, on this
day also, .many efforts, not without success, for his im-
&u:oned comrades; and the horizon beginning to clear up on
t side, he started for the Bower of wisdom, accompanied
by his Berrichon, with his heart somewhat less o{Ereuod
it had been on the preceding days. As they walked, he -
informed Clef-des-coeurs of the aversion which his father felt
towards the companionship, and endeavoured to make him
understand the conduct he must observe with master
Huguenin. Clef-des-coours was, ocertainly, a very nkilﬁ
workman, hl:an:d 3‘@ .wkvnll: dipltomtist. . To his perfa
ingenuit; the singular pretension of being orafty,
mﬂ)ging able to eam a dplibate affair to a desired oone
clusion. Pierre, who did not know him, mistrusted his pro-
mises. But the Berrichon renewed them with so much
assurance, that Pierre said to himself, as he looked at- him :
‘We do sometimes see much sense and tact lodged, as by mis-
take, in those great heads whose dull and staring eyes do not
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badly resemble the fictitions windows which are painted upon
the walls of irregularly lighted houses. Po

It was night when they reached the Vaudois'a door. It was
closed with care, and they were o%d to give their names
in order to obtain an entrance. ¢ t means this increased

ution ¥ said Pierre, in a low voice, as he embraced his
‘Has the police got track of the Corinthian? ¢No,
thank God,’ replied la Sagesse : “but he has left his garret on
the invitation of our traveller, and we must be careful ; for
this ia the house of the good God: every one may enter.’—
¢ What traveller ¥ asked Pierre, astonished, ¢ Him whom you
Xknow well,’ replied the Vaudois, ¢since you come to the ren-
dezvous; he is waiting for you there with some persons of
your acquaintance.’

Pierre understood nothing from these words. He entered
the hall, and saw, with some surprise, the mysterious stran
who had accosted him three days before on the banks of the
Loire, at table with the dignitary, one of the four old maater-
locksmiths of the devoir of liberty, and a youﬁ.hwyor of
Blois, whom Pierre Huguenin had known during his first; resj-
dence in that city. The latter came to him, and taking his
bhand in an affectionate manner, led him to “the table: I
have many refprolohu to make to you, master Huguenin,’ said
he tq him, ¢for not coming to see me during the week you
have been here, and for not having entrusted to me the de-
fence of your comrades inculpated in this last affair. You
have apparently forgotten that we were friends, two years
ago.’

This earnest welcome and the word friends rather aston«
ished Pierre Huguenin. He remembered, indeed, that he had
worked for the young lawyer, and that he hgd found him
affable and benevolent; but he did not remember-that 31'“
been treated by him on this footing of equality. He thef8fore
did not resly to his advances with all the om they seemed
to demand. In spite of him, he turaed his eyes coldly to-
wards the stranger, who had risen at his approach, and now
extended to him a hand which he hesitated to clasp. ‘I hope
that you no longer distrust me,’ eaid the lattdr to him with a
smile. ‘You must have received satisfactory information re«
specting me, and you find ®me in company which must
Te-assure you completel{; 'l‘a.k}a geat with us, therefore, ani
taste these wines. I hope, i’ my capacity as a tra
clerk, to procure some for our host which will enable him to
make more dproﬁt than heretofore.’

The Vaudois replied to this &romiie by a kno smile,
accompanied with a wink ; and the Berrichon, whe had the
sympathetic habit of smiling whenever he saw any one else

-1
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gmile, undertook to copy, as well as he could, the smile and
the wink of the Vaudois. He made this benevolent grimace
at the moment when the stranger was interrogating, with a

lance, that unkmown face, not handsomne, it must be con-
essed, althongh gentle and full of candour. The pretended
travelling clerk thought, therefore, from that air of intelli.
gence, that the Berrichon was prepared for any overtures he
might wish to make to him, and he extended his hand to him
with the familiarity he had testified towards Pierre Iuguenin.
The Berrichon clasped that putronising hand with all his
strength, and without the least mistrast, crying, in a pene-
tmte‘tli tone, ¢ Well and good, here are citizens who are not
proud.’

I thank you, my brave fellow,’ said the stranger, ¢ for haw-
ing been willing to come and sup with ws. This frank cor-
diality does you honour.’ .

¢The honour is on my side,’ replied the Berrichon, quite
radiant ; and he seated himself without ceremony by the side
of the stranger, who began to help him.

Pierre saw clearly that there was a mistake here, and he
did not think it wrong to profit by it in order to obtain informa-
tion without compromising himself. He still thought, indeed,
that the stranger might be a spy, a kind of provocative agent
such as people imagined they saw everywhere, and such as
there really were many of at that period. 1t was in the
summer of 1823. The failure and severe punishment of nu.
merous conspiracies had not yet discouraged the secret
societies. They laboured perhaps with less boldness in France
than during preceding years for the overthrow of the Bour-
bons, but they still did lubour with some remains of hops
upon the Spanish frontier. Ferdinand V1I. was a prisoner in
the hgnds of the liberal party, and they still flattered thems-
selves with the hope of a revolt in the French army, com.
manded by the Duc d’Angouldme. Still the secrets of Carbo-
narism were somewhat discovered, and the government agenta
were everywhere on its track. Pierre had good reason to mis.
trust the recruiter, who endeavoured to obtain his sympathy.
He saw, with terror, the Coriuthian, the dignitary, and the
masterJocksmith, enter into connexion with him. He was
resolved to save these latter frofl tho snare which perhaps was
laid for them, and he at firs concealed his fears in order
better to observe the unknown, into whose company chance
had again brought him.

At first this one did not diclose himself, waiting for Pierre
Huguenin to do so.’

¢ Well,’ said he, ¢ you came here on dusiness, did you not
u; Certainly,’ replied Pierre, who wished to let him make the

vances,
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¢And your companion also? said the pretended travBlling
clerk, looking at the Berrichon, who waa still smiling

“Yes,’ replied Pierre,  he i3 4 man very fit for all kinds of
business.’

The dignitary and the master locksmith turned and lnoked
at Clef-des-cceurs with surprise. Pierre had some difficulty
in keeping a serions conntenance.

¢So much the better ' cried the traveller. ‘Well! my
children, we shall be able to understand each other, and with.
out much cercpony. Doubtless you have seen each other?
added he, looking alternately at the dignitary and Pierre
Huguenin.

¢ Cerfainly,’ replied Dierre, * we see each other from morn-
ing to night.’ .

¢I understand,’ returned the traveller; ‘then I shall not
have much of a preamble to make Y‘th you.

¢ Allow me,’ s2id the dignitary; ‘1 have not spoken of you
with my pays Villepreux.’

“In that case it is our friend the lawyer, returned the
traveller.

¢No, not 1, either,” replied the lawyer; ‘but what matters
it, since friend Pierre is here?

¢ In fact,” said the traveller, ¢ that proves that he is sure of
us : and as to ourselves, we are sure of him.*

Pierre drew the lawyer a little aside.

¢Do you know this gentleman? asked he of him in a low
woice.

¢ As myself, .replied the lawyer.

Pierre nddressed the same question to the dignitary, who
made about the same answer.

At last he questioncd also the master locksmith, who
replied :

¢ No better than you do ; but some friends have assured me
of his good fuith, and I am tempted to take hold of politics.
Still 1 wish firat to see what there is to depend upon.’

Pierre examined the Vaudois, and was soon convinced that
9 bond, if not mysterious, at least sympathetic, existed be-
tween him and the travelling clerk., He began therefore to
change his opinion respecting the latter, and to listen to him
with as much interest as he had at first felt repugnance.

He was preparing to warn hin of the nullity of the Berri-
chon’s part, when some one kmnocked at the door, and two
persons in sporting jackets, having guns on their shoulders
and game-bags at their sides, entered and deposited their

and provision of game on the table, wﬁile they ex-
% ectionate grasps of the hand with the lawyer and
ing clerk.

¢ Well,’ said ome of the sportsmen, whose face was not un-
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knogn to Pierre Huguenin, ¢ we_have not beat the bush in
wain to-day—and I see we can make the same compliment te
gn,’ added he, lowering his voice, and addregsing the travel-

, while he looked at Pierre, the Corinthian, the master
locksmith, and the Berrichon, who had grouped themselves
8t one end of the table from feelings of discretion.

¢ Father Vaudois, put this hare on the spit for us,’ said the
other sporteman, whom Pierre recognised as one of the young
physicians who, had attended at the hospital the companions
wounded in the mother’s house; ¢ our dogs ran him down; he
will be tender as o lark. We are dying with hunger and
fatigue, and are very fortunate not to have to go to Blois for

sapper.’
‘ R‘irxs is a lucky meeting,’ cried the travelling clerk; ‘and
m shall help us taste the gdod wines of which I have

ught samples. 1t is you, gentlemen, who will advise
father Vaudois to replefish his canteen ; and as you some-
times have to do with it on your shooting excursions, you will
be sure not to find it dry.’

The two sportemen praised the lucky chance which brought
them into company with their friends., But Pierre, who ob-
served them attentively, was not duped by this pretended
chance meeting,. He ~caught looks interchanged, whick
elearly proved to him that he, as well as the master lock-
emith, was the subject of a serious examination on the part
of these gentlemen. The older of the two was a retired
captain of the old army, established in the neighbourhood.
Pierre had formerly seen him at Blois, and even given him sonre
lestons in geometry. At that time, the captain, terrified by
the privations imposed upon him by his half-pay, had desired
to undertake some industrial profession and to establish a
joiner's shop in his native village. But Pierre had found
that military head harder than the brass of a cannon, and
::ie education had not gone beyond the first elements of the

ence.

This brave captain welcomed hia former preceptor with a
manner fall of cordiality. Born among the people, he had no
difficulty in retutning to them. The physician tried to show
himself as fraternal with the workman; but he did mot
succeed : it was easy to see tiat his part was a forced one.
The hverlyer had more ease and tact; but Pierre remembered
very well that this agreeable’young man had not, two years
before, the custom of shaking hands with him when he pré-
sented his bill of work.

_They all seated themselves at table together. The Bet-
richon had complacently gone to help the Vaudois turn the
spit. Pierre forgot him the soomer because he began to take
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polities.

‘ Ehu.t news, M. Lefort 7 asked the captain of the travelling

cler]

¢News from Spain,’ replied the latter, ‘and good news;
Everything well for the good party; the Cortes asembled
at Beville, have determined on Ferdinand’s departure for
Cadiz. The old hunks pretended to resist; they decided his
forfeiture unanimously, and a provisory regency has been
nominated : it is composed of Valdes, Ciscar, and Vigodet.’

This news appeared to excite transports of joy in the
traveller's friends; but the workmen had small part in it.
The former took pains to explain to them the importance of
the success of liberalism in Spain, and the influence wkich
the victory of that party would exercise in France. On this
subject the politics of the day werggdiscursed under all their
sspects, Achille Lefort (this was the name of the trawelling
clerk) demonstrated the imnpossibility of submitting to the
government of the Bourbons in Europe, and praised the
advantages of the spirit of propagandism which was at work
in several centres simultaneously for the destraction of
t nical authorities. They became animated, and, when

e smoking hare was brought on, the travelling clerk ex-
hibited numerous samples of wine, which Pierre considered
well chosen to be probably destined for the Vaudois's cellar.
He mistrusted these stimulants to patriotiam, and saw with
;‘)l‘lusm that the master locksmith also kegt on his guard.

hough they no longer suspected the traveller's good faith,
neither of them cared to enrol himself under a banner which
would not represent his real feelings.

The Berrichon, having finished his functions as turnspit,
disposed himself to fill those of a guest, and he placed himself
on the right of M. Achille Lefort, who, as well as the ad-
vocate, laid himseélf out to please him. They succeeded
easily, for no soul in the world was more benevolent at table
than that of the Berrichon. Pierre sought for a pretext to
femove him, but it was not easy ; for the good cheer, united
with the bumpers which were abundantly poured out for him
on right and left, filled him vjth joy, and he was by no means
Gisposed to listen to the advice to go to bed. Neither was it
any more easy to make thos? present understand that this
joyous guest was not an ardent neophyte; for he was there
on the guarantee of Pierre, and the latter remembered that
the traveller had said on leaving him: ¢ Bring whom you
will, provided you can answer for them ungn- yourself.’
Moreover the Berrichon entered valiantly into the ideas of
his generous Amphitryons. They wished to sound his
opinions, and he, desirous of pleasing, and very shrewd in
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his way, took good care not to let it be seen that he did not
understand a particle of the questions which were addressed
to him. He replied to all with that ambiguity which dis.
tinguiches the Derrichon mechanic; and as soon as he had
seized a word he repeated it with enthusiasm, drinking to the
health of all the world. The old soldier spoke of Napoleon:
¢Ah ! yes, the little corperal 7 shouted the Berrichon ; ¢ vive
Temperenr! I am for the emperor!” ¢He ia dead, said
Pierre to himsharply. ¢Ah! yes, that is true. Well ! hurrah
for his child! vive Napoleon 1I." An instant after the
Jawyer spoke of Lafayette: ¢ Vive Lafayette! cried the
Berrichon,—*if that one is not dead too.’ At last, the word
republic esca the lips of the traveller: the Berrichon
cried out: * Hurrah for the republic! accompanying each
exclamation with a fresh bumper.

The traveller, who had Jiked him very much at first, hegan
to think him rather simp®, and his lovks questioned Pierre
Huguehin. The latter only answered by constantly filling the
Berrichon's glass, and exciting him to drink, eo well, that in
five minutes Clef-des-coeurs threatened to go to sleep across
the table. Pierre took him in his strong arms, and though he
was by no means a light bundle, carried bim to the garret and
deposited him on the Corinthian’s bed. Then he returned to
the table, and, freed from all his anxieties, took part in the
conversation. Until then it had been a general talk, a kind
of dissertation in which various opinions were discussed under
@ dubitative form. They had been animated nevertheless,
but without bitterness, and the guests appeared to agree upon
& principal point which they did not mention, but which
seemed to establish a sympathetic bond between them. This
lively and cheerful tone Beduced Pierre; his curiosity was
excited more and more, and he soon ceased to see that he was
himself the object of others’ ouriosity. Still there was not
much art in this; and the traveller, he who appeared to be
the impromptu president of this meeting, showed so little
Teserve, that Pierre was surprised to see 8o young and so giddy
a2 man intrusted with so dangerous a mission. But that yo
man expressed himself with a facility which pleased him, an
which exercised a kind of fascination upon the dignitary and
the Vaudois. DPierre felt himself drawn to lay aside his
babitual reserve, and to put gyuestions in his turn. ¢ You
asserted just now, sir,’ said he to the stranger, ‘that there
exist;rinr PFrance a powerful party ready to proclaim the

ublic
re?I am certain of it,” replied the stranger, with a smile; *I
have travelled over France sufficiently, thanks to my business,
to be in correspondence with Frenchmen of every class. I can
assure you that 1 have everywhere found republican feelings;
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4nd if, from any unexpected catastrophe, the Bourbons should
be overthrown, the ultra liberal party would prevail over all
the others.’

The old officer shook his head ; the physician smiled. Each
of them entertained a different thought. ¢ My opinion seems
erroneous to these gentlemen,’ resumed the traveller, plitely:
‘Well! what do you think of it, M. Huguenin? Do you
belicve that there is among the people any other feeling t{m
a republican one?

¢]1 ask myself how there can be any other,” replied Pierre.
¢Js not that your opinion, you who represent the seople here
with me? added he, addressing the dignitary and the other
workman.

The dignitary placed his hand upon his heart, and his
silence was an eloquent answer. The Vaudois took off his
cap, and raising it above his head : ¢I would not wish to dye
it in the blood of any Frenchman,’ cried he; ¢but to see this
displayed over France, I would offer my head therewith.'*

The master locksmith reflected some moments, then he said
with a reserved air : ¢ The republic did not do us all the good
it promised: I cannot foresee what it might do for us at
present; but, as to blood,’ added he, with a concentrated
fury, I should like to shed it. I should like to see that of
our enemies flow to the last drop’ ¢Bravo!" cried the
traveller; €O, yes! hatred to foreigners, war to the enemies
of France | And you, you, master Huguenin, what wish do
you form ¢

¢] could wish that all men would live together, as brothers,’
replied Pierre; ‘that isall I wish. With that, many evils can
be horne; without that, liberty would do us no good.’

¢1 told you so,’ returned the traveller, addressing his friends,
¢ he is a philanthropist, a philosopher of the last century.’

¢ No, sir, no, 1 do not think so,” replied Pierre, earnestly.
“The most liberal of all those philosophers was Jean Jacques
Roussenu, and he has said that no republic was possible with-
out slaves.’

¢ Can he have aid such a thing ¥’ cried the advocate. ‘No,
he did not say it ; it is impossible I’ ¢

¢ Read the Social Contract,’ replied Pierre, ‘and you will be
convinced of it.’ ]

p ¢ Bo ygu are not a republican after the manmer of Jesn
ues ¥

¢ Nor you either, sir, I presume.’

. Co:;.sequeutly you are not one after the manner of Bobee
pierre

¢ No, sir.’

& The liberty cap was the emblem of the republies
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B;.Wo}l! You are one after the manner of Lafayetts!
wvo !’

¢I know not what is the manner of Lafayette.’

¢ His system is that of wise men, of the enemies of anarchy,
of the real liberals in & word. A revolution without proscrip-
tions, without scaffolda.’

¢ A revolution from which we are consequently far distant,’
replied Pierre. *And yet men conspire |—’

is word was followed b{ a general silence.

¢ Who conspires?* asked the traveller, with a cheerful assure
ance. ¢ Nobody here, that I know of,

¢ Excuse me, sir,’ replied Pierre ; ‘I do, I conspire.’

l: You! how?! with what object? with whom? against
whom ¥

¢« All alone, in the secret of my thoughts, dreaming almost
always, weeping sometimes. I conspire against all the evils
thas exist with the object, if not with the hope, of changing
all. Will you be of my party?

‘Iameo ! replied the traveller, with a somewhat affected
enthusiasm. ¢ You seem to me the master of usall, and I love
that soul of a tribune and a reformer, that courage of a Brutus,
that dark fanaticism, that profound firmness worthy of Saint
Just and of Danton, I drink to the memory of those misun-
derstood heroes, illustrious martyrs of liberty !’

The toast of the traveller had but a single echo. The old
master-locksmith extended his glass, and approached it to that
of the orm;lr. Bnl:;xe drew tit back immediste}y,h:ayi:lg, ‘I
never touch my glsss egainst an empty one. ve always
mistrusted that,’

¢ You do not drink to the memory of those men? said the
Vaudois irresolutely to Pierre Huguenin.

¢ No,’ replied Pierre, ¢ those are men and things which I do
:oot '52 understand as yet, and which I feel myself too inferior

judge. -

'l‘he guests looked at Pierre Huguenin with some surprise ;
the physician wished ¢o compel him to explain himself more

fully.

¢ §ou seem £0 md,’ says he, ¢ even while retrenching yours
self within horrible scruples, to have very decided ideas.
‘Why should you make a mystery /f them to us? Are we not
sure of each other here? and besjdes, do we do anything more
than talk for the sake of talking? There are two political
pringiples raised and discussed in France at this moment : the
absolute government and the constitutional government. This
is what now interests true Frenchmen, without its being ne«
ocessary to refer to a past, painful to remember for some, dan~
gerous to invoke for athers, Things have changed their
Dymes; Wwhy not conform to the forms of language which
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France has seen it to adopt! That which our fathers called
indiviaible republic, we call constitutional charter. Let us
acoept that denomination, and emlist ourselves under that
banner, since it is the only one now displayed.’

¢ That manner of seeing simplifies the question very much,’
replied Pierre, smiling.

¢And now that it is thus stated,’ resimed the physician,
¢ will you tell us if you are for or against the oharter.’

‘I am,’ replied Pierre, ¢for this principle incribed at the
head of the constitutional charter : All Frenchmen are equal
before the law. But as I do not segthis gﬁnoiple put in prac.
tice in the institntions consecrated by the charter, I cannot
be earnest for a constitutional government, whatever it may
be, 80 long as I see the text of the divine law written on your
monuments, and obliterated from your consciences. The re-
public, the remembrance of which you invoke, did not so un.
derstand it, I believe; it sought to l;motioe justice, and all
means seemed good to this end. God is my witness that I am
not & man of blood, and yet I confess that I understand much
better that savage rigour which said to the overthrown powers :
¢ Make peace with us, or be annihilated,” than a vagne
which would promise us equality without givmi it to us.”

¢I told you 8o |" cried the traveller, with his hypocritically
superb tone of benevolence; ‘he is a mountainesr, a pure
jacobin of the old rack. Well ! that is grand! it is frank, it
ishbold. What do you want more? we must take people as

ey are.’

¢ Doubtless,’ replied the physician; ¢but should we nof,
for the sake of more frankness and clearness, endeavour to
cqme to an understanding with master Pierre? A man like
him certainly deserves that we should take the trouble to
show things to him in their true light” -

‘1 ask only that,’ said Pierre. *Look, are the doors well
closed? Is there any one among you before whom I ought
not to explain myself? As to myself, I feel neither fear nor
embarrassment in telling you what I think. 'Whether you
conspire or not, gentlemen, I care little; but you exprees
wishes, feelings, and I do not see why I should not have the
same pleasure. I have not come here to be questioned, I
suppose, for you have nothing' to learn from me, and you
probably know all that 1 am.ignorant of. Let me speak
therefore. It is very evident that no one here believes in
the love of the Bourbons for liberal institutions. It is"
certain that we have neither confidence nor uymrthy wié
that government, and that we should choose er to-mor-
row if we could. What would it bet Here we, simple peopls,
are stopped, awaiting your answer. We find name,
on your programmes ; for we sometimes read the nowspaperss
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and we see that the liberals do not entirely agree among
themselves, I believe, for instance, that, without going out
of this room, we should find very diflerent opinions. M, the
lawyer would be for Lafayette, if I am not mistaken, and
M, the physician for another whom he does not name. M.
the captain would be for the king of Rome, and father Vaudois
grhaps would not have him spoken of, nor 1 either: who
ows ? In fine, you have each some one in view, and 1 should
si‘.: ?othing by knowing whom each wishes; thus it is not
¢What do you ask then}' said the physician, rather drily.

¢1 do not ask who will be put in the place of the king; X
ask what will be put in the place of the charter.’
h‘Ahl!, ha, the charter does not satisfy you {* said the lawyer

ing.

“lgl‘hats'a not impossible,’ replicd DPierre somewhat archly.
¢And if a of the nation should be in the same case with
me, what should you eay to satisfy them ¥

¢Zounds ! that is not very embarrassing,” said the traveller
ﬁf. ¢We would say to those who consider the charter

y made : Make it better.’

¢ And if we should say that we consider it wholly bad, and
that we desire an entirely new one? said the master-lock-
smith, who had listened to all this discussion with the spite.
ful austerity of an old jacobin.

¢ In that case, we should say to you,’ replied Achille Lefort :
¢ Make another at once, and forward the Marseilla (s’

¢ Is that the feeling of all of you? cried the old man with
8 voice of thunder, rising and casting a sombre look upon his
stupified hearers: ¢In that case I am yours, and I open gy
vein to sign the contract with my blood ; otherwise, 1 break
the glass in which I have drunk your healths.’

Speaking thus, he extended his right arm, bared to the
elbow, and tatooed with cabalistic signe, while with the left
he struck his glass upon the table and shook it with his vio«
lence. Hia gloomy and severe face, his heavy white eyebrows
lowering over hjs inflamed eyes, all his aspect at once brutal
and impesing, produced a disagreeable impression upon the
lawyer and physician. At first the sally of the old sans-culoite
had made them smile disdair“fully; but that smile expired
om their lips when they sawhow serious was his action and
bow passionate his address. The Vaudois, electrified by his
example, had risen also; and the Corinthian, who had lis-
tened to everything without eaying a word, absorbed in a
melancholy and deep attention, extended his hand upon that
of the mesterlocksmith, and there kept it fixed and con-
tracted, with paleness on his lips and indignation in his
heart. Too modest and too proud to epeak, he had felt &



OF THE TOUR OF FRANCE. 123

mortal antipathy develope and increase within him frem
moment to moment against these conspirators with white
hands; and each of their flattering words, each of their mocke
ing smiles, had made a burning wound on his proud heart,

jerre looked at the three proletaries standing in front of
those reduced revolutionists, and forming a group like that of
the oath of the three Swiss at Ruthly. Hesmiled to see their
powerful attitude and their deep expression suddenly dis.
concert those men so maliciously polite. He felt at the same
time a strong flow of tenderness towards those who were his
brothers ; and though he had neither the political passions of
the two old men, nor the ambition of the younger, he swore
in his heart faith and alliance to them and all their race ; for
on that side was divine right.

Still the traveller soon recovered from his surprise. Like
a man accustomed to brave all kinds of resistances, and to
endure all kinds of oppositions, he began gently to banter the
old patriot.

‘Well ! what is this old brave about? cried he gaily.
Would not one say that he took us for political kidnappers,
and had come to our supper as to a conspiracy? If you were
heard outside, my master, we should get halters round our
necks. Really, this comes from not knowing how to talk

uietly about public affairs. Is not each one free in a wine
shop to sing his song and toast his saiWt? If your's is saint
Couthon or saint Robespierre, who hinders you from celebrat~
ing him? I don’t see why you should be put out with us,
;nlﬁem you take us for gend’armes. Thank God, we are in &
safe house, and we all know each other ; if it were not so, you
would frighten us, as Croquemitaine does the little children.
Come, my master, empty your glass instead of cracking it.
will drink with you in henour of whomsoever you wish ; for
1 respect all opinions, 1 salute all the glories of France.
France ! my friends ! when a man leves France, he does not
understand how her true children can quarrel among them-
selves about mere names. But we have had politics enough
for this evening, since they disturb the good feelings of our
meeting. Father Vaudois, let us talk of our business.
X gend you, then, two barrels of this white wine. Directly,
captain, we will talk of your rquarter-cask of Burgundy ; “di
aa to you, gentlemen, if you will make out your orders, I wil
enter them in my book at once.’

The physician and the Jawyer began to speak seriously of
their wine cellars, and every other subject of conversation
was laid aside, as if the principal object of the supper had
been for the purpose of fasting. Then they talked of hunt-
ing, of guns, of dogs and partridges, and soon every trace of &
sarious attempt, or project, was effaced from the meeting.
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The dignitary took Pierre aside.
¢The company in which you came here,’ said he, allnding
to the Berrichon, ¢ proves fo me that you did not expect to
meot oertain persons. Still they appeared to expect you.
e wikod mayeelf the same question at firet replied. Pi
m e same question ., repli ierre,
¢and then ] remembered that mention had besn made to me
of a rendezvous which I had fo:iotton. I only came to see
the Corinthian off with the Berrichon, as was agreed betwoen

o

¢ Was not & note handed you ¥ said the dignitary.

¢Bo there was,’ said Pierre,‘ but I have been engrossed by
80 many other oares that I did not even think of opening it.
I must have it about me now.’

He searched in his pockets, and there found, in fact, the
atranger'’s m; ious note. He unfolded it, approached the
Light of the fire, and read the names of the dignitary and the

, 88 well as those of several other responsible persons
well known to him at Blois.

¢Those are the persons,’ said Romanet, ¢ who were to assure
you of the loyalty of this merchant ; but since you have not
consulted them, and we are here, we will be, if you desire his
sureties with you, as we have been yours with him. Asto
the rendezvous, look at your note again; it must have been
fixed for this evening, and the place where we are.”

It is 8o, in fact, replied Pierre, after having examined the
paper again. ‘But why this singular pretext: ¢ For the
quality of the wines, consult messicurs 30 and s0, &c.; To laste
them, go to the inn of, &c. 1 It is true that my negligence in

ing this note, proves how easily such things are lost.”
¢ And a8 the smallest pretext miiht occasion persecution,
you would do well to burn it,’ said the dignitary.

Pierre handed the note to the dignitar{, who immediately
threw it into the fire. ¢Have you, by chance, gone further
with those persons than I have?’ asked Pierre, secretly desig-
nating those who had remained at the table.

The kind of embarrassment with which Bon-soutien r:gliod.
that he had never had other than business relations with the
traveller, united with the silence he had obeerved during the

iscussion at supper, proved .0 Pierre that he was more
pledged than he could confess.: The pretext which he used
a8 a motive for hiz intimacy with that agent for secret
socisties, was too improbable to leave the smallest doubt in
that respect. Pierre understood that he ought not to ques.
tion a man bound by oaths; and pr‘endinf to be sati ]
what he said, he left him, and went to help the Corinthian
swaken the Berrichon, for they already heard at a distance
¢he rolling of the vehicle which was to convey them to Ville,
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preux. With some trouble sucoeeded in getting their
cowrade to his feet ; and, after fraternal YAmi.du
trait and the Corinthian separated, one taking with the
Berrichon the road to Villepreux, the other that to Blois,
with the dignitary and the maater locksmith.

<1 believe,’ said the latter on leaving the wine shop, ¢that
those ns have gone further with us than they intended ;
or that they thought us more simple than we are. No matter,
certain things, half-guessed, are as sacred as if they had been
entirely confided ; is not that your feeling, pays Villepreux ¥

¢It is a law for my conscience,” repli jerre Huguenin,
The dignitary kept a Kofound silence. He had been pledged
4 long while, and perhaps was at that moment making
tions which had not before presented themselves to him. His
two companions had the delicacy to speak to him of other

matters.

While they were journeying towards the city, the Vaudois,
absorbed in his thoughta, was arranging his plates and bottles
with a melancholy air. M. Achille Lefort, pretended travel-
ling clerk, in reality member of the recruiting committee of
carionu'ilm, the Napoleonist Captain, the Lafayettist lawyer,
and the Orleanist physician, grouped under the chimney-
piece, conversed in a low tone.

THE PRYEICIAN: ¢ Well, my poor Achiile, this is another of
your stupidities. Ah! you want to meddle with sans-cu-
lottism ! See how you succeed !’

acmruLe LEFORT: ‘ That is your fault, your own. If I had
been alone, 1 could have turned those peoglo a8 I wished, I
thouﬁht I could inspire them with confidence by showin,
to them responsible persons; I ought to have moxmuﬁ
that those persons are good for nothing. Do you think you
can talk to the people, any of you?

TOE LAWYER, to the physician: ‘Hear him talk about his
people! One would say that we knew nothing of the people,
we who are in continual connexion with them.’

AcniLie 1xrort: ‘You only see them when tho{‘u-e illin
body and mind. A lawyer! a physician ! you have to do
only with the sores of the moral and phystcal order ! You
are not acquainted with the people in good health. Is not
that joiner an intelligent and gwell-informed man ¥ )

THE PHYSIOIAN: ‘A great d&al too much of a caviller, and
too learned for a workman. You never can do anything with
those brains stuffed with poorly-arranged reading and poorly-

theories, If it were necessary to command a nation
composed of such men, Napoleon himself would return to
the earth in vain.’

THE OAPTAIN: ‘In his time there were none such. He led
them to the war, and there wae no time for cavilling.'
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THE LAWYER : ¢ There were such in his time, too; for there
have always been. They cavilled in war as in peace; only,
the great man, who did not favour philosophical discussions,
requested them to have the goodness to be silent. 1le culled
them ideologists.”

rHR CAPTAIN : ‘ He would have called you the same. Really,
you appeur to me very singular with your theories, your con-
stitutions, and your distinction between absolute and consti-
tutional governments ! What is all that to as? We must
drive away the enemy, make war with the forcigners and
their Bourbons, the royalists and their black coats. After-
wards we will see. What need was there for your dizcussiag
with those honest workmen? You must talk to them about
each taking a musket and twenty-five cartridges. That is the
only language the French people understand.’

AoHILLE LEFORT : ¢ You see very well that it is not so, and
that now-a-days they wish to see where they are going. T un-
demstand the matter, and have enrolled more than one who
knows no better than I do the principle fuor which we have
been working these twenty years. But who cares’  Agitate,
excite, associate, arm ; with that we can go any where”

THR PHYSIOIAN : ¢ Even to the republic. A fine couclusion,
and worthy the exordium.’

aon1niB: * Well !  And why not the republic?

e LAwYRk : ‘Eh! Certainly, the republict Can we ask
for anything better, when it is represented by the purest, the
most upright, the most moderate of men ?

TRE PRYSICIAN : ¢ Those men are fools, if they think they
«can muzzle the people when they have let thein loose.

acHruie: ‘Bah! The people are as gentle as « child, after
victory. You do not know them, I tell you. 1 would under.
take to manage ten thousand like those you have just scen.’

THR PHYSICIAN : ¢ Yeg, like the old jacobin locksmith, for
example ! A pretty specimen! I confess that 1 feol no
taste for those drinkers of blood. With that populace nn-
chained, we should be overwhelmed ; we should go straight
to anarchy, to barbarism, to terror, tv all the horrors of '93.

aAcmrie: ‘Wellf let them come, if necessary; they are
better than the darkness of the Jesuits, aud the stupid latness
of tyra.nn{. Let us march, actno mafter how, provided we
feel ourselves live, and have sotéething great to do. Was not
Robespierre’s time a grand one? A day of glory, an illustrious
death, an immortal name—it is enough to give one the fevor,
-even to think of it.’

- THR uwl!n: ‘gommhlkmf all ¢ td{cil’? an :smaim:lr“'mellfr
are in love wi om, wiy didn’t you get yo
m with Caron ¥’ i you get ¥
aonruzm: ‘Bah ! Caron, Berton, weak minds, fools ! wicn
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fesaiisten v taelr position, who would have kept quiet if
Al Loy o ~atisded their personal ambition I

Tk rastus “Bay, heroes, whom you have calumniated
& wean!y desarted ! Afille bombes ! Af 1 had been listened
s i1 theose dav , they would not have died on the scaffold.
‘Phis in why your carhonarism makes me sick a® heart. I
ylash w helong to it now.  (He takes his gun, and prepares
FORNTRITRIN

agminrk: ‘It is always just so. When we have suffered &
»everee, we blume each other, until a victory unites us again,
That's the old story

THE PIYSICIAN, talng his gun to go » ¢ To tell you the truth,
t have no more faith in your victories. If the liberauls
i Spain, good night to the company. We must find some-
thing better than your carbonarism, to which nobody holds,
where no one knows the other, and there is no mutual under-
standing.”

Tk Lawyek: ‘Good night, Achille,. No matter; we are in
the right road, we two.  We have for us all the men of talent,
Manuel, Foy, Keratry, @ ’Argenson, Sebastiani, Benjamim
Cunstanut, and the old patriarch with the white horse. Hey ¥
father Lafayerte? there's a man.?

artity s - ¢ Uood night, all of you, I don’t care for your
Aure-n;».  Tathe lawyer 'y < Good night, my little Mirabean
‘n bud © W shall sec u good deal come to pass yet before we
die—be ensy P

THE LAWYLR, lo A1 - ¢ (Qood night, my Barnave I

THF PHYSIOIAN, *+ .1 4-7'c ¢ Quod night, father Duchene ¥

v lentl A8 you chaoxe ! Either the one or the other, as
Lay e, U ] eanwerve Prancs ©

THE CAPT LN, At acen has teeth t O L for @ good volley om
211 these gabblers .
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CHAPTER XVI,

Tan examination directed against those who were engaged in
the terrible quarrel between the gavots and the devorants
vesulted in completely oxoulpcﬁrﬁ,tho first, and freeing them
ﬁomdlm—tfo . Pierre and Homanet, called as principal
witnesses, distinguished themselves by their co their
128, ind. the simple, and sloct langasge of Piorre Hugusain,
an o o 0, erre enin,
stbeacted the attontion of the liberals of the city, who wers
t with their journalists at the sittings of the tribunal.

t he was not the object of any fresh advances, for he de-
parted as soon as he saw hi no longer neceasary.

‘What did Father Huguenin do and think d his son’s
absence? The good man was vexed atd angry; but, more
than sll, he was anxious. ‘He is g0 exact so ready in

he undertakes !’ gaid he to himself, ¢Some mis-
fortune must have happened to him !* And then he was
distressed ; for he had never perosived the love and esteem he
felt for his son go much as since this last separation.

s Pierre had feared, his fever in , and he had not
been able to leave his bed on the day, when, luckily, Amaury
and the Berrichon arrived. On the road, the Corinthian had
renewed to his companion the uest which Pierre had
before made, to spare father Huguenin's prejudices respecting
the oompsnioulhlg); and, as he felt a re| ce to begin his
connexion with his new master by a he desired the

i to speak first. On leapibg down from the diligence,
th:i asked for the house of the joiner, and entered it, one
with the ease of a blockhead, the other with the reserve of a
man of sense.

“Hold1 hé ! hohé !’ cried the Berrichon, knocking with his
stick upon the offen door. ‘House ho! health, -day the
honse! Does not father Huguenin, master-joiner, live here?

At this moment father Hugumin was resting on his bed;
he was in such bad humour, tiut he could not bear to have
any one in his chamber. On seeing his solitude so rudely
disturbed, he leaped up, and drawing back his curtain of
yellow serge, he I:Eo the lmgely-,t]:; i d‘fm l‘i,gd l{e:nchon la
Clef-des-cmeurs. your ways, friend,’ rep! , roughly,
¢ the inn is further on.’

¢ And if we wish to take your house for our inn ?* returned
1a Clef-des-occurs, who, connting npon the pleasure which his
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arrival would cause to the old joiner, thou‘ht it pleasant to
jest a little beforo making himself known.

¢In that case,’ replied Father Huguenin, beginning to put
on his vest, ‘I will show you that if you enter a sick man's
house without ceremony, you may go out with still less.’

¢ Excuse my comrade, master,’ said Amaury, showing him-
self and saluting his friend'’s father with respect ; ¢ we come to
you from Pierre, your son, to offer you our services.’

My gon !’ cried the master, ¢ where is my son, then?'

¢ At Dlois, detained for two or three days yet by some
business of which he will himaself inform you ; he has enlisted
us, and here are two words from him to announce us.’ )

Father Huguenin, baving read his eon’s billet, felt himself

w better and more cglm. * Well and good,’ said he, ‘your
emeanour is good, my son, and your face pleases me; but
our comrade has strange manners of his own. Look you,

giend,' udded he, measuring the Berrichon with a severe eye,
‘are you more correct at your work than in the house? Your
cap does not become you, my boy.’

My cap? said the Berrichon quite astonighed, uncovering
himn‘{f and examining his headpiece with simplicity. *Zounds,
it is not handsome, master, but one must wear what one haa.’

‘But one uncovers himself before a master with white
hairs,” said the Corinthian, who had understood father
Hug:enin's thouglht.

‘To be sure ! 1 wasn’t brought up in a college,’ replied the
Berrichon, putting his cap under his arm, ‘but I work with
good will—that is all I know how to do.’

¢ Well, we shall see that, my children,’ said Father Hugue.
nin, eoftening. “You come in good time, for the work
presaes, and I am here on wy bed like an old horse on the
straw. You shall drink a glass of my wine, and then I will
gconduct you to the chateau; for, dead or alive, I must re-as-
sure and satisfy my employer.’ .

The honest man, having called his maid-servant, tried to
rise, while his companions did honour to the refreshment.
But he suffered so much that Amaury perceived it, and re-
quested him, with his usual gentleness, not to disturb kyin

He assured him that, thanks to Pierre, he was as au_fait to
the work as if ho had begun it himself; and, to preve it to
him, he described the form dimensions of the covings, of
the pannels, of the cornices, of the string-boards, of-the curves
wit g double ourvature, of the joining-caps, &c., &o., t0 & line,
with 8o much memory ard facility, that the old joiner again
logked at bim fixedly. Then, thinking of the advantage of &
science which renders the most complicated operations so
.clear, and engraves them 80 well on the mind, he scratched

3
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his ear, again putgon his cotton cep, and resumed his bed,
saying, ¢ God's will be done "

‘Trust to us,” replied Amaury. *The desire to satisfy you
will supply the want of your advice to-day ; and, perkaps, to-
morrow you will be able to come to our assistance. In the
imeanwhile take a good nap, and don't torment yourself.’

¢ No, no, don’t torment yourself, my master,’ cried la Clef-
des-Coeurs, hastily swallowing a last glass of wine. ¢ You shall
see that you were wrong in turning the cold shoulder on two
pretty companions like us.’

¢ Companions, murmered Father Huguenin, whose brow
immediately grew dark.

¢Ah ! Iraid that to make youn angry,’” responded the Berri-
chon, laughing, ‘because I know that you do not like the
companions.’

¢Ah! ah! you belong to the companionship? growled fa-
ther Huguenin, divided between his old spite and 1 know not
what sudden sympathy.

¢Yes, yes,’ continued the Berrichon, who had at last wit
enough to know how to jest about his*ngliness; ¢ we are in
the devoir of the handsome boys, and I am the ensign of that

iment.’

¢We know but one devoir (duty) here,’ said the Corinthian,
playing upon the word, ‘that of serving you well” -~

¢May God hear you ! vreplied Father Huguenin; and he
covered himeself, exhausted, with the bed-clothes.

8till he slept peacefully, and the next day, feeling better,
he went to visit his journeymen. He found them working
bravely, keeping the apprentices well along, and laying out
the work as well as Pierre Huguenin himself. Re-assured re«
specting his undertaking, reconciled with M. Lerebours, who
until then had looked sourly upon him, full of hope, he re-
turned to his hed ; and soon he was completely recovered to
receive his son, who arrived three days after in the evening.

A celestial calmness was depicted upon the brow of Pierre
Huguenin, His conscience bore him good witness, and his
customary gravity was tempered by an inward satisfaction
which communicated itself as if magnetically to his father.
Qlt:est.ioned by the latter as to the cause of his delay, he re-

ied :

P ¢ Allow me, my good father, Jot to enter upon & justification
‘which would require time. When you desire it, I will inform
youof what 1 have done at Blois : but now please send me at
once to my comrades, and be satisfied with the word I give
you. Yes, I can swear upon my honour that 1 have only ac-
oomplished » duty, and that you would have blessed and ap-
proved me, had your eye been upon me.’

$Well, you answer me as you choose,’ eaid the old joiner;



OF THE TOUR OF FRANCE, 131

%and there are moments when you persuade me that you are
the father and I the gon. It i8 singular, nevertheless, but so

if is,

He was so well on that day, that he could sup with his
mon, the two journeymen and the apprentices. He folt a pre-
dileetion for Amaury, whose gentleness and respectful atten-
tion charmed him; and though he disliked to question him
upon certain things, he said to himeelf aside . Jf that is one
of those mad companions, at least it must be confessed that
his face and words are very deceitful.” He also began to
change respecting the Berrichon, and to recognise excellent
qualities under that rough covering. is oddities made him
laugh, and he was not displeared to have some one to scold and
laugh at ; for he hud, as may have been seen, the teazing cha-
racter of nctive people; and the habitual dignity of his son
and of the Corinthian rather restrained him.

That evening, when the Berrichon hud appeased his first
hunger which was always impetuous, be opened the conversa-
tion, with hig mouth full and his elhow on the table.

¢Comrade,’ said Hb to the Corinthian, ¢ why don’t you want
me to tell master Pierre what took place respecting him with
that great booby of a IPolydore, Theodure, 1 don’t kuow what
you call him—the steward’s hoy.’

Amaury, di-satisfied with this indizcretion, shrugged his
shoulders and did not anawer. Bat futher ITnguenin was not
disposed to let the Berrichon's chat fall unheeded.

¢My dear Amaury, said he, ‘I advise you not to have any
secrets in common with that yonth. 1le is as fine and light
a8 a large beamn which should fall on yonr toes,

¢ Come,’ said Pierre Huguenin, ‘since Le has begun, we must
let him finish. 1 see that he refers to M. lsidore Lerebonra,
How can you imagine, Amaury, that [ care for what he may
have said against me ! I must be very weak minded to fear
his jndgment.’

¢Ah! well; in that case | will tell you : yes, I will tell you,
master Pierre I cried the Berrichon, winking at Amaury, a8
if to beg him not to close his mouth.

The Corinthian made a sign that he could speak, and he be-
gan his recital in there terma:

¢ In the firat place, there ws a beautiful lady, a superb wo-
man, faith, quite small and rdy checked, who passed and re-
passed, and again passed, and again repassed, as if to look at
our work; but, as trne as I bite my bread, it was to look st
the pays Corinthian—'

‘What does he mean with his pays and his Corinthian?’
ssked father Huguenin, before whom they had agreed never
to use their companionship names.
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Pierre trod rather heavily upon the foot of the Berrichom,
who made a horrible face and resumed at once :

¢ When 1 say the pays, it is as if I said the friend, the com-
rade, we are pays, he and I: he is from Nantes in Brittany,
and I am from Nohant-vic in Berry.’
h’vl:b? well,” said father Huguenin, holding his sides with

ughter.

¢And when I gay the Corinthian,’” pursued the Berrichen,
whose foot was still trod upon, it is a name which I amuse
‘myself in giving him—’

“In fine that lady looked at Amaury? said father Hu.

‘guenin.

¢ What lady ? asked Pierre, who, without knowing why, be-
to listen with attention.
eat, beautiful lady, quite small, as he has told you,
Amaury laughing ; ‘but I do not know her.’

¢ If she is rosy-cheeked,’ objected father Huguenin, ‘it is not
‘Mademoiselle de Villepreux, for she is pale as a corpse. I’er-
haps it was her chamber-maid ?

¢Ah! perhaps it was, replied the Berrichon, ‘for they called

madam,’

¢ Then she was not alone in looking at you ¥’ asked Pierre,

¢ Quite alone,’ replied Clef-des-cccurs ; ¢ but M. Colidor, who
~was with her—'

¢Isadore ! interrupted father Huguenin in a loud voice to
disconcert him.

¢ Yes, Theodore,’ continued the Berrichon, who bad his ma-
lice a8 well as another. ¢ Well! that M. Molitor waid to her
something like this: ¢ Is there anything for your service, ma«
dam marchioness ¥’

“Ah ! then it was the niece, the little lady des Frenays,’ ob-
gerved father Huguenin. ‘She is not proud and looks at
everybody—did she look at Amanury, really *

¢ As I look at you ! cried the Berrichon.

¢Oh no ! not exactly I" replied the old joiner, laughing at
the Berrichon's ugly stare. ¢ And at last she spoke to you ¥’

‘Nono! she onlysaid: “J am Jooking for the little dog;
haven't you seen him about here, gentlemen joiners?” And
she looked at the pays—the comrade Amaury; zounds! she
Jooked at him as if she wanted to eat him with her eyes I’

¢Pooh ! stupid! it was yowshe looked at I' said Amaury.
¢You may as well confess that: it isn't your fault that you
are handsome.”

¢Oh | as to that, you are laughing at me,” replied the Ber-
richon. ¢Never did any kind of woman look at me, rich or
‘poor, young or old, except the mother—I mean the Savini-
enne, before she was in tears for her dead husband.’

¢ Bhe looked at you? cried Amaury, blushing.

.

Ly
rep!
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¢ Yes, in pity,’ replied the Berrichon, who was not wan
in good sense as regarded al matters : ‘ and she often
to me : “ My poor Berrichon, you have such an odd nose and
such an odd mouth ! was it your father or your mother who
had that nose and that mouth1”’

¢ Well, the story of the lady? replied Father Huguenin.

¢The story is finished,’ replied the Berrichon. ¢She went
out as she came in, and M. Hyppolyte—'

¢ M. Isidore !’ interrupted the obstinate father Huguenin.

¢As you please,’ returned the Berrichon. ¢ His name is no
handsomer than my nose. And so, he placed himself heside
us with arms folded like the emperor Napoleon holding his
8py-glass ; and then he began to say that we were making poor
work, miserable work, what ! And then suddenly the pays—
the comrade Amaury did not answer him, and then, at once,
I—1I continued sawing my boards without saying anything.—
That was what vexed him, the gentleman! Doubtless he
would have wished us to ask him why the work did not please
him. Then ke took up a piece and said it was bad stock, that
the wood was already cracked, and that, if that should fall,
that would break like a glass. And then the Corinthian (ex-
cuse me, vur master, it i8 & customary 1 have to call him like
that), the Coriuthian, that I say, answered him: “ Try it,
then, citizen, if your hears tells you s0.” And then, he threw
the piece to the ground with all his strength ; and then, it
happened that it did not break, without which 1 should have
broken his head with my hammer.’

¢Is that all ©* asked Pierre Huguenin.

¢1, 1 consider it too much,’ said father uguenin, who had
become thoughtfnl, ¢ You see, Pierre, 1 told you so; Lere-
bours’s son wishes you ill, and will doyou an injury.’

¢ We shall see,’ replied Pierre.

In fact, Isidore Lerebours, having learned in what manner
Pierre Huguenin bad criticised and remodelled his plan for
the staircase, nourished a deep spite against him. The day
before, he had dined at the chateau, at the table of Count de
Villepreux ; for it was Sunday, and on thbat day the count
invited M Lerebours and his son, with the curate, the mayor,
and theschoolmaster. The count's system was, that there are
always in & village four or jve individuals over whom it is
necessary to obtain an influente, and who are more bound by
the politeness of a good dinner than by justice and good rea-
sons. M. Isidore was very vain of this privilege. He carried
10 the chateau the splendour of his most ridiculous toilettes,
broke each time more or less goblets and glasses, smelt of the
best wines with the air of a connoisseur, always received from
the master some good lesson by which he did not know how
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to profit, and permitted himself to stare quite impudently at
the pretty marchioness des Frenays.

This firet Sunday presented itself quite apropos to satiefy
Isidore’s vengeance. Naturally, while the count played, after
dinner, his hundred points of piquet with the curate, the
conversation turned upon the repairs of the chapel, and the
old count asked his steward if they had been resumed.

“Yes, sir count,’ replied M. Lerebours. ¢ Four mechanics
are on the job, even to-day.’

¢In spite of its being Sunday ?' observed the curate.

¢You will give them absolution, curate,’ said the count.

¢] fear, then,’ said Isidore, who waited impatiently for the
moment to put in his word, ¢ that sir count will by no means
be satisfied with the work they do. They use wood which is
not dry enough, and don’t understand their business. Old
Huguenin is not unskilful, but he is wounded. IIiseon is &
downright blockhead, a village lawyer, an ass, in one word.”

*Let the asses alone, then,’ said the count, quietly shuflling
his cards; ¢ wo are not thinking of them.’

¢Would sir count permit me to say that that stapid fellow
is not fit for the work which has been ontrusted to him. He
i at best good only to split logs.’

¢In that gasec yon would not be safe, replied the count,
who, in his way, was as much of a joker as the elder Hugue-
nin, ¢Bat who, then, selected that workman? was it not your
father ¢

M. Lerebours was at the other end of the apartment, lost in
flattering exclamations respecting the tapestry which Madame
des Frenays was embroidering, and not hearing his son’s inai-
nuations against Pierre ITuguenin.

¢ My father has been deceived about that man,® replied Tai-
dore, in a low voice. ¢ [l¢ had heard him praised. e thought
he was doing well in paying him less than a man of tulent who
could have been brought from elsewhere. Bt it is an error;
for all that has been done, and all they are allowed to do,
will have to be begun again. I wish I may lose my neme if
it does not turn ort as I say.’

¢T,ose your name! retorted the count, still playing his
cards, and openly ridiculing him without his being willing to

erceive it ; ¢ that would be a ﬁeat loss. If 1 had the good
. oﬂ..nl!(xe 10 be called Isidore Lierebours, 1 would not take such
a riek.

The Marchioncss des Frenays, whom M. Larebours greatly
wearied with his compliments, took part in the conversation
with a sweet and flute-like voice.

¢ You are very severe, M. Isidore * said she, in her childish
smd coquettish style, *I passed through the library by chance,

.,and thought the new wainscotting quite as pretty and wells
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exacuted a8 the old. How beautiful that wajnscotting is !
You were very right to have it repaired, uncle; it will be in
perfect taste, and completely in fashion.’ .

“In fasbion? cried Isidere, judiciously; ‘it is more than
¢hree hundred years since it was made.’

¢Did you find that out alone ¥ said the count.

¢ But it secems to me—' returned Isidore.

€1t is the fashion now!" rather angrily interrupted the cu-
rate, whom Isidore's chat distracted. ¢ All the old fashions
return. But do let us play, M. lsidore.”

M. Lerebours darted a terrible glance at his son, who, satis.
fied with having struck the first blow at Pierre }Muguenin,
appronched the ladies. Mademoiselle Yseult had such an jn-
vincible repugnance to him, that she rose and changed her
place. Madame dee Frenays, less delicate in her nerves, did
10t refusc to enter into conversation with the employé aux
ponts-et-chaus-des. She questioned him about the library,
and about that Pierre IJuguenin of whom he spoke so ill;
at Iast she asked him which among the workmen whom she
had seen that morning, as she crossed the workshop, was
Pierre lInguenin. ¢ There was one who seemed to me to
have a very icmarkable face,’ said she, with great inge-
NUOUSHEsRA,

¢ I"ierre uguenin was not there,’ replied Isidore; and the
one to whom you refer is a journeyman. I don’t know his
name, bat he has an odd surname.’

“Ah! really? Tell me, then, it will amuse me.’

* His comrade calls him the Corinthian.’

‘The Corinthian! Oh! how pretty that is. Dut why?
‘What does that mean ¥

¢ Those people make all rorts of nicknames. The other is
called Ja Clef des-corurs.’

‘Oh' what a good joke ! But that is because he is 80 hor-
rible! 1 have never seen any one so ugly "

Any other than Isidore would have remarked that, for a
marchioness, Mudame des Frenays had looked rather too much
at the workmen in the library, and that ghe by no means at
this moment justificd the saying of Labruydre: ‘Unly to
nuns is a gardencr a man.”  But lsodore, who kuew that the
marchioness was rather coqupttish, and thought himself very
agreeuble, limited himself to%hinking that she said mthiltig.’
and that she pretended to take an interest in them, in order
to retain him by her side and enjoy his conversation.

The Marchioness des Frenays, born Josephine Clicot, and
daughter of a provincial woollen manufacturer, had been
married very young to the Marquis des Frenays, M. de Ville-

reux’s nephew. This marquis was a very good gentleman of
&omim:, 0 far as a noble; but a very sag perionage i 4%
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individual. He had served under the empire ; but, as he had
amall talent and no good conduct, he had never l=ft the se-
condary grades, where he had quite grossly consumed his
patrimony. In the hundred days, he had not known how to
take either a skilful or a courageous part ; that is, he had be-
trayed the fortunes of the emperor too late, and had not known
how to secure either the profit of desertion or the merit of
fidelity. He had then fallen back upon the count de Ville-
Ppreux, who, finding his society rather troublesome, and his
debts rather frequent, had thought to rid himself of them, to
the advantage ot the Clicot family, by getting him to marry
the rich heiress Josephine. The Clicots knew very well bes
forehand that the marquis was mneither handsome, nor young,
nor amiable; that his morals were a3 much disordered as his
fortune ; in a word, that his wife wonld have no chance of
happiness, nor of real coneideration; but an alliance with ke
Jfamily, as M. Lerebours said very well, had turned their heads,
and the little Clicot was consoled for everything by the title
of marchioness.

A few years were enough to disenchant her; the marquie
goon consumed his wife’s dowry in a frivolous mananer. The
Clicots, wishing to save to the latter some resources for the
future, offered an amicable separation, settled o pension of
gix thousand frances on the huaband, on condition that he
should live in Paris, or abroad, and took back their daughter.
The mother Clicot having died during this arrangement, the
father had again engaged in business, in order to rcpair the
breach made in his fortune : and Josephine went to live with
him and two old aunts,in a large very ordinary country-
house, adjoining the manufactory, on the banks of the Loiret,
gome leagues from Villepreux.,

In the midst of the uninteresting and inelegant noise and
movement of industrial life, surrounded by very prosaic
})eople, and condemned to an austere exiatence ((or her re-

atives kept her as strictly as if she was still a little girl),
poor Josephine became mortally ennuyéed. She had rapidly
geen a corner of the great world, and had there acquired an
immoderate thirst for elegant life and frivolous excitement.
ing one or two years, she had had at Paris a carriage,
beautiful apartments, a box at §he opera, an encirclement of
fops, of marchandes de modes, of sempstresses and perfumers,
Banished suddenly to a smoky and bad-smelling factory, sur
rounded by workmen or superintendents, of better intentions
than manners, hearing only of wools, trades, wages, dyes,
prices current, and stocks, she had no other resource a,
despair but to read novels in the evening, and eleep'a part of
the day, while her beautiful dresses, her plumes and laces,
a8t remains of an extinct luxury, grew yelB:w in their boxes,
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inly awaiting an o unity to see the light
}m’hine had greoaivetf Eortminmble education. lliir mm
waa ignorant and vain of her money; her father had no other
care or business but to amass money : their daughter had no
other desire or faculty but to spend money. She was tit for
nothing when she no longer had ornaments to arrange, or a
party of pleasure to project. She was twenty at most, and
perfectly pretty, but of that beauty which speaks rather to
the eye than the mind, No longer knowing, therefore, what
to do with her youth, her beauty, and her trinkets, her
imagination, vivid and charming as her face and nature, had
taken its flight in the world of romances. In her solitude
she created for herself wonderful adventures and conquests;
but compelled to fall back into reality, she was only the more
to be pitied. The melancholy which had seized upon her
suggested to her annts the dangerous precaution of eonfining
her as much as possible ; and Jorephine’s poor head, shut up
in the industrial chauldron, threatened to burst, when an
unexpected event changed her lot.

The father Clivot fell dangerously ill, and, touched by the
tender cares bestowed on him by his daughter, wounded at
the same time by the sordid views betrayed by his gisters, he
conspired agnainst the latter on leaving them. He secured to
them a competency; but he abolished their authority by
calling to his death-bed the count de Villepreux, and placing
Josephine and her property under his protection. The count
indeed felt that, having caused the poor young woman’s un-
happiness by uniting her to his scamp of a nephew, he had
heavy wrongs to repair with regard to her. He underatood
his duty, and, having assisted her to close her father's eyes, he
declared himself her substituted guardian until she should
attain her majority, which was not far off. He caused the
will to be executed, assembled the family council, expelled
the old aunts from the manufactory, according to the desire
of the deccased, intrusted its management to a skilfnl and
honest superintendent; then he took the marchioness into
his own family, and treated her with patersal affection, the
first act of which was to notify the marquis des Frenays that
he should cause the separation agreed upon to be respected,
and, in case of need, would pr(;zeot his wife against him.

This praiseworthy conduct exXtited agninst M. de Villepreux
that branch of the family to which the marguis des Frenays
belonged. That branch was ultra-royalist, ruined, jealous,
and accused the old count with being rapacious, avaricious,
and a jacobin.

Josephine, rescued from all her persecutors and all her
tyrants at last began to breathe. At first the sweet and
cordial intimacy of her uncle, the delicate friendship of Yseul,
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the benevelent tranquillity of their manners and customs,
epemed to her paradise after hell. Bat that excited brain
would have required rather more movement, either in dissi-
pation or in adventures, than was presented by the peaceful
and orderly life of the old count. Yseult also was rather a
serious companion for the romantic Josephine, Already ac-
oustomed to isolate herselt from those about her, and to con-
struot a world of chimeras in the secret of her thoughts, she
pretended, therefore, to be in unison with the family, and
resnmed the customary course of her sentimental reverics
without communicating them to any one.

CHATTER XVIIL

Courack had returned to the heart of Pierre Iluguenin. The
chapel appeared to him more beautiful than when he first
entered it. The recovery of his father, the sweet society and
precious assistance of his dear Corinthian, added to Lis hap-
piness. He took his chisel, and with a fresh and clear voice
sang the song upon the joiner's art.

Notre art a puise sa richesse
Dans les temples de I Eternel.

11 a pris son droit de noblesse
Eu posant son sceau sur l'autel.®

Then before striking the first blow with his chisel, he em-
braced his father, clasped the Corinthian’s hand, and applied
himself to work with ardour. The Berrichon shook his head.

¢And for me nothing at all, said he with a sud good-
natured manner,

¢ For you also the heart and the hand,’ said Vierre, pressing
his horny palm.

The Berrichon, recovering his joy, made a cross with his
<hisel upon the wood he was about to cut, according to the
ancient Christian custom of his country, and began to sing in
his turn a song of Angevine 1:"Sagesse, one of the brave poets
©of the tour of France. Father Huguenin, his arm in a scarf,

® Our art has acquired its riches
In the temples of the Etcernal.
It has taken its noble birthright
By placing its seal upon the altar.{
+ The square, symbol of labour, which is also the emblem of the
pywbolic altriangle of the divino Trinity, .
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followed them with smiling eyes. At this moment the count:
de Villepreux, entered, accompanied by his grand-daughter,
the marchioness des Frenays and M. Lerebours,

The count, suffering with the gout, supported his steps on
one side by a crutoh-cane, on the other by the arm of Yseult,
who feithfully accompanied him in all his landlord’s wakks,
M. Lerchours bad taken the risk of offering his arm to
Josephine, who had accepted it with a graceful resignation.
The count stopped at the entrance of the library to listem
with curjosity to the Berrichon’s song :

Away with melancholy
Nor doleful changes ring 5
For us the past 1& nothing now
The future naught can bring.

¢ The rhyme is not rich,’ said the count to his daughter,
¢but the idea says much.

They approached without being scen. The noise of the
saw and the plane covered that of their steps and voices,

¢ Which of all those is Pierre Huguenin? asked the mars
chioness of the steward.

: ¢ The tallest and strongest of them all,; replied M. Leres
hours.

The marchioness looked alternately from the Corinthian
10 I'Ami-du-trait, not knowing which was the handsomer, he
who resembled an antique huntsman with his maunly air and
elegant strength, or the other who recalled young Raphael
with his pensive grace, his paleness, and his long hair.

The old count, who had the taste and tho feeling of the
beautiful, was also strack by that noble trio of Greek heads,
which was completed by the father Iluguenin, with his broad
forehead, his silvery locks, the marked lines of his profile, and
his eye full of ftire.

*They aay the people aro not handsome in France,’ said he
to his grand-daughter, extending his crutch as if te make her
notice 8 picture, ¢ yet those are specimens of 3 noble race.’

The clder lHuguenin, who was not working, approached
the noble visitors with a frank politeness. The aspect of the
count was truly venorable, and whoever saw him was com-
pelled to abjure in his presenc8 every democratic prejudice.
The count saluted him by taking off his cap entirely and
bowing very low, as if he were saluting a duke and peer,
He had not followed the manner of those insolent roues of
the regency, who, by becoming familiar with the populace,
had raade it familiar with them; he had received and re-
tained the healthy traditions of the great lords of Louis XIV.,,
who, by an admirable politeness, consecrated in petfo the ins
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feriority of the pe:ﬁlo. The old count introduced a new
feeling into this civility long since acquired; he had recol-
lections of the revolution which made him accept, half-
ironically, half frankly, the principle of equality ! he himself
said that, every time he met a man of the people, he mnr-
:lured aside this formula : Sovereign people, you wish to be

He first inquired respecting the old joiner's wound, and
obligingly said that he was very sorry he had met with that
accident while working for him.

¢ The fact was, 1 was going rather to fast,’ replied the elder
Huguenin ; ‘one rhould not be harebrained at my age; but
M. Lerebours hurried me so much that, to satisfy M. the
count, I struck furious blows upon the wood ; and I found that
my chisel wae sharp when it cat into my old skin, which is
almost as hard as old oak.’

¢ Then you make me out very wicked, M. Lerebonrs,’ said
the count, turning towards his intendant. ¢And yet I have
never maimed any one as I remember.’

Pierre Huguenin, motionless, with head uncovered and
swelling chest, looked upon Mademoigelle Villepreux with an
indefinable emotion. Ile had remembered, simply on hearing
her mentioned, his watchings in her study, and the species of
worship he had paid to the unknown divinity of that sanc-
tuary. He was troubled in her presence, as if a mysterious
bond was to be strengthened or broken at this first interview.
He was at first astonished not to find her so beautiful as he
had created her. She was, in fact, more distingucc than
s:ltty. Her features were fine, her brow pure and well

igned, her head elegant and of a beautiful oval ; but there
was nothing great or striking in her person. She absolutely
wanted brilliancy. Still, on looking at her carefully, one
could see that she disdained to show it; for her small black
eye could be animated, her mouth smile, and all her frail
perron unveil the hidden grace that was in her. But it was
ag if she had determined to despisc the lubour of attraction.
She was always dressed accordingly; her dresses were dark
and without any ornament, and her hair divided in smooth
bands upon her forehead. With this stilluess of aspect and
intention, she had a very penstrating charm for whomsoever
knew how to understand her ;%but this was impossible at first
sight, and at all times quite difficult.

ierre Huguenin examined her ; but suddenly he met her
glance, That glance was almost bold, so indifferent and calm
was it. Dierre blushed, turned aside his eyes and felt a weight
of ice fall on his imugination: not that he found the heroine
of the turret ditagreeable or repalsive, but this strange
gravity in so young a girl destroyed all his notions and de-
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all his dreams. He did not know if he ought to cone

gider her a8 a sick child, or as an organization for ever struck
with apathy and langnor. And then he said to himself that
he chould never know her better, that perhaps he should have
no opportunity to exchang: a second glance with her; and be
felt sad, as if he had lost the protection of some ideal power
on which he had depended without knowing it.

In the meanwhile the count had approached the work. He
examined attentively all ita parts:

¢This is perfectly well executed,’ said, he, ‘and I cannot
help praising you; but are you very sure, messicurs, of the
quﬂity of your wood

¢ Certainly it is not so good,” replied Dierre, ¢as that of the
old wainscotting. In two hundred years it will be good, and
the old will perhaps be no longer so. But I can guarantes
that mine will not warp so as to injure the effect. 1f a board
contracts, if o panel splits, which is not probable, I will repair
it at my own expense and before the eye can have been shocked

it.

% But if you should be deceived entirely as to the quality of
the sl(biock 7 said the count; ‘if the whole work had to be ree
newed V'

¢I would renew it at my own cost, and would engage to fur.
nish better wood,’ replied Pierre.

¢In that case,” said the count, turning to his daughter as if
to take her to witness, ‘I believe that we must have confi-
dence aud trust in the conscience and talent of these pcople.
Certainly, you work very well, messieurs, and I should nob
have thought that the ancient models could have been re-
produced so faithfully.’

¢Thero is but small merit in that,’ replied Pierre; ‘it is
only the labour of an attentive and docile mechanic. But
he who designed the model was an artist. He had the taste,
the invention, the feeling, now lost, of elegant and simple
proportion.’

The count's eyes sparkled, and he struck lightly on «the
ground with his cane, which was in him an indication of sur-
prise and inward satisfaction. Father Hughenin knew this
well and he remarked it.

¢But it is being an artist to understand and express it as

do ! said the count.

¢We all take that title, repﬁied Pierre, ‘but we do not
deserve it. Still, added he, pointing at Amaury, ¢ there is
an artist. He practices joinery as it now is, because he must
earn his livelihood; but he could invent as beautifal things
as there are here, If there were in the chateau any aparts
ment to be decorated, you might consult the designs he has
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made in leisure moments for his amusement, and would there
find models which connoisseurs could not criticise.’

Really? said the count looking at Amaury, who, by no
means expecting this discovery, blushed to the white of his
eyes. *“Ia he your brother

¢No, M, the count; but he is just the same,’ replied

¢ Well, we will profit by his talents, and by your’s also, sir.
Delighted to know you ! I am your servant.’

And the count having saluted him with politeness, and
even with a cortain deference, withdrew, wondering in a low
tone, with his grand daughter, at the good sense and modesty
of Pierre Huguenin’s replies.

The first person they met on leaving the library was Isi-
dore, who, having watched for the moment, thern awaited
the effect which his accusation might have produced. He
did not know that the old count, having the instinct and the
taste of what the phrenologists now-a-days call constructives
ness, understood much hetter than he how to judge of the
labours of a workshop, and that it was not easy to lead him
into an error. He had depended upon the rovgh vivacity
which he knew he had, and upon the rather irrascible pride of
Father Huguenin. He had hoped that the one would ex-
press a doubt, and that the other would reply without respect
or moderation. The count, who had that morning caused his
architect to relate to him the adventure of the stuircase plan,
now understood very well Isidore’s conduct aand perfectly
delgised it.

41 am very well satisfied with what I bave just seen,’ said
he to him, raising his voice and looking him directly in the
face with a severe air ; ¢ those are good workmen, and I thank
your father much for having employed them, Who was it
then that said, last evening, that they were poor workmen?
‘Was it my architect? Was, it not you, Isidore ¥

¢I do not think the architect could have said that, replied
M. Lerebours; for he is well pleased with the work of the
Huguenins.’  _

¢ Then it must have been he I said the count, maliciously
pointing at Isidore.

¢My son has not seen what they are doing; besides, he
understands nothing about ity, The sciences he has studied
are of a higher order, and the proverb which says: “ He who
can do the greater can do the luss,” is not always true. But
who can have sought to prejudice the count against my worke
men? Ft must have been the ourate; he feels sore with me
because I beat him at billiards.’

# It must have been the curate, replied the count, ‘heissg
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meddler, The firs time we see him, we will tell him {o mind
his own business.’

Isidore did not take the lesson. He thought that the
count remembered badly, and promised himself that he would
profit by it to return to the charge. He was of that race of
people who cannot be convicted of error in their own eyes;
consequently, he was persuaded that his plan_of the staircase
was good and that Picrre’'s was faulty. He was naively
astonished at the partiality which the architeot had shown in
his decision, and he awaited his adversary at the work to
humiliate him. In vain had the prudent author of his days
advised him not; to boast of a defeat which would be forgotten
or passed over in silence; lsidore pretended to take his
advice, but he none the less cherished the project of revenging
himself !

That evening, in the middle of the Huguening' supper a
domestic of the cheatean came to request Pierre to visit the
count. This message was tranamitted with & politeness which
struck father Lacréte, present at the supper.

¢ Never have [ seen these lackeys so honest,” said he in a
low voice to his gossip.

¢] assure you that my son has something singular about
him,’ replied futher Huguenin in the same tone. ¢ He coms
mands the respect of everybody.’

Pierre had gono up to his chamber, He came down again
dressed and combed as if it were Sunday. His father had an
inclination to joke with him; he did not dare to.

¢Excuse! said the Berrichon, as soon as Pierre had left to
go to the chateau. ¢ e has made himself brave, our young
master ! If he goes on in that way, tuke care of yourself, pays
Corinthian ! the little baroness will not look at you any more.”

‘Yon have joked enough upon that subject,” said father
Huguenin in a severe tone. ‘Idle talk always does harm,
and such as that might injure my son. If you do not like it,
my Amaury, you will not allow it to continue.’

“Mle words displease me a3 much as they do you, my
master,” replied the Corinthian. ¢ 8o, Berrichon, we will say
no more of that, will we, friend? *

¢ Enough said,” returned la Clef-de-cesurs. ¢My business,
{or me, is to make people laugh, When they will laugh no

onger—-'

¢ %}\Te know that you have wit, fny boy,® said father Huguenin,
¢ You will make us laugh about something else.’

¢ No matter,” said the Berrichon, ¢those Beople of the
chatean please me. They're not at all proud, they're genteel
like everything, those noble ladies !’

‘When Pierre eaw open before him the door of M. de Ville
preux’s study, he felt seized by a horrible uneasiness, He had
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never conversed with persons placed #o high in social life.
The citizens with whom he bad business had never intimidated
him; he had always folt. himgelf their e%ual, even in manners,
But he said to himeelf 4has there was, doubtless, in the old
lord, some other ybesides that of rank. He knew
that the count would be perfectly’ polite, but according to a
code of etiquette to which he should be obliged to submit,
even if he did not find it conformable to his ideas, This code
is so atrange, that & man of the people, who should assume the
manuers of & man of the world, would be considered im-
tinent. A workman, for example, must not how too low;
is would be demanding a similar salute, and he has no right
to doso. Pierre had read novels and comedies enouga to
know what were the forms of politeness in that world which
he had not seen. But what would be those forms with him,
and how ought he to reply to them? As an equal? That
would make him pass for a fool. As an inferior? That
would be bumiliating himself. This rather puerile anxiety
would not perhaps have been felt by him, had he not dis«
tinguished gy the light of the lamp, which feebly illumined
the study, mademoiselle de Villepreux writing under her
father's dictation. .And all these reflections coming upon him
at once, oppressed his heart, without his knowing how, and
without my being very sble to tell you why. When he
entered, Yseult rose. Was it to selute him, or to make room
for him? Pierre bowed, without daring to look at her.

¢ Please to take a seat, sir,’ said the count to him, pointing
to a chair.

Pierre was confused, and took a chair covered with books
and papers. Yseult came to his assistance, by placing another
near the table, and she withdrew a little. Ile did noi know
where she seated herself, so much did he fear meeting her
eyes.

y‘I ask your pardon for making you come,’ said the count ;
¢but 1 am too old and too gouty to go anywhere myaself, I
saw this morning, that the repairs of the wainscotting ge@on
very fast, and should like to know if you think you could
u:?emko to ad< to it the sculptured ornaments.’

¢That is not in. my line, replied Dierre; ‘but with the
assistance of my companion, whom I have seen execute very
delicate and very difficult q'tnamenta,l think I could copy
faithfully those in 1uestion.’

‘So you would be willing to undertake them? said the
count. *My first intention was to have some carvers in
wood come for that purpose ; but after what you told me this
morning, and what I have seen of your work, the idea has
come to me of entrusting to {ou the soulpture likewise. This
is why I wished to see you alone, in order not to wound your
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gompanion, in case, in your conscience, you should consider
the work beyond his power.’ S,

] believe that you will be satisfied with him, M.the count.
But 1 must tell you beforehaud, that the work will take a
long time, for none of ourapprentisés éan.aid us.

‘gWell, you will take the necessary time. Can you promise
me that you will not allow yourelf o be interrupted by other
work than that of my house ?’

<] ean, M. the count. But a scruple retains ma. Allow me
to ask if you had cast your eyes upun any carver, in order to
entrust this work to him ¥

¢Upon no one. 1 intended requesting my architect at Paris
to send me such as he judged fit .But may I ask you, in my
turn, why you put that question to me 7’

¢ Becauve it is contrary to the practice of our trade, and 1
think, to delicacy in general, to undertake a job which is ont
of vur usual line, when we find ourselves in competition with
those to who n it exclusively belongs. This would be en-
croaching upon the rights of others, and depriving workmen
of a profit which naturally falls to them rather than to us.’

¢ The scruple is an honest one,” and does not astonish me in
you,’ replied the count. * But you may be satisfied that I had
spoken to no one, and hesides, my wiil ought to have free
action in thix respect. My expeuses would be niuch increased
by bringiug in werkmen who do not belong to the provinee.
Lt this be a reason for you, it you require one. For myself
I have another: it is the pleasure of entrusting to you a work
which must gratify you, and of which you feel the beauty so
sensibly.’

¢ Sull I will not begin,’ replied Tierre, ¢ befure rubmitting
$o you a specimen of our »kill, in order that you may change
your determination if we do not suceeed well.

¢ Couid yon bring it to me in o few days?¥

¢] thiuk so, M. the count.’

¢ And |, said madewmoiseile de Villepreux, ¢ might 1 makea
rdiuest of you, M. Lierre”

"terre started in his chair on Learing that voice address
him. 1le had thought that if such a thing could happen, it
would be under the influence of striange and romantie cir-
cumatances, That which iy entirely natural never satisfies an
cxcited imagination. le bonqad without being able to say a
word.

¢ That would be,’ resumed Yseult, ‘to replace the door of
my study, which M. Lerebours has already asked you for
peveral times, and which has been lost, as he pretends. You
will do me a great pleasure by having it sought for and re-
placed, in whatever condition it may %e .

0
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“ Apropos, that is trne !’ said the count. *She loves her
gtudy, and can no longer &it there.’

<1t shall be done to morrow,’ replied I’ierre.

And he retired entirely overpowered, quite terrified at the
sadness which again seized upon him,

¢Y am a fool,” said he to himself, as he resumed the road to
his home. ¢ That door shall be replaced to-morrow : it must
be s0; it must be closed for ever between /. and me.’

CIIAPTER XVIIL

Wusex Pierre, who, at homne, as while travelling, shared hig
bed with Amaury, after the manner of ancient brothers-in-
arms, related to his friend the proposition which the connt
had made to him, a vivid feeling of hope and 1y took posses-
sion of the young artist. 1le had always felt that the delicate
gkill of his hand and the exquisite taste of kisideas led him
towards sculpture ; bnt, having hegun the trade of a joiner,
and being afliliated to a compunionship of that profession, he
had feared to retard himself in his career by entering upon a
new path. Eacouragement had been wauting. Yierre was
the only one who advised him to go to aris and obtain ine
struction in his favourite art. But at that period the Corin-
thian was kept at DBlois by his love for the Savinienne. He
had, therefore, given up 113 dream, and had brought down
his pretensions to the ornaments which belung to joinery in
building. By the acknowledgments of all the companions, he
excelled in the diflicult part of ornamented caps to niches,
and no one could cut like him the light leaves of a Greek
capital. It was especially on this account that they had cons
forred on him the elegant surname he bore.

¢Ah ! my friend, cried he, ¢ fate is good to send this d’er-
sion to my sorrow ! 1 have not had the strength to tell you
my admiration [or that beautiful wainscotting, and the effect
it produced on 106 the first time 1 eaw it. At first, I admired
very much that beautiful distribntion and that wirdom of
plan of which you spoke to9me &t Blois, I remarked the
character of breadth which is felt in the details of the
smallest dimension. Yes, I understood what you formerly
explained to me, that grandeur is not in extent, but in pro-
portion ; and that one may make meanly a colossus of archi.
tecture, while an appearance of height aud strength can be
given to a model of a few inches. But I confess to you, that
<n looking at those arabesques distributed with 8o much riche
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ness and moderation at the same time (for this is still the same
.uestion ; small means, great eflect), when 1 saw those me-
dallions encrusted in the pannels, and displaying, as from a
window, those beautifup little hends of raints, with their
varying eapression and dresses; some grave like old philogo.

hers— other< langhing and mocking like wuggish monks;

ere a prond soldier with his casque crushed over his eyes,
there a pretty female saint crowned with flowers and pearls;
below, a beautiful seraph with curling and tlowing hair;
elsewhere, an old half-veiled sybil, extending her thin and
angular neck: and around all this, birds playing among the
garlands of flowers, infernal monsters pursuing lost mouls
throngh a netting of ivy leaves, aud those great heads of lions
which seem tv growl at all the angels, and all those bas-reliefs,
all those firurantes, all those featoons, and all that movement
of ditlerent beiugs who seem to live, run, fly, dance, sing, or
meditate, upon the inanimate wood—Oh ! at the sight of all
these wond rs of @ time when art ennobled handiwork, I felt
myself transjorted into another world, nnd big tears were
ready to flow from my eyes. Happy, thrice happy, thought
1, the workmnan who ¢ould at his will animate these shreds
of his own lite, and bring forth, from the rough sides of the
oak, the cherished people of his dresms! Aud, as the shades
of evening began to full, 1 fancied that I saw move around
me legion ot little phantoms, who went climbing upon the
panncly, hangimg upon the cornices, and contending with the
ancient crestions of the artist. The archangels blowed their
Srampets; the capital sing, fantastic monsters, foraged in the
4piry acinthus; wnud the beautiful Christian virgins played
among the quict lilies, while the prevaricating monka, wine-
bibbing satyrs, pulled the beards of the grave theologians, I
was intoxicated myself,—] was mad. The more I tried to
Tecover my senses, the more my vision increased and became
animated around my hurning temples. It seemed to me that
all those demous, all those imps, issued from my head, from
mPhands, from my pockets. I was about to run after them,
trying to oitch them, to put them in order, to encrust them
in the wood, respectful and mute in the empty places and in
the abandoned niches which time had hollowed for them by
the side of their anceitors, when the Berrichon's voice tore
me from my hallucination. lfe drew me away, putting upon
ay shoulder my saw aud my plane, coarse tools of a still
<oarser labour. I resigned myself; I worked according to my
duty, not according to my vocation. And now you see, Pierre,
¢hat dream was as a prophetic foreshadowing of my happy
destiny. Now I shall be able to say in my turn: “ And I nﬂo
am an artist ! 1 shall make soulptures, I shall create beings,



148 THE COMPANION

1 shall give life ! and my imagination, which made me suffer,
will give me joy and power !*

The Corinthian’s delirium caused his friend some surprise.
Pierre did not know all the exultfion of that young head,
which had read many books, and cherished many golden
dreams in its travels. He bhad embraced him with an ad-
miration mingled with tenderness, and requested him to be-
come calm in order that he might take some rest. But the
Corinthian could not sleep, and he rose before daylight. He
@did not think of breakfasting : and when his friend reached
the workshop, he found him busy carving a figure.

¢1 have begun with the most difficult,’ said he, *because I
am not anxious about the rest. + But will this head succeed?
J know very well that it will not resemble the model exactly.
But provided it has truth, expression, and grace, it w:ll be
worthy to remain. What I admire in this wainecotting. is
that there are no two ornaments or two figurcs alike. It is
infinite variety and caprice in harmony and regularity. Oh !
my friend, may 1 be able to find beaaty, Talso! May 1 be able
}o }Jring to light what 1 have in my soul, and produce what 1

el I’

¢But where have you learnt the art of design P asked Pierre,
astonished at secing a human head come {rom uuder the
Qorinthian’s chisel.

¢Nowhere and everywhere,’ veplied the young man. ‘I
have always been impelled by an irresistible instinet to-
wards statues and bas-yeliefs. | have never pa-sed before o
monument without stopping for a long time to look at all the
ornaments and all the sculptures. But it is in the museums
of great cities that I bhave hidden long contemplations, and
tasted delights of which 1 have never dared to speak to
any one. We all go to see those cullections, a8 we go to
see mighta of new strange thinge. We obtain there some
notions of history, of mythology and allegory ; but the greater
part of us go to satisty a curiosity without object, and 1 gan
say that 1 went to satisfy a passion. 1 have even made some
drawings from the models, At Arles, I tried to copy the an-
tique Venus; and I took the outlines of some vases and sarco-
‘phaguses, which I dreamt of exccuting in wood and placing
28 ornaments in some parts of the decoration. Bnt could i
know what I did? And do Fymow know what 1 have done?
Qross caricatures, perhaps. I have calculated the proportions
geometrically ; but grace, delicacy, movement—beauty, in one
word !—who will tell me if my hand obeyed my thought?
“Who will prove to me that my eyes did not deceive me when
<they thought they again found upon the paper what they had
4iscovered and obrerved in the stone and marble? 1 move in
a chaos, in nothingness, perbaps! T have seen children draw
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upon a wall grotesque, impossible faces, which they thought
conformable to the laws of nature : they deceived themselves,
and were satisfied with their work. But I have ssen other
children trace naturally, and as if obeying a mysterious fae
culty, faces which were animated, attitudes which were true,
bodies which were well balanced, well proportioned. They
did not know that they had done better than the others! And
I, in what class must i range myself? I do not know. Could
you not tell me, oh ! my poor Pierre?

Talking thus, the Corinthian worked with ardour; his ¢
were brilliant and moist, his brow was bathed in sweat. He
felt a delicions and terrible anguish in the depths of his soul.
Pierre shared it. When the figure was finished, Amaury,
seeing father Huguenin and the apprentices coming, wiped
his forehead, and hid in a corner his work and the tools he
had used. e feared the judgment of ignorance, and being
discouraged by some raillery. He did not even wish to exa<
mine in secret what he had doue, for fear of perceiving his
want of power, and losing too soon his hope full of delight.
When the workmen Jeft at noon for their luncheon, he did not
follow them, but asked Pierre ITugnenin to go and get for him
a piece of bread. But when the latter brought it, he did not
even think of tonching it.

‘Ierre U cried he, <1 think I have succeeded ; but I fear
to show you what I have done. If you condemn it, do not
tell me yet, I beg of you. Let me flatter myself until the
gvening.’

The hour of supper having come, he wrapped the little
figure up in his handkerchief, and giving it to Pierre : ¢ Take
i4, said he, ‘and wait till you are alone before looking
at. If you find it bad, break it, and do not speak to me about
it again.”

‘1 will take good care mot to do that,’ replied Pierre; ‘I
cannot judge of the merit of such a thing ! but I know some
ene who must understand the matter, and I will tell you im
an hour if yon ought to go on or stop. Go wait for me at
tlllle 1lu'mt-'.c, and take some supper, for you have eaten nothing
all day.’

Pierre did not think of dressing himaself in his fine clothes.
He did not even remember the embarrassment he had ex-
perienced the evening beforefon appearing in the presence of
the count and his daughter ; he thought only of his friend’s
snxiety, and he asked to speak to M. de Villepreux. He was
admitted, as before, into the study. Yseult was not there.
Pierre entered without fear.

* This,’ said he, ‘is what my friend has attempted. 1t
geems to me good ; but I do not understand the matter suffi«
ciently to decide.’
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*What ! a-head I’ cried the count. ¢But I did not ask for
that ; or, rather, I did not expect,’ added he, looking at the
figure with astonishment.

“Is not this a part of the ornaments which M. the count
intended to intrust to us?

¢ By my faith ! I did not even think of telling you that I
would send some of the models to Paris to have them copied
by artists there. I never should have thought your triend
would have dared to undertake a thing of this importance.
His boldness astonishes me a little, ] confuss; hut what aston-
ishes me a great deal, is his success—for that appears to me
remarkable.  Still, as I am by no means & better judge than
you, I will show it to my daughter, who drawa very well, and
has a great deal of taste.

The count rang.

¢Is my daughter in the saloon?* asked be of his valet-de:
chambre.’ .

“;Mademoiselle is in ber study in the tuiret,” replied the
et.
‘Request her to come to me,” returned the count

¢ In the turret !” thought Pierre Iluguenin. ¢ She wa« there
just now when 1 was in the workshop, and 1 did not suspect
it ! And the door is not yet replaiced !

His heart beat violently when Yrcult entered.

 Look at 'this, my child,” said the count, shewing her the
carved head ; ¢ what do you think of it ¥

1t is a very pretty thing,’ replied mademowelle de Ville.
preux; ‘it is one of the figures of the old wainscorting,
which they have taken down.

¢1t is not one of the old oues, replied Pierre, with a joyful
assurance : ‘it is the work of my companion.’

¢ Or your own ? said she, looking at him.

¢ I have not so much skill,” replied he; T should not risi
the trial. I could make the folizge and border+, vome animals,
at most ; but human figures can come only from the chisel of
my friend. Will you please mention yosr opinion, sir?

In this trouble, Pierre had not been able to say ¢ mademot-
selle’ in addressing Yseult, and his confusion increased on
seeing her smile at his mistake; but immediately resuming
her serious air: N

¢ Do you know, my father,” sai®she, ¢that this is very curi-
ous and very remarkable? There is herein a simplicity of
feeling of more value than art: and a professed artist would
never have understood style as this workman has dune. He
wonld have wished to correct, to embellish. That which isa
principal qnality, the absence of knowledge, would have ap-

éared to him a defect. He would have tormented and
;ashioned this wood without obtaining from it this simple
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form, so true, so fall of grace in its awkwardness. It seems as
if this came, like the model, from the hand of a workman of
the sixteenth contury : the same character, the same igno-
ranes of rules, the same frankness of intention. 1 assure you
that is is beautiful in its kind, and that you need not seek
elsewhere & seulptor to repair the whole of the wainscotti
And he must, be well paid, it is worth the trouble ; for thisis &
work which displays great intelligence, Chance has always
served you well, my father ; this is a new proof of it.’

I'ierre heard Yscult's words resound in hia ears like music,
The praires <he bestowed on his friend, and the expressions
she cuployed, seemed to hiin to come from a dream. He no
longer thought of seeing in her other thau the woman of
taste aud intelligence, whose stndious retreat had filled him
with enthumasm hefore he saw her person. While she was
speahing with Jier farher, he had summoned courage to look
at har 1 and he found her, at that mowent, as beautiful as he
had 1wsagnned her. The reason wax, that she spoke with ani-
matien ot the things which filled 1he heart and the thoughts
of "Ami-duorait and of the Corinthian’s friend. 1lle felt that
#be was his®ual, so long a; he lovked at her under this aspect
of an artist,

¢ We cun then be gomething in her eyes,’ thought he; ‘and
if she hov the wierable thowsht of despising out manners and
coarse cle thes, at least sie ix compelled to understaud that a
certain gentus nitst ennoble the labour of the hande”

More proud and more happy at the praises hestowed on the
Coriathian than if he had deserved them himself, he felt his
ti ity suddenly disapgenr.

“1 wish the Corinthan were here.” vaid he, s0 that he could
hear what is suid of his work. 1 wish | could remember the
word< which have just been said, inorder to transmiv them to
h;m, buat ) leat 1 heve net undersioad suihicicnily to repcat
them.

‘Faith ! 1 hardly nnderstood them myself, said the old
count, langhing, ¢ Our langnage is enriched every day with
such churming subtleties.  Will you explain to me wiat you
have just said, my danghter

‘ My father, replied Yseult, ‘are there not things which are
so mach the utter because they are not /7! 13 not the
gimple emile of a child a thogeand times more charming than
the aflability of a prince? t all the arts, the greatest diffi-
culty is to preserve natural grace, and this is what we cherish
in the works of past times. Certainly they are not all good,
and in the carved work of our chapel there is a complete i{
norance of K:inoiples and rules, Still it is impossible to loo
upon it without pleasure and interest. The reason is, that the
workmen of that epoch, and especially the unknown artisan
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who:did that work, had the feeling of the beantiful and true.
There are indeed there heads too large, arms and legs in &
foreed m, and of a defective proportion ; but those heads
have all & well-felt expression, those arms are graceful, those:
Jegs‘walk. Everything is fall of grace and action. The ornas
ments are simple and broad. In a word, there is seen the pro
'duct of the most happy natural faculties, and that holy confi.

" denoe which constitutes the charm of childhood and the power
of the artist.’

The old count looked at his daughter, and in spite of him.
self-he looked at Pierre, impelled by the invincible need of
having some one share the pleasure he experienced at hearing
her talk so well. A smile of happiness and sympathy em-
bellished the already so beautiful countenance of the young
artisan. Did mademoiselle Villepreux perceive it} The
count saw that what she had eaid was completely understood,
and he could not doubf, it when Pierre cried out:

41 can repeat that to the Corinthian word for word.’

¢The Corinthian justifies his sarname,’ said the count. ‘I
feel interested in that young man. Where was he brought

up?’

¢ Like all of us, on the roads,” replied Pierre. *We work
and we study as we stop in one city and another. We have
our workshops and our schools, where we are each other’s
scholars. But as to the peculiar talents of which this work
is the proof, no one has cultivated them in the Corinthian.
It came to him one tine morning, and he formed himself en.
tirely alone.’

¢ Is he not the son of some artist who has fallen into pover-
ty? asked the count.

¢ His father was a journeyman carpenter like himself,” re.
plied Pierre,

¢ And he is poor, this good Corinthian ¥

¢ Not exactly; he is young, strong, industrious, and full of

ope.
* But he has nothing 7'
¢ Nothing but his hands and his tools.’
¢ And his genius,’ said Yseult, as she looked at the carved
head ; ¢ for he has that, I assure you.’
¢ Well ! we must cultivate it,” returned the count.—* Send
him to Paris, to 8 drawing.sch¥pl, and then place him with
some good sculptor. Who knows? perhaps he may make
statuary some day, and become a great artist. We will think
of $mt, will we not, my daughter?
¢ With all my heart,’ replied Yseult.
! Persusde him to continue,’ said the count to Pierre Hugue. -
nim, - ‘1 will go and see him work ; that will amuse me, and
perhaps encourage him.
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Plorre related the whole of this conversation to his friend,
word for word, and Amanry dreamed statuary sll night, As.
to Pierre, he dreamed of mademoiseils de Villeprenx, He
saw her under every form,—at one time oold and contemptws
ous, at another benevolent and familiar; and I know nob:
how the image of the turret door was always mingled with -
this vision. Once it seemed to him that the young chatelaing, .
standing on the threshold of her study, called him, and tha$
he ascended to that door without the assistance of a staircase; ,
by the sole power of his will. She showed him & great book'
in which were traced mysterions characters and figures, But
at the moment when he tried to decipher them, encouraged:
by the inspired swile of the young sybil, the door closed npon
him with violence, and upon the pannel of that door he saw
the face of Yseult; but it was only a face of carved wood,
and he said to himself: ‘Have I not been very foelish ta
take thia sculpture for a living being?’

When he woke from this painful sleep, dissatisfied with the
involuntary trouble which bad invaded his thoughts, hitherto
80 serene, he resolved to put an end to his dream by replacing
the door. His first care was to take it from the corner where
he had concealed it. The iron work was still good, and, as
he hed been requested to replace it in whatever condition it
might be, he carried his moveable ladder to the wall and
began his work.

While he was strongly hammering, with his face turned
towards the workshop, mademoiselle de Villepreux entered
her study to look for a note which her grandfather had asked
for ; and, when Pierre turned, he saw her standing by a table
and examining her papers without paying any attention to
him, 8till it was impossible that she should not have re.
marked his presence, for he made a great noise with his
hammer.

There was a moment’s respite in the din he was making.
He bad to measure a piece that was wantingin the upper
plinth. At this moment Pierre taced the study. He was
upon the threshold, and he felt less timid. He had the
curiosity to look at mademoiselle de Villepreux, thinking
indeed that she would not perceive him. Her back was
turned to him ; but he eaw her slight and graceful form, and
her magnificent black bair, of fvhich she was so little vaim
that she wore it in a cloge twist, although at that period the
women had adopted the fashion of crisped puffs, proud sud
threatening. There is in the absence of coquetry something
so touching, that Pierre had too much delicacy of mind not
to remark it; and he remarked it so long that Mademoiselle
de Villepreux was drawn from her pre-occupation by the:
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silence, a8 happens when one goes to sleep in & noise and io
awakened when the noise ceases.
¢ You are looking at this buffet ?* said she to him, in a per-
fectly natural manner, and without an idea that she could
herself be the object of such an attention.
Pierre was confused, blushed, stammered, and, wishing to
mwe:l{es, answered no.
¢Well ! look at it nearer, said Yseult, who had not lis.
tened to his answer, and had resumed the arrangement of
her papers, .
Pierre made some steps into the study with a despairing
‘I shall not again see this place where I have
m:'d such precious hours,’ thought he; ¢I must bid it
ell on looking at it for the last time.’
Yseult, who was seated at her table, said to him, without
raiging her head : ¢Is it not beautiful ¥’
¢This virgin of hael's? said Pierre, entirely out of his
senses and without king of what he said : ¢ Oh yes ! it is
very beautiful !
Yseult, surprised that an engraving should attract the
joiner more than the buffet, raised her eyes to him and saw
is emotion, but withous understanding it. She attributed
it to the timidity which she had already noticed in him ; and,
from a habit of affable goodness which her grandfather had
inculeated, she wished to reassure him. ¢ You like engrave
ing? said sho to him.
I like this one very much,’ said Pierre. *lf my compa-
nion could see it, he would be very happy.”
¢ Do you wish me to lend it to you that you may show it
to him ¥ eaid Yseult. ¢Take it.’
¢Ishould not dare,’ stammered Pierre, (uite cverpowered
by this familiar goodness which he had not expected.
¢Yes ! yes! take it down,’ said Ysoult, rising. She hersel{
took the engraving from the wall to give to him. ¢ Could you
copy this frame ?” added she, making him romark the carved
frame of the madonna.
¢ It is cabinet work,” replied he, ‘and yet I think I could
make one like it.’
¢In that case, I shall want several. I have some very fine
old engravings here.’ As she spoko, she opened the portolio
in which they were, and showhd them to Pierre.
1 like this one best,’ said he, stopping at a Mark Autony.
* You are right, it is the best,’ replied Yseult, who took a
candid pleasure at remarking the good sense and elevated
judgment of the mechanic.
¢ Mon Dieu ! how beautiful it is " returned he; ‘I do not
understand it, but 1 feel that it is grand, One is happy to be
able to see beautiful things often !’
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¢They are rare everywhere,’ said Yseult, with the desire t¢
remove the secret bitterness which this exclamatian revealed
to her.

Pierre still lonked at the engraving. He admired it,
doubtless, but he was thinking of something else. Yvery
second that passed in this appearance of intimacy with the
being who began to throw his soul into commotion, flowed
over him like an age of happiness, which he enjoyed trem-
bling. Time had no real value at that moment; or, rather,
that moment was to him separated from real life, as happens
to us in dreams.

¢ Since it pleases you so much,’ said Yseult, moved in Her
artiat’s soul, ‘take it, I give it to you.’

Pierre would have preferred she had said : ‘I request youto
take it’ He compelled her to say so by refusing with a cer-
tain pride,

‘ You will give me much pleasure by acgepting it,” returned
Yseult ; ¢I can procure another for myself. 1o not fear to
deprive me of it

¢ Well I’ said Dierre, ‘I will make a frame for you in ex«
change.’

‘In exchange? said mademoiselle de Villepreux, whe
thought the word rather familiar,

¢ Why not 7 said Picrre, who, in matters of delicacy, spon-
taneously recovered the tact and decision of an elevated
nature. ‘1 am not compelled to accept a present.’

¢ You are right,’ replied Yseult with the feeling of noble
frankncess.  “1 accept the frame, and with great pleasure;”
and she added, on sering the gentle pride which shone on the
mechanic’s brow : €1f my grandfather were here, he would be
delighted at secing that engraving in your hands.’

Perhapa this innocent and dangerous interview would have
been prolonged, but the little marchioness des Frenaya inter.
rupted it. She entercd with a strange exclamation of sur-

rise. .

‘What is the matter with you, then? said Yseult to her
with a sang-froid which suddenly disconcerted her.

¢I expected to find you alone,’ replied the marchioness.

CWl! am Inot alone? said Yseult, lowering her voice,
that the workman might not hear this terrible word. But he
did hear it : the heart sometimencatches better than the ear,
This horrible reply fell like death upon that soul burning
with love and happiness, He threw the engraving into the

ortfolio, the portfolio upon a chair, with a movement of
ll:on-or which could not cscape mademoiselle de Villepreux ;
and, resuming his hammer, he finished replacing the door
with extreme rapidity. Then, departing without a bow,
without turning his eyes towards the two ladies, he left the
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workshop, full of hatred for his idol, fall of contempt &
himself also, becruse he had allowed himself to be flattered
by foolish imaginations.

CHAPTER XIX,

WaeN the young ladies were alone, a very singular con.
wersation took place between them.

¢ What you eaid was very harsh to that poor young man,’
gaid the marchioness, on seeing Pierre Huguenin depart.

 He did not hear it,’ replied Yseult, ¢ and, bésides, he conld
not have understood it.’

Yeeult felt that ghe was lying to herself. She had very
well remarked the mechanic’s indignation ; and as, in spite of
the prejudices which the customs of the world might have
given her, she was thoroughly good and just, she experienced
a deep repentance and a kind of anguish, But she had too
much pride to confess it.

‘You may say what dyou please,’ returned Josephine; ¢ the
young man was wounded to the heart, and that was very
easily seen.’

¢ He would be wrong to think I intended to humiliate him,’
roplied Yseult, who endeavoured to excuse herself in her
own eyes. °¢If you had found me tete-a-tete with any other
man, no matter whom, except my father or my brother, I
should have made the same answer.’

¢Indeed ! retorted the marchioness. ‘You would nof
have done it, cousin | it would have been defying any other
than s poor devil of 2 mechanic; and as you know that, on
the part of a man lile that, you have nothing to fear, you
have been brave and cruel very cheaply.’

¢ Well ! if I did wrong, it is your fault, Josephine,’ said
mademoiselle dq Villepreux, with a little ill-humour. ¢Yon
provoked that foolish answer by a misplaced exclamation.’ -

¢Eh! Mon Dieu! What did I do that was so improper?
The fact is that I was surprised at finding you engaged in an
animated couversation witlf,a journeyman joiner. Who
would not have been 8o in my place, I uttered a cry in spite
of myself; and when 1 saw the young man blush to the
whites of his eyes, I was very sorry that I had entered so
suddenly. But how could I have foreseen.

‘My dear,’ said Yseult, interrupting her, with a vexation
whioh she did not remember to have experienced ever before,
¢allow me to tell you that your explanations, your reflections,
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and your expressions are more and more ridiculous, and thaé
the whole are in very bad taste. Do me the favour to
speak of something else. 1f 1 were to take my grandfather as
a judge of the question, perbaps he would understand whas
you have in your mind better ¢ 1 do, but I am not certain
that he would be willing to tell me.’

¢You give me a very severe lesson,’ replied Josephine, ‘and
it is the first time that you have spoken to me in this manner,
my dear Yseult. I have apparently said something very im-
proper, gince 1 have wounded you so much. My want of edu-
cation is to blame; but you, who have so much sense, my
cousin, I am astonished that you are not more indulgent to-
wards me, If 1 have oflended you, forgive me.’

¢1t is 1 who beg you to forgive me,’ said Yseult, in an op-
pressed voice, aud tenderly kissing Josephine, ¢it is 1 who am
wrong in every repect. One fault always occasions another.
1 lpogko badly just now, and, because 1 suffer for it, I
make you suffer. 1 assure you that 1 suffer more than you do
at this moment.’

¢ Liet us say no more about it,” said the marchioness, kissing
her cousin’s hands; ‘one word from you, Yseult, will alwaya
make me forgen everything.’

Yseult tried to smile, bit a weight remained upon her
heart. She said to herself that if the mechanic did hear the
cruel spcech for which she reproached herself, she never
could effuce it from his memory; and, whether from dissatis-
fied pride or love of justice, she felt a wound in the depths
of her eonscience: she was not accusustomod to be on bad
terms with herself.

The marchioness endeavoured to distract her.

¢Are you willing,’ said she, ‘that 1 should show you the
drawing 1 made yesterday? You will correct it for me.’

¢ Willingly,’ replied Ysenlt. And when the drawing was
before her: ‘It was a good idea of your's, said she to her,
*to draw tho chapel before it had lost its character as a ruin,
and its air of desolation. I confess to you that I shall miss
this disorder in which 1 was accustomed to sge it, this gloomy
colouring that is given to it by dust and age. I already re-
gret those lamentable sounds occasioned by the wind e-
trating through the cracks in the wall and the empty windows,
the cries of the owls, and thosedittle mysterious ateps of the
mice which seemed like a dance of elves by the light of the
wmoon. It will be very convenient to me as a working-room ;
but, like everything that tends to comfort and utiliti,.it will
havr:;qstt, its romantic poetry when the workmen have re-

it.
* Yseult examined her cousin’s drawing, found it quite
pretty, corrected some mistakes, in perspective, persmaded
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her to colour it, and assisted her to arrange her easel upon
¢he threshold of the gallery. She perhaps hoped that, by
placing herself at her side, from time to time, she would find
an opportunity of being affable with Pierre Huguenin, and
of making him forget what she inwardly called her imper-
tinence. It is certain that she desired it, and from this day
she never saw him pass without experiencing a little shame.
There was in this feeling an excessive candour and a kind of
zeligious scruple, in wich the most austere casuist would have
found nothing to blame, but at which some women of the
world would have langhed—been shocked, perhaps.

However this may have been, she did not find the oppor-
tunity she sought. Pierre, as soon as he perceived her, left
the workshop, or kept so far off, and was so busy with his
work, that it was impossible to exchange a word, a bow, even
a look with him, Yseult understood this resentment, and
no longer had the courage to return to the threshold while
Josephine’s drawing lasted. Thus, strange event, there was
one of the most delicate secrets between mademoiselle de
¥illepreux, the lord's daughter, and I'ierre Huguenin, the
Journeyman joiner ; a secret that was concealed in the fibres
of the heart more than it was formed in the thought, and
which each knew must occupy the other, though neither
would have consented to give an account to himself for this
sorrowful sympathy.

Very different things, indeed, were passing in the mind of
the marchioness ; and 1 know not what course to take, O re-
spectable reader, to make you perceive them. She drew, and
her drawing did not finish, Yseult, who was much interested
in the reading and analytic compilation of works quite serious
for her sex and age, remained a part of the duy in her study,
thedoor of which was always open between her and her cousin,
while the curtain concealed her from the eyes of the workmen,
‘8he no longer went to the tribune, and saw Josephine’s draw-
ing only when the latter brought it to her. Now, Jusephine
showed it to her less and less, and ended it by not showing
it at all. Yseult was astonished at this, and said to her one

‘We , cousin, what have you done with your drawingt It
must Pe s masterpiece, for you have been at work on it & whole

et s horrible,’ replied th® marchioness quickly ; ¢ shocks
spoiled, daubed ! Don’t ask me to let you see it—I am
e of it; 1 have a great mind to tear it up and begin

m‘tl I;«l.mu-e yz;l: courage,’ ratum:df le{ P ¢ bﬁt if it would
aaking too great w sacrifice of you, I would request you
&o stop where you are. The noise of the workmen and the

d
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Jdust they make, inconvenience me very much. I have she
habit of studying here, and I believe it would be impossible
for mo to study anywhere else. But I must give it up if you
continue to leave my door o] .

¢Well, if I should draw with the door shut? said the mar.
chioness timidly.

I don't know very well how to give a reason for what I am
going to say,’ replied Yseult after a moment's silence; but it
eeems to me that would not be proper for you; how does it
seem to you'?

¢ Proper | the word astonishes me in your mouth.’

¢Oh ! 1 know that I told you one was alone, though téte-d
téte with a workman; but this was a false idea as well as an
insolent speech, and you know that I reproach myself for it.
No, you would not be alone in the midst of six workmen.’

¢In the midst? Heaven save me from going to place myself
in the very middle of the workshop! It would not be at all
a good point of view to draw from.’

‘1 know very well that the gallery is twenty feet from the
floor, and that you are supposed to be in another apartment
from that in which they work; but in fine, what do I know?
I ask you yourself, Josephine—you must know better than I
what is proper and what is not.’

¢T will do whatever you wish,’ replied the marchioness, with,
a little pout which did not make her ugly.

¢ It seems to vex you, my poor child ¥ returned Yseult.

¢1 confess to you, this drawing amused me. There was
a‘:‘mething pretty to be done, and I should have succeeded af

t'l

¢ I never knew you o fond of drawing, Josephine.’

¢ And you—I never knew you so Englieh, Yeeult.

¢ Well, since yon lay so much stress upon it, go on; I will
atill bear the noise of the hammer which splits my head,
of that unfortunate saw which gives me the toothache, and
tl_x'i;s villanous dust which spoils all my books and my fur-
aiture.’

¢ No, no, I don't wish you to do that. Buf what difference
-do you think there is between our being separated by a door
or by a curtain ?

¢1? Idon't know; it seems to me that with the curtain
you amnr not to be alone, and ¢hat with the door it will be
veri) crent.’ *

_* Do you believe those people take any notice of me at the
distance they are from the gallery! I say more—do you bes
lieve that I am anybody to them 1’

¢ Josephine,’ said Yseult, la; hi.n%adnd blushing at the same
&ime, ¢ you are a hypocrite, y did you an exclamag
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timtmw, aot 14 really, 1 know nothhg abowt
!i, Ylnlb it wu » piece of stupidity on d’
rhaps, one in me to consider that tdted-tde
m&-—l ve thonght of it since. A man isalwaysa
man, whatover they msy eay. I certainly would not talk
um-teu in my study with Isidore Lerebours for axample.’
# Bocause he is a fool, an ill-mannered coxcomb !’

¢A mechanic, like Pierre Huguenin for example, who is
nelther ill- mannered, nor a coxcomb, nor a fool, is much more
of & man, then, than M. Isidore,’

#Oh, that is certain.’

¢ And yat you would not go and draw in a workshop where
there were several Isidores assembled !’

“Oh no, certainly ! yet I should think myself very much
alone; and if I were condemned to live in & desert island
with the most perfect among them—’

“You would draw the portrut of the ugliest animals rather
than his, I can coaceive that. But who then is tlLis personage
1 see there 1’

While talking with her cowsin, Yaeult had opened the
mfolio of drawings and found that of the workshop., Bhe

cast her eyes Kon it without the absent Joscphine
ng to prevent her, and had just remarked a pretty
littlo ﬁguro guoefnlly standing upon the shaft of & gothic

de uttered a little cry, rushed towards the drawing,
to enatch it from the hauds of her cousin, who
Mpt it from her by runmng round the chamber. This play
lpsted some momenis; Meen Josephine, who was very nervous,
lmllu quite ud*wiﬂ‘x wvexation, anatohed at the drawing and

4oee it, one half remaining in Yuult's hands it was exactly

¢ No matter’ eaid %{seult la g, ‘he is very gdenteel],
roally | why u'eyoulo vexed? Well, now your eycs are full
of tedrs | what a child you are! you must needs tear your
deywing ! 1t is' done, m you sorry for it? 1 will paste it
again-~it will never show—in fact, it would be a

Fity, it is so protiy.’
f ou arenot doing light,-Yseult. I did not want you #o

'You show selflove with me new! Are you not my

Bince whben have pupils hidden their work fpem
mluﬂ Bat tell me then, Jossphing, whe is this paxe

MHMGMKMA page of the middle



orm!mum 'fﬁ

$Bah ! thet's an snachronism. %

the page would be well placed ; mmn iaul-.

out of date. 1tis not ptohb yeuag man

oan have been preserved hhm

the samie clothes, forthuehtmdnd

b‘wnowyonmlwgmgntme,whwhwlm
8

.;Emmvuod,llhmnotdnonmnymm And

,'Weu,nyonlinoeyonhvebogm Don'} restrain your.

ﬁi‘g .IIl ::;phme, that page resembles the Corinthian enough to
ne.’

$The Gonntlmn, with a slashed doublet and a page’s cap !

You are crazy.

¢ The doublet is closely related to & vest; and as to this

oap, it ia cousin german to the Corinthian’s, which is not at
lrugly, and becomes him very much. wears his hair
long, and cut exactly like this: in fine, he has &

faeo like that page. Well ! this is his ancestor, we will say

no more about 1t.’

¢ Ysoult,’ said the marchioness, weeping, ¢ I did not think
you were so oruel.’

The tone with which thess words were pronounced, and the
tears which escaped from Josephine's oyel, made Yoeult start
with surprise. She let fall the drawing, thinking she was in
2 dream, and tried to console her cousin, but without kmow-
ing how she could have have offended her; for she had bad
no other intention but to make a very innooent joke, which
was by no means a new thing between them. She dared not
let her thoughts dwell upon the discovery which those tears
made her mgooe, and at once repelled the idea as absurd and
insulting to her cousin. The latter, “':.‘ﬁ:“w' omdonr.
wiped away her tears, and their quarrel as all did
kisses and bursts of laughter.

Well! yon have guessed it, O penetrating reader! the
poor Josephine, having read man: mmou (let this be
s salutary warnin J experfenced an irre
istible desire to bring inte lm own life & romsnce of
which she should be the heroine; and the hero
foumd. He was there, ymghuélnnautdomi A

intelligent, and pure, more than any of those who have a
right of citizenship in the most proper romances. Oaly he
was & journeyman joiner, Mmumudlm
nsage, I confess ; but he mud. his beantifal
hdr, with the glory of an This genius, discovered by

» mirscle, was ﬂathnd nd praised every evening in

1
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saleon, by-the old count, who made for himself an anruse
ment a litile vanity for haviug discevered him, and this
. interesting position made him guite the fashion at the
ehatesu. At this day he would bea worn-out character:
people have already seen 8o many young prodigies as to have
m tired of them ; and them it is very certain that the people
been recognised as the great centre of intelligence and
iufiration. But in those fine days of the restoration, of
which. I am speaking, it was a novelty to perceive this, a
boldness not to deny it, and a lordly generosity to favour its
developement. Remember that in those times, already o far
removed from the year 1840 by manners and opinions, persons
comme ¢l faut did not wish that the people should learn to
read, and for areason. Theold Count de Villepreux was con+
sidered immoderately liberal by the lordlings his neighbours,
and that very liberalism displayed originality and exquisite
taste in the eyes of the educated youth of the country. It
was quite natural that the romantic Josephine should falk
into this fashionable enthusiasm, without understanding its
extent. She saw in her hero a Giotto or a Benvenuto in the
bud ; and more than all he was called neither l« Ztose, nor la
Fulipe, nor la Rejouissancs, nor ls Flambeaw-d'umour: the
least of these surnames would have sounded badly to the ear
. and would nave depoetized him, as is now said ; but he had a
surname which pleased and which they liked to confirm to
; he was called the Corinthian.

y was the Corinthian remarked, and why was not Pierre
Huguenin? The latter had no lesssucoess in the saloon ; that
is, when, in the evening conversations, the Corinthian was
mentioned, Pierre always shared the praises which were
given him. The count admired his beautiful bearing, his dis-

ished air, his manners, the natural dignity of which was

worthy of remark, bis upright, intelligent, sensible lan-
guage, and eepecially his ardent and poetical friendship for the
young sculptor. But the case was that the sculptor was en.
downs with the sacred fire, and must have reflected it upon his
friend the joiner. When they said these things the mar.
chioness’s brow animated ; she mistook her cards in
playing at reversi with heruncle, or let her balls of silk fall
a8 ghe embroidered at her frame; and then she hazarded a
timid glanoe at her cousin. *It seemed to her that she must
tgoomer or later discover on analogous romance between her
. and Pierre H and this fanoy of herim{mtinngln
Ber courage. Btill the peaceful Yaeult spoke to her of Pierre
. with 8o much calmness and frankneas, that there could be no
$usion en that side.
.- Bub if Jesephine understood thad people-could and should
. pay attention to Pierre, she had none the less given the pre-
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Serence to the Amaury, They could more easily be
familiar with :“ﬁfm, who was looked upon rather as
ohild. They called him ke littls sculptor ; they com
abont the destiny they dreamed of for him; they went y
day to see him werk ; the count was familiar with him, cal
him #¢s ckild, and put his hand on his head to present him to
tho strangers who came on & viiit, and whom he carried to
the workshop. They remarked the breadth and height of his
forehead ; a country dootor, & partisan of Lavater and Gall,
wished to take & cast of his head. In fine he had a more
brilliant success than Pierre, with whom no one could play in
that manner. It is sad to say it, but it ia none the less frue,
that the greater part of the women of the world wait, before
iving their preference to a man, for the judgment that may
passed on him in the saloons ; and he that is most liked, is,
in their opinion, the most accomplished. Josephine had been
too sensitive to the seductious of vanity, not to have yielded
a little to this mistake, She therefors had her head turned
for the handsome ochild, and could no longer conceal it.
Matters had reached such a pitch that they joked her openly
about it in the family, and she received the pleasantry with a
good grace. She even provoked it sometimes; which was
quite a good manceuvre to prevent the remark from becoming
serious. This is why her cousin sometimes permitted herself
to laugh about it with her, not thinking that she could in
any way afllict her by what seemed to her a play; and this is
why she was 8o astonished at seeing her weep on this oocasion,
But those tears gave her no information as yet; for
Josephine explained them as proceeding from an artist's self-
love, a headache, anything she chase to invent.
All the flatteries of the chateau had not a8 yet troubled the
good Corinthian's brain. The old count's fondness certainly
roceeded from a great fund of benevolence and geuerosity ;
ut he was very iinprudent, for he might have misled the
judgment of that young man torn f~om his peaceful obscurity
to be thrown at once into the career of suecess and ambition.
Happily Pierre Huguenin watched over him Jike a Providenoe,
and retained him in his senses by wise oriticiems, On his
gide, the elder Huguenin, even while frankly admiring the.
ekill and the taste of the young sculptor, gave him the
advioe to keep on his guard against praise, He had a8 yeb
no reason to complain of the new direetion whioh the labovt
of his journeyman was about to take; for the latter, faithful
to his word, carved only on Sundays, or two or thres hours in
the evening, in the way of trial, and all his week days. were
oonsecrated to finish the wainscotting, for whioh he kad
hia services. He-was:mot te-carve defiuitively until
Bo had entirely satisfied his mastes, But.if the old joiner did
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not blame this bold attempt (even seeing with pleasure his
son become associated in it—for upon this field ceased all
jealousy of the trade, all competition in talent), he did not
entirely approve the frequent and friendly relations that had
been established between the saloon and the worksh
¢ Certainly,’ said he, ¢ I have no complaint to make of the o
count. lie is & just man, and his usual economy is changed
to magnificence when he meets with merit. He has a very
honest style of proceeding. His daughter, also, is prepos-
sessing and good, under her quiet and indifferent manner.
The young man (he referred to Raoul, Yseult’s brother) is
rather shallow, lazy, and, as our Berrichon says, good for
nothing ; but, take him all in all, he is not a bad boy; and
when his dogs have eaten our hens, he beats his dogs without
ing them. In fine, you can see by the manner of the
steward towards us, that his master has ordered him to be
folite and humane with poor jolks. But, in spite of all this,
cannot, for myself, love those people as 1 should love other
people, people of our own kind. I see that father Lacrete is
not satiefied with them, because his rather unceremonious
manners, and his very natural desire to earn as much as he
oan, are not well received at the chateau. M. the count may
do what he will, he will not make me believe that he loves
the people, although he passes for a famous liberal, and the
stupids call him a jacobin. He will indeed take off his hat to
him of us who has the most seuse; but we have only to forget
ourselves a little with him, and see how he'll get on his high
horse to ride over the peasants ! He will take a louisd’or from
his pocket for a poor devil to drink his health with; but let
us try to drink to the republic, we shall see how he will pay
the fiddler ! I see the young lady of the chateau give alms,
go and come among the sick like a sister of charity, talk with
a beggar as with a rich man, and wear dresses less handsome
than those of her chambermaid; no one can say that she
wishes to crush the village, or that she has ever refused to do
a servics; but go and propose to her to marry the son of a
farmer, had he as much education and as many crowns
as she, she will tell you she cannot lower herself. 1 don’¢
blame her ; the bourgeois are no better than the nobles. But
remewmber, my children, the ¢ will always be the greaf,
and the little will always be the little. They seem to try to
make you forget this; but let yourselves be canght, and you
will see how they will refresh your memory! oh—oh! I
haven’t lived till now without kuowing how much s vassal
hs in the hand :{i:ia lord.’ disploased fath
ere was one g which especially di or
Huguenin : this was the assiduity of the marchioness in placi
horself on the tribune to draw, while the men were at
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before her. He seemed to fear lest his son should take too
much notice of her. ¢ What does that handsome iady come
there for 7 said he in & very low tone when she had gone, ‘ls
it the place of a marchioness to keep herself up there like a
hen on a pole, while chaps like you look at the tips of her
feet? Suppose she has a little foot ; great Peggy would have
a little foot too, if, instead of wearing s wooden shoe, she had
kept it in a slipper all her life. And I, I don’t see what there
is 8o handeome in it. Can she walk better, can she jump
higher? And besides, whom does she want to please, whom
does she want to marry? Isn’t she married? And if she were
not, would she like a mechanic? In fine, what does she do up
there on her perch? Is it to watch us; is it to make our
portraits? Are we not well dressed gentlemen in blouses and
shirt sleeves, to serve her as models? They say that there
are in Paris people who are paid for having long beards, and
gelting themselves put in « picture. DBut that is the trade of
1dlers, and not ours.”

¢ Faith I’ said the Berrichon, ¢1 shouldn't earn much at
that trade, for | am not handsome; and unless there was a
monkey to stick in a picture, I shouldn’t have much businesa,
But do ycu know, our master, that she is very lucky, the
little baroness, or the little countess, as they call her, to find
herself with honest boys like us, who never say ugly words,
and sing only moral songst For, in fine, there are workmen
who would never let themselves be stared at like that, and
who would make her go away, by saying coarse words on pur-
pose, before her.®

¢That is what we shall never do, 1 hope,” said Amaury;
¢ we owe respect to a woman, whether she be a beggar or a mar-
chioness ; aud besides, we respect ourselves too much to use
coarse language. We are here to work, we work. That lady
works also. I don’t know if it be on something beautiful or
useful. We must think 8o ; otherwise what pleasure would
she find in leaving her society for curs ¥

The marchioness had made no other impression upon
Amaury. He had indeed remarked that she was pretty, in
consequence of hearing it said; but he did not wish to be-
lieve that she was there for his sake, as the Berrichon and
the apprentioes thought. Besides, he had nothing but sculp-
ture in his mind, and nothing in his heart but the Savinienne.



166 THE COMPANION

CHAPTER XX.

Tax old count was not very well known in his village of
Villepreux. He did not take possession of this domain until
after the revolution, and had only come to it at distant
eriods, and remained three months at most. It was the
east splendid of his habitations, and the most retired of his
estates towards the peaceful interior of I'rance. At that
period the Sologne was not dotted, as now, with fine growing
foreats, nor crossed by practicable roads. That region where
80 much still remaing to be done, was a desert in which the
wretched population of the country barely subsisted, but in
which capitalists could attempt happy ameliorations. nder
the pretext of devoting himself to agriculture, the old lord
had made longer stoppages during the past two years, and
this time had installed himself with all the preparations
which the project of a long abode brings with it. The works
which he caused to be undertaken, and the gmantity of
trunks, of books and domestios, which were each day seen to
arrive, announced a regular taking possession. This gave
rise, a8 may be supposed, to many comments; for, in the
provinces, uothing can happen naturally, there must be a
mysterions explanation for everything. Some said that the
old lord came there to compose memoirs, which scemed to be
the object of the long dictations he made to his daunghter,
and the study life he led with her. Others inclined to think
that this same daughter, who appeared so dear to him, must
have become entangled, at Paris, in some unhappy love, to
cure her of which they came to watch over her in solitude
and reclusion, The habitual paleness of this young person,
her serious air, her retiring habits, long watchings, were
things strange enpugh in the eyes of the inhabitants of the
country to require to be explained by a romance.

This last rumour sometimes reached the ears of Pierre
Huguenin, and did not appear to him devoid of foundation,
Mademoiselle de Villepreux ‘was so different, in fact, from
other young persons of her age, her cousin’s freshness and
vivacity presented such a contrast by her side—and then the
eccentricity of her habits was 8o exaggerated, that the knew
not what to think. But what was it to him? This was the
question he asked himself; and yet, when he heard this
supposed passion spoken of, he felt his heart oppressed in a
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etrange manner, and he made useless efforta to drive away
a pre-occupation which appeared to him diseased and fatal.

In a short time the Count de Villepreux became wonder
fully popular in the village. He gave a great deal of work,
and paid for it with a liberality they had not known in him.,
He influenced the curate, by means of presents for his cellar
and his church, and compelled him to be tolerant and to let
the people dance on Sundays. He opposed the prefect in the
matter of the conscription, and intluenced the physicians
named on the council of revision, In fine, he opened his
park on Sundays to all the inhabitants of the village, and even
paid the musicians to make them dance in the warren, under
the shadow of a fine old ouk called the Rosny, like all vene-
rable trees honoured by that illustrious origin.

Father Huguenin's workmen arrayed themselves in their
best on that day, and led out, in preference to the peasant
sjtls, the smart abigails of the chateau. The Berrichon there

isplayed all Lis graces, and his capers did not fail of success.
The Corinthian also gave himself up to this amusement, but
without caring for one partner more than for another, and
perhaps ouly to satisfy a little childish coquetry; for he was
8o graceful in his blouse of grey trimmed with green, and the
Swiss cap he had brought from his journeys became him so
well, that all eyes were fixed upon him, and the young girls
were envious of the hononr of dancing with him.

The old count came with his family, at the hour when the
sun declined and the air became fresh, to look at these village
dances and familiarize the good peopl. with his signorial pre.
sence. They were {lattered by the pleasure he took in it, and
the agreeable things he knew how to say to each. There was
a turf seat under the onk, on which no ons was allowed to sit
beside him and his danghter, but to the side of which he
drew the elders of the country to talk with them — even father
Huguenin, who vainly affected his grand republican air, and
who allowed himself to be caught quite like another, though
he would uot acknowlgdge it.

In the beginning, yMing Raoul de Villepreux danced with
the prettiest girls, and never failed to kiss them, which made
their sweethearts look rather sonr; but this had no effect ;
80 that one day father Lacrete, who was not far from the
seat of turf, clenched his fist with a half-bantering, half-
savage air, and awore, by all the gods whore name he could
invoke, that, in his time, he would not have allowed his girl
to be kissed by any one, were he the dauphin of France.
Father Lacreto had had a bill cat down by the architect of
the chateau, and made open opposition to the family. .

The count had no wish to compromise his popularity, did
oot take up the old locksmith's words; but neither did he
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ot them fall, and the young lord appeared no more at the
dances under the oak. .
. M. Isidore danced, and God knows with what ridiculous
retence, and what impertinent airs of triumph! The vik
girls were dazzled by them ; but the chambermaids, who
understood good manners, and the deputy’s dsughter, who
was quite a princess, considered him too familiar. Madame
des Frenays bhad danced with her cousin Raoul in the first
days, and had not diedained to put her little hand into that
of the peatant who stood opposite her in the contredance,
But that hand was covered with a glove, which appeared very
imnltinghto the greater part of the dancers, and which pre-
vented their asking her, though she was dying with desive to
be aeked, for she danced charmingly; her little feet barely
grazed the turf, and there are no clowns for a pretty woman
who sees herself admired.

‘When Raoul disappeared from the village dance by superioy
order, the marchioness, no longer able to resist, accepted
Isidore’s invitation. But, after Isidore, no one presented
himself ; and she complained of it quite naively to her uncle
when he asked her why she danced no more.

$You see what it is to be a fine lady,’ said the count.
“ But let me see if I can’t find a partner for you. Come here,
my child,’ said he to the Corinthian, who was two steps from
him ; ‘I see clearly that you are very desirous to ask my
niece, but do not dare. Now, I declare to yon that she will
be delighted to dance. Come, offer your hand to her, and
take places for a contredance ! 1 will call the figures.”

The Corinthian was too much spoiled at the chateau to be
astonished or confused at such an homour. ‘It is the first
time I ever had & marchioness for a partner,’ said he to him-
self; ¢ no matter, I will make her dance as well as any othez
—and I don’t see why Ishould be so dazzled.’ This was an
inward reply to the staring glances of the Berrichon, whe
was placed opposite to him, and was quite stupefied by the
adventure.

Even while leapjng lightly upon th’green with his partner,
the Corinthian, who, in spite of his inward courage, had not
yet dared to look her in the face, perceived that this queen of
the ball was so confused that she made mistakes in the
figurea. At first, he understood nothing of this, and, wishi
to assist her in recovering her place without being reach
by the Berrichon’s impetuous flings, he took the liberty, but
without any other feeling than that of a natural deference, to
place his hand under the marchioness’s elbow in order to
prevent her fallins. That elbow, bare between a short aleeve
and a mitten of black eilk, was so round, so smeH, and so
soft, that the Corinthisn did not feel it at first, and seeing .
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the Berrichon launched in an unrestrainable piroustte and
the marchioness totter, he clasped her elbow to restore her
equilibrium. But that pressure was electrical. Josephine
became red as a cherry, and the Corinthian had an attack of
sundden timidity and insurmountable discomfort. He hastened
to reconduct her to her seat as soon as the contredance was
finished, and withdrew with a kind of terror, But fio sooner
did the violin give the aignal for the next contredance, than
he found himself, as by magic, at the side of Madame des
Frenays, and her hand was in his. What form had he em-
ploye({. to ask her anew, and how had he dared? He never
knew,—a cloud floated about him, and he acted as if ina

dream,

From that day, the Corinthian danced with the marchioness
every Sunday, and oftener three times than once. His ex.
ample encouraged the others, and Josephine no longer missed
a dance. When the Corinthian was not her partner, he was
her »is-a vis, and their hands touched, their breaths mingled,
and their eyessought each other, to be withdrawn and to seek
each other again. All these little prodigies take place so
spontaneously when one likes dancing, that one has no time
to reflect, and the spectators no time to perceive.

Yseult never danced, although her grandfather often re-
quested her; and the marchioness, a little ashgmed of the
pleasure she took in it, would bave wished to draw her into
the village-whirl. Was it disdain ? was it indifference on the
su't of the young chatelaine? Pierre, keeping always quite

istant from her, and covered cither by the groups or by the
thickets behind which he slowly wandered, often had his eyes
fixed upon her, and asked himself what thoughts filled that
impenetrable brow, in which so much energy was hidden
beneath so much languor. Mademoiselle de Villeprenx
always had the appearance of a fatigued person, who takes
pleasure in making no use of her faculties while she awaits
the opportunity of applying them to new deeds of strength.
Pierre studied ber like a book in an unknown language, in
which we hope to find some word that will enable us to

ess the meaning. But that loock was sealed, and not a
syllable revealed the mystery.

8till she did not appear to be annoyed. From time to time
she addressed herself to the women of the village, and with &
polite familiarity, the ahade of which was very difficult to
seize. She seemed to avoid the affectation of goodness which
was revesled by every gesture of her grandfather, and, at the
same time, she was seriously.and tranquilly benevolent. She
never intimidated the persons with whom she conversed;
and it was impossible to peroecive the least difference in her
wanners or features whether she was talking to her grand-
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father or cousin, to Father Huguenin or the village children,
Although poor Pierre had upon his heart an insult which
appesred to him ineffaceable, he sometimes said to himself
that she had the feeling or the instinct of equality in the
cleareat and most complete degree. But this was too exalted
an idea for the people of the village, They did not hate the
demoiselle, as they called her, but they did not feel for her
that attachment which the old count knew how to inspire.
¢8he does not show it,” said they, ‘but one would say that
within she is proud.

One day, Amaury found a volume which the marchioness,
who no longer came to draw in the workshop, had left in the
park. He carried it to his friend P’icrre, knowing well how
much he loved books.

In fact, the sight of a book always gave Pierre a thrill of
desire and joy. For many days he had been deprived of read-
ing, and he imagined that this favourite relaxation would
drive away the sad thoughts by which he was besieged.

It was one of Walter Scott’s mnovels, | do not remember
which, but one of those in which the hcro, a simple moun
taineer, or poor adventurer, becomes enamoured of some lady,
queen or princess, is Joved by her in secret, and, after a suc-
cession of charming or terrible adventures, at last becomes her
lover and hygsband. This intrigue, at once simple aud piquant,
28, a8 is known, the favourite theme of the king of novel
writers. If he be the poet of lords and monarchs, he is also
the poet of the peasant, of the soldier, of the outlaw, and the
mechanfo. It is true that, faithful to his aristocratic preju-
dioes, and too English to be bold to the end, he never fails to
digcover for his noble vagabonds an illustrious family, a rich
inheritance, or to make them ascend, step by step, the ladder
of hononrs and fortune, in order to place them at the feet of
their ladies, without exposing the latter to a misalliance by
8 pure love-marriage. But it is also certain that we must
give him credit for having painted the people in poetic
colours, for having drawn from them grand and severe figures,
whose devotedneas, bravery, intelligence, and beauty, rival
the splendour of the principal hero, sometimes even to surpass
and efface him. Without any doubt, he underatood and
foved the people, not from principle, but by instinet, and the
artist was not blinded by the‘prejudices of the gentleman.

Thoss novels, in spite of their exquisite and adorable
chastity, sre quite as dangerous for young heads, quite as
aubveraive of the old sociaul order, as novels must be which
are romantic and read with avidity by all classes of society.
It is therefore to Sir Walter Scott that must be attributed
the disorder which had become organized, if we may so speak,
in the brain of Josephine. She dreamocd that she was a lady
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of the fifteenth or sixteenth century who was to be pursued
by & young artisan, the foundling of some great family, soon
to rush forward in the career of talent and glory, and te
vecover his titles or attain them by his merit and reputation.
Had not most of the great masters of art issued from the
eommon people; and what marchioneas, even having a genear
logy, would not have been tlattered at being the idol and ideal
of those illustrious proletaries, Jean Goujon, Puget, Canova,
and a hundred others counted by the history of art in all its
branches ?

This volume was devoured by the two friends in an evening,
and gave them such a desire to know the rest of the novel,
that, not daring to request the loan of it at the chateau, they
hired it from the library of the nearest city. This reading
Broduced upon them an effect equally deep but difierent,

ierre saw in it the fanciful idealization of woman; the
Corinthian there saw the possible realization of his own
destiny, not as the unknown heir of some great fortune, but
as the predestinad conqueror of glory in art. He naively con-
fesved to Pierre his ambition and his hopes.

‘ You are happy,” replied his friend; ‘to have these sweeb
chimeras in your mind. And after all, why should they not
be realizod 1 the arts are now the only career in which titles
apd privileges are not absolutely necessary. Work therefore,
my gmther, and do not be rebuffed. God has given you
much : genius and love ! It seems that he has marked you
on the forehead for a hrilliant existence ; for, at the age when
most of us atill vegetate in gross ignorance, interrogating with
apathetic sadness the problem of our future, you are already
sure of your vocation; you are distinguished by persons
capable of appreciating and assisting you. But this still is
nothing : you are beloved by the most beautiful and the most
noble woman there is perhaps in the world.’

When Pierre spoke of the Savinienne, Amaury sank into a
malancholy which his friend in vain endeavoured to combat.
¢ How can you be so deeply affected by an absence of which
you know the termination,” said he to him, ‘and in which you
are sustained by the certainty of being fuithfully and courage.
ously loved ? 1 surprise myself envying your misfortune.’

Amaury usually replied to these reproaches that the future
was covered by an impenetrable veil, and that the hope with
which he had flattered himself was perhaps too beautiful to
be realized- ‘Do you believe then,’ said he, ¢that Romanet
will easily give up the treasure I dispute with him? During
a year which he will pass near the mother, seoing her every
day and giving her at every hour proofs of his devotedness
and passion, do you believe that she will not make wiser
reflections than those of which you were the confidant in an
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hour of trouble : nd enthusiasm? When she talked with you,
wo all had the fever. It was after violent emotions ; after a
gcene in which, to avenge her, I had committed murder: ®
murder, the fatal remembrance of which pursues me inoces-
santly and throws & gloomy reflection upon my thoughts of
Jove! At this time she perhaps already repents of what she
said to you; and before the termination of her mourning,
perhaps she will regret the kind of engagement which that'
oonﬁdg:soe made her indirectly contract with me, as she then
regretted the engagement which her husband made her con-
tract with Bon-soutien.’

These doubts, which were not in harmony with_the Corin.
thian's bold and believing character, astonished Pierre, the
more that they seemed to increase each day, so that he at-
tributed this dejection to the involuntary murder committed
by his friend. He tried to drive away the anguish of that
bitter remembrance and to justify the Corinthian in his own

¢No, I have no remorse,” replied the young man to him,
¢Every morning and every evening 1 raise my soul to God,
and I know that it is at peace with him ; for I detest violenoe;
1 feel neither hatred, nor anger, nor revenge, aud the quarrels
of the companionship excite in me only horror and pity. I
saw fall her whom I loved, struck by a blow which I thought
mortal ; I killed her assassin, in an impulse of defence more
legitimate than that of a soldier in battle. But that blood
shed between the Savinienne and me will leave sad stains; it
is a horrible presage, of which I cannot think without
shuddering.’

¢ It is absence that renders this idea still more horrible to
l:u. If the Savinienne were here, you would forget, in the

ppiness of seeing and hearing her, the gloomy images
which float in your memory.’

¢ That is certain ; but perhaps I should then be more eul
ble than I am now. Pierre, you told me, not long since, that
you were disgusted with the companionship, and that you ex-
perienced the need of withdrawing from all connected with
those criminal and senseless strifes, 1 bhave many more
motives now than you had then to experience the same

isgust. I cunnot endure the idea of again phmgin into
them and especially of allowing the companion of whom X
have dreamed to live there. The Savinienne must leave that
sad vocation ; 1 would wish to take her from that cut-throat
house, the threshold of which I should mever pass without
& cold sweat and a moral shudder.’ )

I hope,’ replied Pierre, ¢that time will soften this impres.
nion, the bitterness of which I understand too well, but by
which you are perhaps more overpowered than necessary
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Hemember the days of happiness passed in that so reliiiomly
hospitable mansion, which the Bavinienne sanctifies by her
resence. Firmer and atronier in the storm than you, she
alwaya preserved her faith and her clemency for the ser-
vice of the victims whom new furies might still break upon
her hearthstone. Her part is very great, I assure you; and
the more 1 seo her surrounded by dangers, the more do I
consider her worthy of respect and love, that woman pure in
the midst of revel, and calm in the bosom of the furies which
rage around her. It seems to me that she there fulfils a duty
more august than that of a queen in the midst of our court,
and that in seeking a more peacsful and more elegant life she
would renounce a mission which heaven has confided to her.’
€0 DPierre !’ said the Corinthian with emotion, ‘your mind
ennobles the meanest things, and even makes diviue the most
elovated. Yes, the Savinienne is a saint; but I cannot love
her without desiring to remove her from hell.’

¢ You will do so some day,’ replied Pierre. ¢ When you
have securcd, by the sweat of your brow, a more pleasing
existence, you will be permitted to associate in it your coms
panion. Then she will indeed have laboured enough, have
suffered enough for her numerous children of the tour of
France; and this change of position will be the recompense,
not the abjuration, of her duties.’

¢ And in how many years will that take plece? cried the
Corinthian, with an expression of misery by which Pierre was
strongly struck.

¢ O my dear child 1" said he to him, ‘I have never seen you
in sach hastc to live. How! does your courage fuil you in
the m;)meut of your life when you have most strength and
power?

The Corinthian hid his face in his hands. Seated upon a
fallen trec in the park of the chateau, the two friends had
been conversing thus for more than an hour. It was Sunday,
and the musicians who were going to the warren for the ball
chamtpdtre, passed along the outside wall playing upon their
instruments in the midst of the laughs and songs of the village
youth who escorted them.

The Corinthian rose quickly.

¢ Pierre,’ said he, ‘ this ia sadness enough for to day. Letus
go and dance under the Roeny; will you ¥

¢ I never dance,’ replied Pierre, ‘and I am glad of it, for it
soams to me but a sad resource against sorrow.’

¢ From what do you see that?’

¢ From the manner in which you invite me.’

¢It is a singular pleasure, in fact,’ said the Corinthian, re.
seating himself; ‘it is like that of wine, which exhilarates
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you, and which distracts you from your troubles only to bring
them back more heavy the next day.’

¢Let us go,’ said Pierre, rising in his turn, ¢all means are
good, provided we live. 1t is good to forget, for it is good to
remember afterwards. One is pleasant, the ether salutary.
Come, let us go to the dance.’

¢ You ought rather to prevent my going, Dierre,’ replied the
Oorinthian, without rising. *You do not know to what you
advise me; you do not know where you lead me.’

¢ Then you have concealed something from me? said Dierre,
resuming his seat by his friend's side.

¢ And you, have you gucssed nothing then? replied Amaury.
¢ Have you not seen then, that there is there, under the oak, a
woman whom I certainly do not love, for I do not know her,
but from whom I cannot withdraw my eyes, becanse she is
beautiful, and beauty has an irresistible power? ls uot art
the worship of the beaufiful? How could I ever meet the
glance of two beautiful eyes and turn away my own? That

impossible, Pierre! And yet I donot love her, can I? AR
this is therefore very ridiculous.”

¢But what do you mean? I do not understand you. Whe
is this woman? How can any other than the Savinienne ap-
pear beautiful to you? If I loved, if I were beloved, it seems
to me that there would be but one woman for me on the earth.
1 should not even know that Oﬁl‘:ﬂ existed.’

¢ Pierre, you understand nothing of all that. You have
never been in love. Perhaps you believe in a superhuman

er which is not in love, Listen: I will open my heart to
you; I will tell you what takes place in me, and, if you can
see it more clearly than myself, I will follow your advice. I
have told you, there is below there a woman whom § look at
with emotion, and whow I think of with atill more emotion,
when I do not sce her. Do you remember what you said to
me in the workshop some five or six days ago about a little
I had carved in one of my medallions?’

¢ It was the head, the hair, if not the features of a lady—"

¢It is very useless to name her. There are but two : one is
the image of indifference, the other of life. You asserted
that I intended to make the portrait of the latter, I denied it.
In fact, 1 had po such intention; but, in spite of me, some-
thing of her graceful form did come from under my chisel,
You ingisted ; you called William to witness. We talked ra-
ther loudly perhaps, and I do not know if what we say in the
workshop is not heard in the cabinet of the turret. Wecame
away ; and then, at night, I returned to take the book we had
Jeft there. You waited for me at the house fo finish it, You
wnited a long while. I told you that 1 had walked a little in
the park to drive away a headache, I did not deceive you;
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mylkx:dmonﬂn,and I walked a great deal after I left the
workshop.’
¢ Whus happened there, then ? 1 could not have imagined
it. Alady! amarchionesa! Youamechanic, 3 journeyman$
~—Corinthian; were you not dreaming, my child ¥

¢ I was not dreaming, and nothing very romantic took place.
Listen, nevertheless. I entered the workshop without a light ;
1 did not need one to find my book, for 1 knew exactly where
I had left it. I saw the bottom of the workshoup lighted, and
a lady examining my sculpture, precisely the little head
which resembles her. On seeing me, she uttered a cry and
let her candle fall. Then we were both in the dark; I had
not recognised her certainly, I don’t know why, but I ap-
proached, feeling my way, and asking who was there. I
extended my hands and suddenly found myself nearer her
than I had supposed. She did not answer though I had her
in my arms. My head was bewildered, the durkness em-
boldened me, I pretended to be mistaken; I approached my
trembling lips, naming mademoiselle Julia; I touched tresses
the perfume of which intoxicated me. She pushed me away,
but gently, saying :

¢ 1t is not Julia, it is I, M. Amaury; do not be deceived.”

¢She did not seriously try to disengage herself, and 1—I
could uot resolve to let her go.

% Who are you then?" saig I, “I do not know your voice.”

¢ Then she escaped from me, for I did not dare retain her,
and she began to run in the dark. 1 did not follow her; she
struck against a bench and fell, uttering a cry. 1 rushed
forward, 1 raised her, I thought she was hurt.

¢« How could you be afraid of me, madam ?’

€4 But how did you not recognise me sir ?”

¢4 ]If madam the marchioness had named herself, I should
not bave taken the liberty to approach.”

¢% You expected to find Julia instead of me? She was to
have come here?”

¢“By no means, madam ; but I thought your chamber.
maid was playing me some trick, end I was so far from be-

1 was looking for a book which I thought I had left in
the gallery, and which I saw there near your sculpture.”

¢ % Does that book belong to madam the marchionesa? IfX
kad known it—"

¢“Qh ! you have done very well to read it if you wished,
Skall I leave it for you still 1

¢4 It is Pierre that reads it.”

¢ ¢ And you, do you not read {”

¢4 read a great deal, on the contrary.”

¢Then sko asked me what books I had read, and there she
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was talking with me as if we were at the contredance. A
little light came in by the open window ; I saw her near me
Iiko & .white abadow, and the wind played in her hair, which
appeared to be untied. I bad again become so timid that 1
- could havdly answer her. 1 had felt more bold when ahe was
flying from me; but when she began to question me, I felt
my nothingness, 1 blushed for my ignorance, I feared to ex-
Pmmylelf poorly ; 1 was so cowardly that I felt ashamed.
t seemed to me that she must despise me. Still she did not
go; her voice was entirely changed; and, while asking ques-
tions of me as of a ohild in whom she felt an interest, she
seemed go agitated that I said to her, in order to change the
conversation: “I am sure you must have hurt yourself in
falling.” Iknow very well that I ought to have said: “Madam
the marchioness has hurt herself.” I did not wish to say it;
=0, Yor nothing in the world would 1 have said it. “I did not
hurt myselt,” she replied, “but I was go frightened that my
heart still beats. I thought it was one of the workmen run-
ning after me.”
¢These words surprised me very much. What did she
mean? Am I not a workman also? Did she mean to flatter
me by saying that she placed me apart, or was it a contemptu-
ous idea that escaped in spite of her? Besides, she did re-
cognise me very well, for she named me at once. She rose to
and her dress caught upon a gaw which was there. I was
obliged to assist in disentangling it, and that silk dress which
'was so soft thrilled-me to the tips of my fingers. I was like a
ohild who holds a butterfly, and is afraid of spoiling its wings.
Then she tried to find the step-ladder in order to regain the
%llary, and I neither dared to follow her nor to go away.
hen she was on the first step, she uttered a slight cry, and
I heard the boards creak. I thought she had fallen again,
and in two bounds I was by her side. She laughed, even
while she said she had bruised her foot, and she said also that
she did not dare to mount for fear of falling. I proposed to
.go for & light. .
¢4 Qh! 8o, nol" cried abe. “ No one must know that I
am_hers.”. And she pﬂlsmd courage to climb. I should
have been very rude, should I not, if I had not helped her?
She was really in danger, astending in the dark that ladder,
which would not bg easy for a woman in broad daylight. 1
went up.with her, and she supported herself on me.
Aud then at the last step she almost fell again, and I was
to hold her again in my arms. The danger past, she
ed me in a tone.so gentle, and with so flattering a voice,
that I felt agitated: and when she closed the door of the
tower between us. I had something like & fit of madness. I
teited my two arms on that door, as if I were about to burst



OF ‘THE' TOUR OF FRANCE, 17

jtin, But I fled immediately th the park, and T yerily
believe I have not recovered my whole reason since that day.
8till, there are moments when all this appears to me other-
wise, It seems to me she must be very coquettish to wish to
tarn the brain of a man she would not dare to love. This
would be very cowardly; and if the marchioness has had
mach an idea, it would not be the action of a woman who
respects herself. Answer me, then, Pierre, what do you think
of it?

¢1t is a very delicate question,’ replied Pierre, whom this
recital had troubled a great deal. * Would not a woman so
placed, who should seriously love 2 man of the people, be
great and very courageous? Of how many persecutions wo
she not be the object! And, in that affection, would she n
in some sort, be compelled to make the advances? For w]
man of the people would dare to love the firat, and would not,
like you, feel some distrust? Thus you see I cannot blame
this lady if she does feel love for you. But I know not wh
1 have little confidence in the truth of that love. m’:
marchioness, being the daughter of a citizen, and able to
choose among her equals, allowed herself to be married to a
very miserable fellow, because he had a title. She debased
herself by that marriage, thinking to remove more and more
from the people of whom she way born.’

¢ Could not the answer be given to that,’ said Amaury,
¢that she was then a child, that she did not know what she
was doing, that her parents advised her badly? And now, is
it not possible that she has reflested seriously, that she
has repented of her error, and that, having received a cruel
lesson from destiny, she has returned to more noble senti-
ments P

¢ Yes, that is possible,’ replied Pierre. *1 like to hear, and
try to believe all that can excuse and justify so unfortunate a
woman. But of what consequence is it to us to know if she
be eincere or a coquette? Could you entertain for a single
moment the thought of replying to such advanees? O, my
friend, if a disproportionate, unrealizable love should take
poasession of you, be certain that your future would be com-
1l‘n-mnisfedd,“lnlu your daroul in uogxeflo;e a.t:lil?ed. . erie, therer
ore, of erous dreams and of the 68 of your imaging.
tion. You know not how much we suffer when we: enée’
allow to pass before the pure mirror of reason oertsin des
ceitful phantoms which cannot become fixed in our life of

and privation.®

¢ You speak of these chimeras as if your firm and wise mind
could know them,’ replied Amaury, struck with the tone of
bitterness with whioh his friend’s words were accompanieds

b
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$Have you then already seen an example of that dispropore
tionate love which you condemn ?

¢Yes, I have seen one,’ answered I’ierre, with emotion,
‘and some day perhaps | will relate it to you ; but it would
be too painful at this moment; it is quite a fresh wound
which has been made in the heart of an honest man. e did
not deserve it, doubtless; but it will be salutary to him, and
he thanks God for it.’

Amanury half understood that Pierre spoke of himself, and
he did not dare question him further. Dut, after a few mo-
ments of silence, he could not help asking if' the marchioness
had anything to do with the example to which he referred.

¢No, my friend,’ replied T'icrre; 1 think the marchioness
better than the person of whom vou compel me to think.
But, whatever she may be, Amaury, do not imagine that this
marchioness, without a husband, withont a marriage tie,
without prudence, and without power over herself, is a being
a8 beautiful, a8 pure, and as precions before God as the noble
Savinienne with her resignation, her firmness, her courage,
her reputation withous spot, and ber maternal love. A robe
of satin, small feet, soft hands, tresses arrunged like those of a
Greek statue, are, I confess, great attractions, for us especially,
who only see these beauties so well adorned at a certain
elevation ahove ourselves, as we ree the richly dressed virginas
in the churches. DBeautiful words, an air of sovereign good-
ness, 8 mind more fine, more cnltivated than our own, this
also is enough to dazzle us and make us doubt if these women
are of the svame race a8 our mothers and our sisters: for the
latter are placed under our protection, while we are as chil-
dren in presence of the others. DBut, be certain, Amaury,
our women have more heart and more real merit than these
great ladies, who despise while they flatter us, and tread us
under their feet while they extend the hand to us. They
live in gold and silk. A man must present himself to them
bedecked and perfumed like them; otherwise he is not a
man. We, with our coarse clothes, our rough hands, and our
disordered hair,«we are machines, animals, heasts of labour ;
and she who counld forget it for a moment would blush at us
and at hersclf an instant afterwards.’

Pierre spoke with bitterness, and by degrees had raised his
voice. Suddenly he interrupted himself, for it seemed to him
that the foliage stirred behind him. The Corinthian was also
struck by this mysterious rustling. He trembled lest the
marchioness or some one of the maid-servants of the chatean
had overheard his confidences. Another thought had come
4o Pierre; but he repelled and did not express it. He re-
tained his friend, who wished to rush into the thicket in pur-
auit of the curious doe, and laughed at his folly. But their
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suspicions were increased when, having advanced some ste;
they saw a light and agile figure glide like a phantom under
the branches of & little alley, and lose itself in the twilight.

They went under the oak in order to see what persons from
the chateau had arrived before them. The marchioness had
just come with her chambermaid Julia, a young brushed up
turkey-fceder, a3 father Jicrete ironically called her, (uite
coquettish and tolerably pretty. The count de Villepreux
was not there. Neither was his daughter. Still it might
very well be she who had passed by the thicket at the mo-
ment when Pierre pronounced upon her, without naming her,
a kind of imprecation. He knew that she studied botany,
and he had sometimes seen her enter the coppice to gather
mosses and creeping plants. But it might also have been the
marchioness who had stolen there to listen to them. They
felt some secret perplexity on this account, when the Corin-
thian, cither to scek an opportunity to throw light upon this
myatery, or drawn by an irresistible inclination, suddenly left
hia friend’s arm, and went to ask Josephine to dance. Pierre
sould not help feeling pained at seeing the strength of this
reciprocal attraction. He drew aside to observe them, and
asoon saw that a great danger threatened the Corinthian’s
veason and peace of mind. The marchioness appeared to him.
not less to be pitied. She seemed at once intoxicated and
terrified. When the young sculptor waa at her side, she saw
no one but him : but, as soon as he withdrew, she ventured
to cast around fearful glances fall of confusion. ¢She must
love him a great deal,’ said Pierre to himself,  to come here,
almost alone, and dance with these honest peasants, who cer-
tainly are only rustics in her eyes.’ Pierre was deceived on
this last point. Those rustics had cyes; they admired the
brilliant freshness of Josephine Clicot, and the light grace of
her motions. They said 8o to each other. The Corinthian
heard their simple praises, and Josephine saw well that he
did not hear them without emotion. She therefore desired
to please all the dancers, in order to please the more him
whom she preferred. .
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CHAPTER XXI.

Preare made vain efforts to tear the Corinthian from the
dance. ¢Let me exhaust this madness,’ replied the youn,
man to him. ¢I assure you that I am still master of my
Besides, it is the last time I will brave this danger. But
look ; there she is alone in the midst of all these vili
some of whom are excited by wine. That little Julia is not
a sufficient safeguard for her; and if it were for me, a8 you
think, that she ﬂrtaken the risk of coming into this some.
what brutal crowd, would it not be my duty to watch over
and protect her? Come, Pierre, a woman isalways a woman 3
and the support of a man, whoever he may be, is always
necessary to her.’

L’Ami-du-trait was compelled to abandon the Corinthian
to himself. He felt that he became more and more sad a$
the spectacle of that happiness full of perils and intoxication,
which sadly awakened in him his hidden suffering. Then he
asked himself if he had really a right to blame a weakness to
which, in the secret of his thoughts, he had been so near
yielding, and of which he could not, without falschood, say
that he was radically cured. He buried himself in the park,
consumed by a strange anxiety.

He bad wandered for some time at random, when he found
himself, at the turn of an alley, not far from two persons who
were walking in front of him. He recognised the dark drese
and the rather peculiar voice of Mademoisclle de Villepreux.
It was an elegant and pure tone, usually devoid of inflexions,
and but little vibrating. This organ” was in harmony with
the whole appearance of her person. But who was the man
that gave her his arm? He wore one of those cloaks then

guiroga, and a hat named a la Morillo. His firm sf
as well as his costume, showed that it was not the count
Villepreux. Neither was it young Raoul: Pierre had just
seen him pass in jacket and cap, with a gun, to kill rabbita on
the spring. It might be a relative recently arrived at the
chateau. Pierre continued to walk behind ciem at some dise
tance. The obscurity of the alleys prevented his seeing them
very clearly ; but, when they passed an open space, he could
see the animated gestures of the man in the quiroga. He
spo_ke with earnestness, and some notes of a resounding veice,
which seemed not unknown to Pierre Huguenin, reachod him
from time it time,
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Perplexed and tormented, Pierre could not resist the desire
of quickening his dpwe to hear them more nearly." But, as he
passed through a dark place, he perceived, by the voices, that
the promenaders were retracing their steps and aEproachin
him nearer and nearer. He did not think he ought to avoi
them, and soon, recalling his racellections, he recognised the
voice, the gait, the quick and jerking tone of M. Achille
Lefort, the patriotic recrutier.

As Achille passed quite near to Pierre, he pronounced these
words with quite an animated accent :—

¢ No, certainly, I will not give up hope, and I am certain
that M. the count—’

He interrupted himself on seeing Pierre walking in the
side-alley.

Mademoiselle de Villepreux bent forward, lowering her
head a little, in the attitude that one assumes in seeking to
recognize a person in the darkness.

¢Here,” said she, stopping, *‘here is the very person you
wished to mest. 1 leave you together.’

She disengaged her arm, returned to Pierre his silent salute,
and wished to withdraw.

¢ In spite of all the pleasure I feel at meeting master Pierre,’
gaid the travelling clerk, preparing to follow her, ‘I cannot
resolve to let you return alone to the chateau.’

¢You forget that I am a country girl,’ replied she, ‘and
that 1 am accustomed to do without an escort. I will go to
my_father, who must have finished his siesta. Till we meet
again.’
g;hen she passed, as if intentionally, on the side opposite to
Pierre, and took some steps running; but soon, repressing
this impulse of & vivacity which was not natural to Ler, she
withdrew with a light, but equal and measured, pace.

Pierre, quite confused at this double meeting, followed with
kis ear the slight noise of the sand which crackled under her
feet, and did not hear the preamble by which Achille Lefort
kad opened the conversation. When he issued from this
abstraction, he found that the good young man was saying to
him the most obliging things in the world, and he reproached
himself for answering with so much coldness. But, in spite
of himself, on seeing him fall once again from the clouds, and
present himself to his eye in the midst of an auimated con-
versation with Yseult, he felt less sympathy for him than

aver.

¢Well ! my fine fellow,’ said Achille to him, ‘have you
tllxdy forgotten our joyous meeting at the Bower of wisdom§
WHAt a worthy man father Va.udo%nin! full of intelligence,
of patriotism, of courage! Give me some news of the old
jacobin lockemith, who so offended your old pupil the
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captain ! and of your dignitary, for whom I have as muck:
respect and &ateem as if I were hisson ! Tell me of all ouz
friends ! 1 dom’t aek you about the Corinthian : I have heard
him spoken of at the chateau with such praises, that 1 should
not be astonished to see him make a brilliant fortune at once.
The whole family of Villepreux have their heads turned
about him. They have already shown me hir sculptures, and
1 am more charmed than surprised by them. 1 clearly per-
ceived, ou seeing him, that he was a great artist, s man of
genius.”

‘You testify an excesa of henevulence wbich wight be
taken for irony,’ replied Iicrre, ¢if 1 did not think T was not
worth the trouble. Let us have a truce to all these complic
ments, and tell me, at once, if I can be of service to you, in
this country, in any matter which cencerns yon personally.
1 do not think you have interrupted your promenade in order
to talk with me about idle things; and a3 to politics, you
know that 1 understand nothing about them.

‘You understand jesting wondertully well, Master Pierre,
and if I were a child, I might allow mysclt se Jo disconcerted.
But | am accustomed to read consciencer | am a lbind of
father confesrsor, and I may suy that I have cortsscd those
who were more distrustful than you. You paetend that you
know nothing about politick? Certainly, if you jndge thesc
which prevail at this day by the strunre wmcohaencies we
recently beard at our supper with the Vaudois, you must feel
pity for us all. Still I hope that you do not entirely confound
me with the others.’

“The others are your friends, your associates- -1 should say,
your acomydices, if 1 were & royalist. Iow cun you hold them
80 cheap with me, whom ycu do not know?

‘1 know you very well, on the coutrary. 1 did rot ceck to
connect myself ‘with you without »tudying yvur character,
your sentiments, without having informed myrelt vith the

atest detail reepecting your conduct at Bloi: towurds your

thers the gavots. 1 know that, in your meetings, you
were a groat orator, a great philosoplier, a great politician
even; and I could repeat to you, in purt, the sddresses by
which you sought to defer them {rem the competition.
‘Well ! master Pierre, your Jot there was the same that wight
be my own, if 1 were, as you ruppose, associated in rome poli-
tical devoir. You found yourself alone in yourjopinion, alone
with your good sense and your good intentious, in the midst of
DR otherwise estimable and worthy of all your fricndship,
ut.full of errors, of prejudices, and opposing parsiors, This
is my answer to what you said just now about my vretered
daccomplices.’
# Listen, sir,’ said Pierre, after baving remained silent
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momont ; what you say may be ttie. DBut if you wish me
L eonverse with you, you must speak to me without reserve.
You do noety rmppose Ine 80 simple as to have regarded your
advances as 2 matter of pure sympathy between yourself and
me. Proises Leove never tarned my head. 1 do not ask of you
tho nata ol vear asociates; 1 suppose that you must be
bonud by cerian promises, a3 we are in our societies. I
wishi Lo Dedwevs that the persons with whoni you muade me
acqaainisd ot aneonnected with any piot.  But T wish you
to tdi me what b your whpict, - your own, personally ; for
you eithor 1.0 ane for a sinped tellow who will allow himself
to be dod biimifold cand, in that eare, [ must tell you that
you are mistahen), or you kunow that I am incapable of acting
the infwnows pat of an mforer, and, in that case, you must
1ot “peais 1 nu in viddiesn I should not have time to seek
for their ~of wien,’

SR beoaty ey dae feilow ! 1 will speak us clearly as you
win Lo ot sk you it you are secnre from a moment of
foigeiine s und indhing which nosht compromise my liberty
abd Bifer Liou arteened of this betoreliand, knowing that you
are the, wos soroweand, perhiaps, the most delicate man in
existeoer 0 apes, whete Liish ouly my head, Iam not ae-
cu-tosesd to v Ty daty from pradence.  What de you
wiatt b L

SYow rea! vty sivy your principles, yonr political
fathe pdo wo a0 el an aceount of the means by which
yuu serve yeit ase—=I know that you cannot reveal them ;
Bt Darav 1 Fuow your objees . without that you will not
N W e e G onntan,’?

CPadh fraeports menntadns, my wortiy comrade. T am,
santelon, worsof muving you, for my faath is yours: Iam a
repubines,

CWinil do you mean Joy thal o

8t PaarZe it ol * -- L yoeg yourselg mean P

“Bur wha de Fmean do vou know

U preauue s atd, besde , , om will tell me!!

s Noteag 1 shall wait fur you to tell me your plan of a re-
puldiv, for T am certiin you have ong, otherwise you would
not bive set w wark; while [, who do notluag else from
morsing to paght but saw boards and plane them, may never -
Lave thought of remodelling society.®

‘ You question me in rather an 1usidious manner, my good
riend, observe that,  Tf we agree at the bottom, we can une
derstand cach other by mutual revelations. If we do not.
gou preserve the right to counteract my projects, while I
have no huld upon yours.’

“That is true, since, for myself, T have no projeots, What
shall we do, then 7 If I toll you my ideas, and you wish to
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make use of me, you will be free to reply to me that they are
exactly your own.’

I will say what you said to me at first : either you have
oonfidence in me, or—'

¢But why, then, should I have confidence in you? Did I
seek you? Wasl thinkinﬁvof you when you accosted me on
the bank of the Loire? Wus I searching for the republic
just now, when you stopped me in this alley? Do I insist,
at this moment, on being initiated into your secrets? Do
zﬂon :mt anything of me, or do you not? Speak or be

‘n »

¢ You have a pitiless logic, and I see that I have to do with
a strong mind. Well! I will speak; for, otherwise, the de-
bate would become comic, and, to finish it according to our
mutual pretensions, we should have to talk both together,
which would not help us to understand each other. I begin :
we have pronounced the word republic; and at once we
are stopped. What is the republic? is it that of Plato?
is it that of Jesus Christ? is it that of ancient Rome, or of
ancient Sparta? Is it that of the Thirteen Cantons? is it
that of the United States? In fine, is it that of the French
Revolution, in which we can count fifteen or twenty forms of
republic by turns tried, laid aside, and overthrown

ere Achille Lefort stopped to breathe. The good young

man was somewhat embarrassed for the definition he was re-
quired to give, and he hoped to bewilder his adversary by the
power of learning ; but Pierre followed him very well, and
nothing that he heard was strange to him.

¢ [t is not, certainly, either of those forms which you have
adopted,’ replied he. ¢ You have too much judgment not to
know that the republic of Plato, as well as those of Rome
and Sparta, is impossible without helots, that of the Thirteen
Cantons impossible without mountains, that of the United
States without the alavery of the blacks, and that all those of
our revolution are impoesible without jailors and execu-
tioners. There remains, then, that of Jesus Christ, respect-
i.ng which I should not be sorry to have your opinion.’

That would, perhaps, be the most popular, if we under-
stood the gospel,’ replied Lefort ; ¢ but that also is impossible
without priesta. Thus all have for us a major objection, and
we must find a new one,’

¢That is the point,’ said Pierre, seating himself upon the
side of a ditch, and folding his arms. And he said to hime.
gelf: ¢ Now I shall learn if this be a wise man or a fool.’

Achille Lefort was neither the one nor the other. He was
the man of his time, one of the thousands of brave youths,
enterprising, devoted, but ignorant and rash, whom France
then saw spring from her labouring side. Influenced by a
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dingle patriotic ides, that of expelling the Bourbons and
bringing back the institutions to a more sincere liberalism,
those courageous young men went forward at random, not
caring to form theories immediately applicable, seeing nothing
but the fact, which they decorated in those times with the
name of principle (not really knowing what a principle is), and
obeying, nevertheless, that law of progress which drew all
their numbers pell-mell, each with his little provision of
acholastic philosophy and political passion: Voltaire, Adam
Smith, Bentham; the constituent, the convention, the
charter ; Bissot, Lafayette, the duke of Orleans, ¢ tutti qguanti.
These young men had been led, in order to increase their num-
bers, to the idea of initiating into the secret societies the mal-
contents of the imperial party, & phalanx heroic in heart and
limited in mind, who rather played the part of Bertrand in
the fable of the chestnuts, and who avenge themaelves at this
day by turning the cannons and muskets of the restraining
order against the revolutionizing republic. There was, there-
fore, at that time, an inevitable exchange of little tricks, of
fallacious promises, and of transactions which may be called
rather jesuitical, between the conspirators of different opinions
and different shades. All was done with good intentions;
and, if it is permitted now to jest upon those episodes, we
must not forget to make allowance for the laughing finease
and the good-natured rashness of the French character.*
Achille Lefort, driven to the wall by the firm mind, the
virgin conscience and the ardent thirst for truth which im-
pelled the man of the people to know the word of the future,
escaped from the contest as skilfully as he could ; and in spite
of the implacable good sense of Pierre Huguenin, who also did
not want finesse, succeeded in disengaging himself from his
point without much damage or shame. Even while pretend-
ing to interrogate himself conscientiously (and the opportunity

¢ Every historical period has two faces: one very poor, very ridiculous,
or very unhappy, which is turned towards the calendar of the time; the
other, great, cfficacious, serious, which looks towards that of etermity.
We caunot better develope this thought, applied to the events to which
we here refer, than by quoting a passage of M. Jean Reynaud upon car-
bonarism. If any one should accuse us of not treating with sufficient re-
spect attempts which had their tragical periods and their crowned martyrs,
we invoke this beautiful y ge as the exp ion of our sympathy and
of vur final judgment:—¢¢ Alas! those plots cost us blood, and of the
purest. It was necessary that generous hearts should be prematurely con-
demaed to the exile of the tomb, and that noble heads, affered up in holo-
caust, should bend sorrowfully beneath the heavy hand of the executioner.
Their sacrificc has not been useless to the world; and posterity, in its
commemoration of the dead, will preserve their names. No, your blood,
O unfortunzte patriots, has not been shed in vain; since it has inspired -
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being a food one, Achille Lefort played this game seriously), he
insensibly led P’ierre tutell him his repugnances, his sympathies,
his wiches, and to bring to light a world of questions which
the mechanic had asked himself, and which had remained
without answer, but which were not the less great questions,
alone worthy of a great heart which desires, and of a great
mind which searches. These lightnings which shot from his
soul threw their light upon that of the young carbonaro.
That brave youth, full of defects, of self-sufliciency, of bad
taste and presumption, had none tho less one of the purest
consciences that could be found. Ilis brain, full of enthusiasm
and greedy of emotions, was kindled by the contact of that
obscure man, who raised before him more fundamental pros
blems than he had met upon his path since he had been in the
world. He understood that here was something great; and
his charlatanism of friendship for the adept whom he wished
to secure was changed into a real aflection, into a boundless
confidence.

On his side, Pierre saw very well that if {his was not the
philosopher who could solve his questions, his was at least &
good and generous nature. He enw also his errors and dared
to tell him of them. Achille did not dare to be offended.
He bent under the superiority of the mechanic, still without
inwardly acknowledging it ; his self-love prevented bim : and
even while declaring to him that he looked upon him as his
master, even while recognising him as such in his conscience,
upon ccrtain points, he still sought to dazzle him by his de~
monstrations of moral power, and his display of civic virtue.

Their conversation was prolonged so late, that the fiddlers
had departed, the village had gone to bed, the lights of the
chateaun had successively disap{;earcd, and two in the morning
sounded from the great clock, before they thought of sepa-
rating. They promised to meet again next day. Achille took
the path to the chatean, and Pierre accompanied him as far
as the door of a tower in which his apartment was prepared.

all the friends of mapkind with the desire to dic with the same grandeur
and for thesame cause as you; it has raised a testimony aganst monarchies,
in the day when monarchies were powerful, and when those who wesc
supposed to represent France bowed themsclves before them; it has
marked in our annals with an ineffaccable sign, revolution re-appearing in
the bosom of the people at the same instant with the seeptre i the hands
of monarchs; it has gone, as a tribute of our age, to mingle with thosc
sacred rivers formed of the blood of our fathers, and which, under our
Airst republie, watered our national fronticr with an impassable enclosure;
and if there has been any glory in carbonarism, O Borie, Raoulx, Goubin,
Pommier, Vallée, Caron, Berton, Caffé, Saugé, Jaglin, that glory is con~
oentrated entirely upon you, who alone appearcd in the light of heaven,
4p.ozder to fall under the cleaver of kings.”
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1t was only then that he gathered courage to ask him under
what title, and upon what footing he was in the family de
Villepreux.

I "have known the Villepreux for a long time,’ replied
Achille, with that familiar tone which belonged to him; ¢I
have business with the old man.’

¢And your acquaintance was made as between a man who
buys wine and one who selle? Do you really sell wine then ¥

¢ Without doubt! whence otherwise could 1 obtain my
passport to enter everywhere, and my safety in travelling
without bringing the police ongny track? 1 sell wines, and
of cvery quality, With Sherry and Malvoisie, I enter the
chateaus ; with brandy and rum the cafés, and even the vil-
lage wineshops. Ilow did I form an acquaintance with the
Vaudois ?

¢1 do not ask you that. Ilave you been long accustomed

to visit this chateau?’

¢ Five or six years; I firat stocked the cellar.’

¢ And at D'aris, do you preserve your connexion with the
family of Villepreux.®

¢ Certainly. Doces not that seem natural to you?

¢Oh ! Mon Dieu! yes,’ replied Pierre, with a little irony;
¢it is not nccessary to invent any more.’

¢ How, invent? What do yon mcan? Would you tuppose
that 1 could have any political connexion with thoe old lord ¥
That would be very improbable, and besides you would not
wi-h to (uestion me upon a point in which 1 alone was not
concerncd.’

¢I did not even think of it. Seeing you very much at your
ease with the young lady of the chateau—'

¢ Well, well, conclude ! what did you suppose? She has
mind, the little Yscult, has she not? She told me that she
had tulked with you, and 1 don't know all the good she said
of you in three short and clear words, according to her custom.
Queer girl ! do you think her pretty ?

‘This manner of defining and analysing the person of whom
Pierre could not think without trembling, caused such a re-
volution in him that he remained for some moments without
the power of answering. At last, as Achille insisted singu-
larl% he replied that he had not looked at her.

¢ Well, look at her,’ returnod Achille, ¢and afterwards I
will tell you something.’

‘ You had better tell mo at once, in order that I may re-
member to look at her,’ replied Pierre, whose curiosity wae
vividly and painfully excited, but who did not wish to permit
it to appear.

Achille took his arm, and, withdrawing from the chateau,
led him to some distance with an air of merry mystery which
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made Pierre Huguenin suffer a thousand tortures. When
they were at a sufficient distance :

¢You have never heard anything about her?" said Achille,
in a low voice.

¢ Nothing at all,’ replied Pierre; and, as he feared the
other might not wish to continue his pratingl. he immediately
sdded, to set him off again: ¢Ah! yes; I have been told
that she had a great passion in her heart for a young man
whom they would not let her marry.’

¢Ah ! bah ! really ¥ oried Achille. ¢I never heard of that;
it may be possible—wby not But I know nothing about it.’

¢ What have you to tell me then?

¢Something very particular. Do youknow whose daughter
peofle say she is P

¢1 do not know.”

¢ The emperor of Napoleon’s, neither more nor less.’

¢ How could that be ?’

¢ Very naturally., Her father, the old count’s son, mar-
vied a young lady attached to the empress Josephine's
household ; so that the first child of that marriage, if the
chronicle is to be believed, might be born a little esrlier than
‘was correct, and could have in the lines of her profile a soft-
et:ed resemblance to the Corsican cagle. How does it seem

you?

¢ Nothing ; I never remarked that. Still, the hauteur of
her character would make me believe she might well have
the blood of some despot in her veins ¥

¢1s she disdainful or mocking ¥

¢1 ask you: you know her very well, and I not the lzast in
the world. In my gosition with regaid to her, I cannot—’

“ But is she considered disdainful here 7

¢ Rather.’

€And you—Low does shé seem to you?

¢ Peculiar.”

¢ Yes, peculiar, is she not? of a fantastic seriousness, of an
enigmatical good sense; cold, proud; the very nature of a

incess.’

¢ You have studied her a great deal !—°

¢1! I have not taken the trouble. Look you, my dear, I
have no time to dance attendance on a woman. The lifeI
lead compels me never to bestow much attention on those
who do nothing to attract me. The daughter of Napoleon is
not worth a pipe of tobacco for me, if, instead of pleasing,
she tries to dazsle me. Thereis a little person here who
would turn my head if I permitted it. That is the delightfal
marchioness, Bat, the devil | I shall be obliged to leave in’
a week. It is beat to let her alone, is it not? You, who are
virtaous—’
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¢ You—you are a coxcomb,’ said Pierre, in a firm tone, the
frankness of which made the travelling clerk burst into a
loud laugh. .

This kind of frivolous conversation was by no means o the
taste of the grave and impassioned artisan. He definitively
bade good night to his new friend, and took the road to the
village across the park.

But it was impossible for him to effect his exit. The park
was closed on all sides. It was not absolutely difficult to climb
over the wall ; but Pierre felt himself seized with such a
nonchalance of mind, that it was almost indifferent to him
whether he passed the night in the park or in his bed. He
there had, in the event of a storm (the weather was threaten-
ing), the resource of sheltering himself in the workshop, a
key of which he always had with him, Feeling led, by this
unaccustomed languor, rather to revery than to sleep, he
buried himself in the thickest of the wood, and continued to
wander slowly, sometimes seating himself on the moss to re-
lieve the weariness of his legs, sometimes resuming his walk
in obedience to the uneasiness of his mind.

CHAPTER XXII

Ar first his revery was vagne and melancholy. The last im-
Pteusion under which he bad remained on leaving Achille

Lefort was that discovery, or that fable, of Mademoiselle de
Villepreux’s illustrious illegitimacy. Pierre could not help
going over in his head all the romances he had read, and he
found none among them so strange as that which he had
made in the secret of his heart, he, enamoured and almost
jealous of the daughter of Cwmsar.

‘Singular destiny for her,’ said he to himself, ¢if she be
and if ehe feel herself in any degree cut frgm the side of the
colossus, to find herself placed between a mechanic who dares
to admire her, and a travelling clerk who permits himself to
disdain her. How her pride would suffer, if what passes
about her could be revealed to her.’

And yet the words he had heard from the mouth of Achille,
at the moment when his conversation with Mademoiselle de
Villepreux was broken off, returned to give him anziety.
¢ Parhaps he is more orafty than he seems ? said he to himaelf ;
¢ perhaps it is he whom she loves, and against the wishes of
her fu:.iﬂ‘l perhaps he pretends not to_care for her in order
to oon his heppiness? And immediately Pierre found &
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theusand good reasons to persuade himself that it was so.
But by what right did he seek to penetrate a secret which
might be serious and worthy of respect? ¢If,’ said he to
himself, ‘she did love a man without birth and without for-
tune, as he declares himself to be, would it not be a very de-
licate and very romantic thing, this semblance of pride, this
reserve with all the world, this air of indifference for all that
is not he? Ought I not to forgive her the evil she has done
me, without intending it, without knowing it perhaps? And,
even while compelling himself to be interested in the pre-
sumed happiness of .Achille Lefort, Pierre felt that he was ill
and despairing. It was during this night of sleeplessness
and torment that he at last confessed to himself that he loved
passionately, and had full consciousness of his madness.

Still the terror which he felt at this discovery was soon
dissipated. As happens in great crises where the clear view
of danger reanimates our strength and reawakens our pru-
dence, he felt return to him by degrees the will and the
%)wcr to struggle against the chimera of his imagination.

o redolved to drive away this vain phantom, and to turn his
thoughts to the more scrious subjects on which he had con-
wersed with Achille during the whole evening.

He succeeded in becoming ahsorbed with these new reflec-
tions; but he only changed his suffering. There was such a
vagueness in the brain of the carbonaro, that he had left only
incoherence and confusion in that of his neophyte. Tho ea-
gerness of mind with which Pierre endeavoured to unravel
gomething in the chaos of theories which Achille had shuffled
before him like a pack of cards, gave him a kind of fever.
His ideas became obscured; the discomfort which nature
seems to experience at the approach of day passed into him ;
and he threw himaself at full length upon the moss, oppressed,
overpowered, and receiving, as a shock in his whole being,
the deep and exquisite sorrows of René and Childe Harold, to
which the law of the ages initiated him,~him a simple work-
man, without more reserve than if society had formed him
for sufferings of the mind, instead of destining him exolu-
gively to those of the body.

‘When day appeared, and a feeble light spread over the ob-
Jjoeots about him, he felt, if not solaced, at least more gently
moved. The storm had passed over; the dry and heavy
a.tmoihere was moistened with the freshness of morning,
and the breezes of the dawn seemed to sweep away the cares
of night. Natures formed in the robust sphere of the le
live much by the senses, and this power is a perfocting of the
being when united with that of intelligence. The absence
of brightnu during tFlito a long sucoession of hours, had
‘gontributed much to Pierres :nasnu. When light spread
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over nature, he felt himself born again, and admired, with &

kind of artist’s transport, that beautiful park, those immense

trees in their foliage and freshness, that smooth grass, green

in the middle of summer as in the first days of spring, those

paths without stones and without thorns, all that well

tended, luxurious, and ornamented nature of our modern
dens.

But his admiration recalled him by degrees to the problem
which had besieged him during the whole night.

He had read, in the philosophers and in the poets of the
last century, that <the cabin of the labouwrer, the meadow
enanclled with jlowers, and the field covered with gleaners,
were much more beautiful than the flower beds, the straight
alleys, the trimmed bushes, the combed grass, and the basins
ornamented with statues, which rurround the polac: of the
great ; and he had allowed himself to believe it, for this idea
pleased him then. But, compelled to traverse France, on
foot and in all seasons, he had found that this n«frr: €0 much
praised in the eighteenth century really existed nowhere,
upon a soil infinitely divided and unworthily tortured by
individnal neces-ities. 1f, from the summit of a hill, he had
zontemplated with delight a certain extent of country, the
reason was that, in the distance, that division is effaced and
confounded to the view ; the masses recover their appearance
of grandeur and harmony; the beautiful primitive forms of
the region, the rich colour of the vegetation which man
cannot destroy, overpower and conceal at a distance the mise-
rable mutilation they have undergone. But on approaching
these details, on penetrating these perspectives, our traveller
had always ex(perienced a complete disenchantment: that
which, from afar, had the aspect of a virgin forest, near at
hand was only a succession of trees unskilfully planted upon
the awkward margius of enclosures. Those trees themselves
were Btripped of their most beautiful branches, and had no
form. The pictures:lue hats were dirty, surrounded by pools
of rtagnant water, deprived of natural shelter against the
wind or the sun. Nothing was in its place. The house of
the rich man destroyed the simplicity of the country; the
cabin of the poor man took from the chateau all characters of
isolation and grandeur. The finest field often wanted grass
and freshness, for want of a thread of water which the ocou-
pier had not the right or the means of borrowing from the
neighbouring stresm. No harmony, no taste, and, abovs all,
no real fertility. Everywhere the soil, given up to ignorance
or cupidity, was exhausted without yielding abundancs, or,
indesd, abandoned to the poor man’s want of means, was
burnt up in a yearly drought. And for the traveller, not a
path which he was not obliged to seck and secure in somo
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manner by his memory or by the agility of his body; fox
everything is closed, everything is forbidden, ev ti
bristles with thorns, and is surrounded by ditches and
sades. The least corner of soil is a fortress, and the law
makes a trespass of each step risked by a man upon the
joealous and savage property of another man. ‘This, then, is
nature, as we have made it,’ thought Pierre Huguenin, when
he traversed theso deserts created by mankind. ¢ Would God
recognize his work ! Is this the beautiful terrestrial paradise
which he has intrusted to us to embellish and extend from
horizon to horizon, over the whole of the slobe ¥’

Sometimes he had crossed mountains, skirted torrents,
wandered in thick woods. There only where nature preserves
herself rebellious to the invasion of man by resisting cultiva-
tion, has she retained her strength and beauty. *Whence is
it, then,’ said he to himself, ¢ that the hand of man is cursed,
and that, there only where it does not govern, the earth re-
covers its luxury and is clothed with its grandeur? Is labour,
then, contrary to the divine laws, or is it indeed the law to
labour in sorrow, and to be able to create only ugliness and

verty, to dry up instead of producing, to destroy inatead of
B?xildingl Is this very truly then the valley of tears of which
Christians speak, and have we been cast into it to expiate
crimes anterior to this fatal life 3

Pierre Huguenin had often lost himself in these bitter
thoughts, and he had not been able to find a solution. Feor,
if large properties are the best preservers of nature, if they
effect with more breadth and science the work of human
labour, they are none the less a monstrous injury to the im-
perishable right of humanity. They dispose of the domain of
all to the profit of a few; they insolently devour the life of
the weak and of the disinherited, who cry in vain to heaven
for vengeance, ‘And yet, said he to himself, ¢ the more we
divide, the more the soil perishes; the more we assure the
existence of each of its members, the more the whole of hu-
manity languiches and suffers. Chateaus have been razed,
wheat has been sown in the signoral parks; each one has
taken for himself a shred of the spoil, and has thought him-
self saved. But from beneath each stone has come a swarm of
hung;ly poor, and the earth is now too small. The rich are
ruined and disappear in vain, The more the bread is broken,
the more hands are stretched forth to receive it, and the
miracle of Jesus is no longer worked : no one is satisfied ; the
soil dries up, and man with the soil. In vain does industry
display marvellous strength; it excites necessities which it
cannot satisfy ; it bestows delights in which the human family
cannot share without imposing on itself, at other points, pri
yations until then unknown, Work is everywhere created,
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snd everywhere misery increases. It seems as if we have the
right to regret feudal times, which fed the slave without ex-

ing him, and which, preserving him from the torments
of a vain hope, sheltered him at least from despair and
suicide.

These contradictory reflections, these sad uncertainties, re-
turned to DPierre in proportion as be saw the beauties of the
eignoral park of Villepreux revealed by the morning light.
In spite of himself he compared the care and intelligence
which had prevailed in the arrangement of this nature to the
effect of edncation ypon the character and mind of man. By
cutting in the uscless branches of those trees, there had been
given to them the gracefulness, the health and the majestic
stature which is secured to them by the climate in more fa.
vourable regions than our own. By frequently mowing and
incessantly w..tering that turf, there had been given to it the
admirable freshness which it receives from the fall of abundant
waters upon the mountain slopes. Flowers and frnits of dif.
{erent regions had been there acclimated by a proper allow-
ance of air, of light, or shade. It was a factitious nature, but
one studicd with art to resemble free nature without losing
those conditions of well-being, of protection, of order and of
charm, which it mnst have in order (o serve as & sphere and
a shelter for civilized humanity, There was found all the
beauty of (tod’s work, and there was felt the hand of man,
governing with love, preserving with discernment. DPierre
agreed within himself that, in our climate, nothing more re-
semblos the true divine creation—Nature, in one word, such
08 it has been defined by the philosophers who have taken
that word Nuature for their banner, than a garden cultivated
in this manner; while nothing is so far removed from it as
the cultivation made necessary by territorial division and the
parcelling ont of small properties. In quite large and con-
stantly stirred clearings grain was sowed, the strength and
abundance of which had been increased ten-fuld by the rich-
ness of the cultivation. The game, protected by the wise fore-

ight of the master, was sufliciently abupdant to farnish
his table without compromising the products of the soil.
This was therefure truly the idealization and not the mutila~
tion of nature. It was production well understood, properly
divided, and sufliciently assisted. 1t was the wiil. dulei of
partrician life, which should be the normal life of all polished

men.

It was therefore necessary to reocgnize the fact that this
was the abode and the property of a family which lived there
simply, nobly, and in a manner entirely conformable to provi-
dential laws, And yet no poor man oould, or would, look up«

)
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on it without hatred and without envy; and if the law of
force did not protect the rich, there is no poor man who would
not consider and would not feel that the violation of that
abode and the pillage of that property were legitimate acts.
How then to reconcile these two principles : the right of the
bappy man to the preservation of his happiness, the right of
the miserable man to the cessation of his misery?

Both seem e¢qually the children of Gud, his representatives
upon the eurth, the agents whom he has invested with univer-

property and cultivation. That rich old man, who rests
his white head, and who educates his ghildren under the
shadow of the trees he has planted, would it not be a crime to
tear him from his domain and cast him naked and a beggar
upon the highway ? and yet that beggar, old also, ulso the
father of a family, who cxtends his hand for charity at the
gate of the rich man, is it not also a crime to let him perigh
with cold, hunger, and sorrow npon the highway?

Shall we say that this rich man Las enjoyed his fortune
long enough, and that it is the tuin of the puor man to take his
place at the banquet of life? Would this tardy enjoyment
efface in the poor mau the trace of the loug privations he has
undergone? Could it cancel for him the debt of the pust,
compensate him for the evils he has sutfered, and repair the
disorders which misfortune has intheted upon his understand-
ing?

%hall we say that this poor man has endured cnough of suf-
fering, and that it is the turn of the rich man to yield to bim
his place ut the bauquet of life? Because the rich man has
enjoyed the gifts of God until this day, does it follow that he
ought to bo violently torn from them, and condemned to
misery? Doer this nocessity of enjoyment, which the Fiernal
has placed in the heart of man as & right, and doubtlers as a
duty, constitute a crime for which he should be pumished, and
which other men have a right to mske him expiate !

Besides, if the poor man has a right to happiness, this rich
man whom you will have made poor will immediately have
the right to claim his share of happiness, and the right of the
now rich man will be founded, like that of his predecessor,
upon will and power. It will therefore be necessary to atifle
the complaint and the rebellion of this new poor man by war,
and the only porsible end of such a war will be the extermine
ation of the dispossessed rich man, Accept this savage solu-
tion: the earth i3 as yet swept by only 4 small minority, it re-
mains etill overcharged with a multitude of individual neces
sities which it cannot satisfy on the same conditions as those
hithertoimposed. Those whom the pilluge will have enriched,
and this will still be a minority, will hear groan and blaspheme
at their gutes those who huve gained nothing by the cunquest,
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and these will still be the most numerous. You will repress
them by force for a short time; but they will multiply like
kernels of wheat, they will increase like the waves of the sea;
and each generation will therefore change masters without
secing close the yawning, unfathomable abyss, whence will
jseno without ccasing the voice of suffering humanity, a long
cry of despair, of malediction, of insult, and of threat! Must
we therefore abandon ourselves upon this fatal declivity, where
punishments succeed to punishments, dinasters to disasters,
victims to victims? or mnst we indeed leave things as they
are, perpetuate tha iniquity of exclusive right, of unequal
distribution, place a privileged caste upon immoveable thrones,
and condemn the nations to misery, the scaffold, or the
allies ?
£ Let us return therefore to the division of which our fathers
dreamed. The earth was divided by thewm; let us divide it
gtill more ; our children will divide it infinitely, for they will
still multiply, and each generation will demand a new division,
which will always reduce still more the narrow domain of
their ancestors, and the inheritance of their descendants.
The time will be, then, when each man will be the owner of
& grain of sand, unless famine and all the vanses of destruction
engendered by barbarirm rhall sensonably come, in each
generation, to decimate the population. And, as barbarism is
the inevitable result of division and absolute individualism,
the futare of humanity rests npon the plaguae, war, inundations,
all the scourges which will tend to bring back the infancy of
the world, the sparsencss of the human race, the wild empire
of nature, the dissemination and brutishness of savage life.
More than one brain of the nineteenth century, not considered
ferocious or deranged, has armved at this absurd and anti-
hwman conclusion, for want of finding a better, whether start-
ing from the social or from the individual point of view.,
In the midst of all there hypotheses, the brave Pierre, un-
able to contemplate either without fear and without horror,
was eeized by a fit of despair. He forgot the hour which ad-
vanced and the sun which, rising above thg borizon, measured
out to him his task of labour. He fell with his face to the
ground, and wrung his hands while he phed torrents of tears,
He had been there a long while when, on raising his head
to look at heaven with anguish, he saw before him an ap-
parition which, in his delirum, he took for the genius of the
earth, It was an serial figure, whose light steps hardly bowed
the grass, and whose arms were laden with a sheaf of the
most beautiful flowers. He rose suddenly, and Yeeult, for it
was she who was peacefully gathering her poetical morning
harvest, let fall her basket, and stood before him, pale, stupi-
Tied, and entirely surrounded by the flowers which covered t|
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turf at her feet. On recovering hie reason and recognizing
her who had done him so much harm, Pierre wished to fly
but Yseult placed upon his hand a hand cold as the morning,
and said to him in an agitated voice:

You are very ill, sir, or you have met with some great;
misfortune. Mell me what has happened to you, or come and
confide it to my father ; he will endeavout to remedy it. e
will give you good advice, and his friendship may perhaps
do you good.’

*Your friendship, madam !’ cried Dierre, still wandering,
andQ in a bitter toue, ¢is friendship possih* between you and
me?

¢I do not speak to yon of myself,” said Mademoiselle de
Villepreux sadly; ‘I have no right to offer you my interest.
1 know very well that you would not accept it.’

¢But whom have I told that I am unhappy? cried Pierre
with a kind of delirium which confusion and pride dissipated
by degrees. ¢ Am 1 unhappy?

¢ Your face is still covered with tears, and it was the sound
of your sobs that drew me towards you.

“You are good, mademoiselle, very good, in truth! DBut
there is 2 world between ns. M. your father, whorn I respect
with my whole soul, would not understand me any better.
If I had incurred debts, he could pay them; if T wanted
bread or work, he could procure both for me; if I were ill or
wounded, I know that your noble hands would not dixdain to
succour me. But if 1 had lost my father, your's could not fill
his place for me.’

‘O mon Dieu! cried Yseult, with a sympathy of which
Tierre would have ncver thought her capable, ¢is father
Huguenin dead? O poor, poor son, how 1 pity you I’

¢ No, my dear young lady,’ replied Picrre, with simplicity
and gentleness; ¢my father is well, thanks to the good God.
T merely wished to say that if I had lost a friend, a brother,
your worthy father could not replace him.’

¢ Well, you aro mistaken, master Pierre. My father might
become your best friend. You do not know him; you do
znot know that my father is devoid of prejndice, and that,
wherever he meets with merit, with elevation of feelings
and ideas, there he recognizes his equal. I wish you could hear
him speak of you and your friend the sculptor: you would
mo longer feel that distrust and aversion towards our class
which I now divine in you, and which afflicts me more than
you can imagine.’

Pierre would have had many things to answer under other
circumstances ; but this agitating meeting and these remarks
of interest at a moment when his heart was broken with
grief, were a diversion which he had not atrength to repeal, 8
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balm the sweetness of which he felt penetrate his soul in
spite of himself. Weakened by his tears, and almost terrified
by Yseult’s goodness, he supported himself against a tree,
tottering and overpowered. She still stood before him, ready
to withdraw as soon as she could sce him calm, but unable to
resolve to leave him after a bitter word. And, as she saw
him with his eyes cast down, his chest still swelling, in the
attitude of a man overcome with fatigue who has not strength
to resume his burden and walk, she added to what ehe had
said :

¢I see that you wae made very unhappy and, ene would say,
almost humilinted by my sympathy. This perbaps is my fault,
and 1 fear I have deserved what happens to me.’

Pierre, astonished at these words, raised bis eyes, and saw
her become pale and red by turns, swifering from en inward
struggle to which her pride made carnest resistance. Never-
theless, there was so much uobleness uud courage in the ex-
pression of her repentance, that Dierre felt all his resentment
disappear; but he wished to bs »incere.

€] understand you, mademoiscile,’ ~aid he with that confie
dence which the feeling of Lis digaity always restored to him.
€1t is very true that yoeu uscles-ly swounded an airendy suffer-
ingsoul. 1t was not necessary to ramind me of the respeet I
owe you, and your reply to Madame des Frenay< did not pere
suade me that I was not & buman crexture. No, no! the
artisan and the wood he farhions with his hands are not
abgolutely the sume thing.  You were not /v the other
day, for you were with & being who understuod your aftable
gooduess and prostrated himself vefore it Dut L swear to
you that this pamtul recollection had nothing to do with the
attack of gmef and madoess in which you surprised me.

*And now, said Yreult, ‘can jou furgive me for a fanlt
which nothirg can justify ?

Picrre, conquered by so much humility, looked at her again.
Ske stood betore hir with her hands clasped, her head bowed,
and two large tears roiled down her checks. e rose, seized
with a genorous transpert. *Oh! may ed love and bless
you, as I esteem and absolve you ¢ cried hie, raising his hands
above the bent head of the younz girl, ¢ But it is too much,
}.lqo much at once !’ added he, falling on his knces and closing

is eyes,

In fact, too many emotions had prostrated him. « Yseulf
could not imagine the fanaticism of virtuc and the exaltation
of love which fermeuted together in that enthusiastic soul.
She uttered a cry on seeing him become pale as the lilies of
hor basket, and fall at her feet, suffocated, drunk with joy
and terror, fainting at firat and soon the victim of a nervous
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c:;iais which drew from him stitled cries and fresh torrents of
ars.

When he returned to himself, he saw at some steps from
him, Mademoiselle de Villepreux even more pale than he was,
terrified and dismayed at the same time, ready to run and
call asgistance, but chained to the spot, doubtless by the hope
of being more directly useful to that suffering soul by moral
consolations, than by material cares. Ashamed of the weake
ness he had shown, Pierre besought her, as soon as he could
speak, to think no more of him; but she remained and did
not answer. Her face had an expression ¢f*profound sadness,
her look was almost gloomy.

¢ You are very unhappy ! she repeated several times, ‘and
I can do yon no good ¥

¢No, no ! you cannot,’ replied Pierre.

Then Yseult made a step towards him; and after some
moments of hesitation, while he wiped his fuce bathed in
sweat and tears :

¢ Master Huguenin,’ said she to him, ‘on your soul and
congcience, do you think you ought not to tell me the occasion
of your tenrs? 1f you reply that you ought not, I will not
question you further.’

* I swear to you, upon my honour, that I weep at present
without any real cause, as it secms to me. I really do not
know why [ feo! myself so cast down, and it would be im.
possible for me to explain it to you.’

¢ But just now,’ resumed Yseult, with effort, *when I sur-
prised you iu the same state into which you have again fallen,
what was the matter? 1Is it then a secret that you could not
confide to me?

¢1 could do so, and you would sec that my thoughts are not
unworthy of your attention likewise.’

¢ But would you not be willing to confide those thoughts to
my father?

“I could speak them aloud and before the whole world; but
I do not know if there wounld be in the whole world a single
man who could reply to them.’

¢ For myself, I believe that man lives, and that it is he of
whom I speak to you. He is the most just, the most en-
lightened, and the best whom I know ; you must consider it
quite natural in me to recommend him to you. Listen: in
two houfs he will come and take hi: seat under that linden
which you see there, at the garden gate. He comes there
every day in fine weather to breakfast, read his newspapers,
and talk with me. Will you come and talk also? If 1 dise
turb you, 1 will leave you alone with him ¥

“ Thanks ! thanks !* replied Pierre, ¢ You wish to do me
good; you are charitable, as I know. I know also that your
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father is learned, that he is wise and generous; but I am
perhapa too crazy and too ill to free my mind from a cruel
anxicty. Besides. I have a better counsellor; I interrogate
him often, and 1 hope that he will at last reply to me. That
counscllor is God I

¢ May he assist you !* replied Yseult; I will pray to him
for you.!

Aynd she departed, after having timidly saluted him; but,
while retiring, she stoppad and turned peveral times in order
to assurc herself that he did not again fall into delirium.
Pierre, recing thivadelicate and frank solicitude, rose to re-
assure her, and took the road to the workshop. DBut, as soon
as hc¢ saw Yseult re-enter the chatean by anotner door, he
returned and gathered some of the flowers she had left upon
the graws.  Ie hid them in bis hosom like relics, and went to
resurie his work. But be had no strength. Bevides that he
was fasting, having no desire nor courage to go to breakfast ;
he was britised in all his bones ; aud if the intoxication of an
irresistible love hid not come to sustain him, he would have
descrted the workshop.

€ What is the matter with you? asked father Huguenin,
who remurked the alteration of his features, and the languid-
mnesk of his labour. * You are ill; you must go and rest.’

¢ Father,” rephied poor Prerre, 1 have ne more courage to-
day than 1 woman, and I work like a slave, Let me sleep a
little while on the shavings, and perhaps I shall be better
when you wake me.”

Amuury, the Berrichon, and the apprentices made a bed
for him of their vests and blouses, promising to make up for
hir time, and he fell asleep to the sound of the saw and
hammer, which was too familiar to him to interrupt his
aslumber,
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CHAPTER XXIII

TaERE are very simple circumstances which are connected, if
the remembrance of each one of us, with crisex in onr intel-
Jectual life, with transformations of our moral beinv; and,
however subject our existence may be to &k. coldest relity,
there is no one of us who has not had his hour of ce-tiny and
revelation, in which his soul has been retempercd, 2ud m
which bis future destiny has been unveiled as by a m.rade.
This inward world which we bear withii u<is full of miysteric
and profuund oracles. We read therein more or ices vaguely |
but there is always an epoch, an hour, au instant, perbaps, 1.
which, it may be from faith in God, it may be tror . minditation
upon soial matters, it may be from love, 2 ¢y frightnes:
}-enetranes like lightning the darkness of the i dor boading,

n elevated and contemplative natures. this oric. <« bmn,
and reenrs, in all the great phases of {"eir descian, o it
decided limit between the dwtresser of yestorduy svd rhsal
tainments of to-marrow. The metaphysician aned ' oome.
trician, lost in the search alter abstractions, have tha -ndiden
and marvellons revelations, a3 well a8 the religions { sadie «
well as the lover and the poct. Why should not tu v 7
charity and devotedness, whose heart and brein T~ ¢ dive
cover the truth, be assisted in his task by that v, . o 4,
ZLord which, in reality, hoter cover all sanls, piercine wigh ite
divine fire the vaunlt of dungecuy and of ¢, tic ron of
workshops and of garrets, & weil o the dewe of p o - und
of temples?

Pierre Huguenin remembercu 1! b~ life withe ouand
emotion that hour of slumber wj... the <huvings of .0 worl,
shop, And yet nothing extraordinary tu -k place aronud hin,
The plane and the cljisel travelled vietoriowsly as wenal over
the rebellious and plaintive wood. Th¢ workmen envered
their muscular arms with sweat, and the consoling s.ng cir.
culated, regulating by its rhythm the action of their labonr,
evoking poetry inthe midst of fatigue and contention of raind.
But, while these things followed their natural ¢urie, the
heavens opened above the head of the proletary apostle, and
his soul took its flight towards the regions of the ideal wurld.
He had a strange dream. It seemed to him that he was viug,
not upon shavings, but upon flowers. And those llewers
grew, opened, became more and more sweet and magnitivent,
and mounted blooming towards heaven. Soon they were
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gigantic trees which perfumed the air, and, scaling inan abyss
of verdure, attained the splendours of the empyrean. The
mind of the sleeper, borne gy the flowers, ascended like them
towards heaven, and rose, happy and powerful, with this
vegetation without repose and without limit. At last he
reached a height whence he discovered the whole face of a
now earth; aad that earth was, like the path which had led
him bither, an oceau of verdure, of fruits, and of flowers. All
thut which Tierre, a traveller upon the earth of mankind, had
found most poctical in the snblime mountaing and in the
smiling vallies, wis sllceted there, but with more variety,
richnes~ and grandenr,  Abundant waters, pure as crystal,
flowed from all ‘he hesghts, ran and  crossed each other
v varely upot adt e <lopes and in all the depths, Buildings
1l eley ot ouehitceture, asdmirable monuments, aderned
with musterpueer of all the arte, roes from all points of this
wravenal corden, aud beings which seemed saorve beautifa!
avedanar pira than the human race, all basy wnd all joyous,
arimated it owub ther labours and their concerts. ierre
sraversed oi this nnhuown workd vith the wapidity of a bird 5
wul wherever s cpart cas-nd, o aw fecnudity, happiness,
aud peace oo Fheny new forms, Then u bemy, which
Hew Ly BIowe for a0 i mg while withour bis recognizing it,
<ddie hro Ve et st in the heaven you haveso much
dearad fod e o il v s aluong angels, for the times are
secomphi ho b Loty rugeceds wn eternity 5 cad when
vt relrt Wt the oel o throone, you wul see «iill other
wareder, wsiher Beosnea and ethew aneeds. Then Pierre,

v Tge eves oo i ed vine s, 06 where he was and the
youg who spole o iy T was sie park of Villepreux, and
womad Yeenit s bat wlre pok woiaed the confines of heaven
wal of eartwed Yeoealt ws an ane ' raduint with wisdom.
nnd beauty,  Andou Lohan s atrentiedy at the angels who
pasedy, e orecosnoaed by bor and the father of Yseult,
widhing .2on vy Yeorec zawed Amaury and Romanet,
¢ b were comverair g omtud v he recognized the Savinienne
aed the parseiione s, wha wore exthering logrers in the same
bagker b voensnised, o ting ail those whom he loved and
all thowe wnum he knes, bud transformed aund idealized.
And he asked bimeclt what miracle had been wrought in
them, that they should be so clothed with beauty, with
strength, und with love.  Then Yscalt said to him: ¢ {)o you
not see that we are ail brothers, all rich and all equal? The
carth has apain become heaven, becnuse we have destroyed
all the thorns of the ditches, and all the fences of the en«
closures; we have aguin become angels, becsuse we have
cffaced all distinctions and abjured all resentments. Love,
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bolh]ve. work, and you will be an angel in this world of
els.’

¢ What is the matter with him that he sleeps thus with his
eyes open t He seems as if he were dreaming in a fever. Wake
up entirely, Pierre, that will be better for you than to tremble
and sigh as you do.’

Thus spoke father Huguenin, and he shook his son to wake
him. Pierre obeyed mechanically, and rose ; but the heavens
were not yet closed for him.' He no longer slept; but he
still saw ideal forms pass around him, and the harmony of
the sacred lyres resounded in his eame* He was standing,
and his vision was hardly dissipated. He was especially
stn,xck by the perfame of flowers which followed him even into
reality.

¢ Do you not perceive the odour of roses and lilies !’ said he
to his father, who looked at him with an uneasy air.

¢ 1 think so, indeed,” said father 1Tugnenin; ¢ your shirt is
full of flowers; one would ray that you wished to make your
chest an altar for the Fete-Dieu.”

Pierre, in fact, saw Yaeult’s flowers escape from his bosom
and fall at his feet.

€Ah ! mid he, gathering them up, ¢this is what procured
for me that beautiful dream !” And withont complaining
that he had been interrupted, he resumed his work full of
atrength and ardour.

But he was soon called to go to the count de Villepreux
upon some pretext relative to his work, and he went without
suspecting the earnest desire experienced by the old patrician
to converse at his ease, and without compromising himself,
with the man of the people. To expluin this fancy of the
count’s, it is good to let the reader know something of the pre-
vious life of this strange old man.

Son of one of the nobles attached to the fortunes and the
conapiracy of Phillipe-Fgalité, he had indirectly followed all
the phases of that conspiracy during the revolution. He con-
oealed himself in order not to share the fate of his father,
when the latter eypiated on the scaffold his connection with
the prince. He afterwards extricated himself by degrees from
that party with rare good luck, and insensibly recovered his
standing with the 9th Thermidor. Under the empire he was &
prefect, but not of the best ; that is to say, that without ma.khl:i
objections to the violent decrees of the government, he
been led, by his easy, and good-natured character, to display
moro gentleness and humanity than was consistent with his
office. Dismissed at the south, he had owed to the protestion
of M. de Talleyrand, who liked his wit, and who laid great

. atress upon the deathof Eugene Villepreux (theson of our old
count, and Yseult’s father, lgilled in service during the war
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with Spain), the compensation of a more important pre-
fecture, His fortune had increased in these employments,
and in lucky speculations, for which he bad hoth the taste
and the intelligence. Dismissed at the return of the Bourbons
—in bad odour with a party which reproached him for his
conduct during the revolution and his position under the em-
pire,~he assumed an attitude of liberal opposition. He had
missed the peerage, he despised or affected to despiee it, and
procured himself to be chosen deputy.

The nobles of his family and his neighbourhood accused him
of littleness of mfus of perfidy and ambition, while the
liberals attributed to him great strength of mind, an entirely
republican energy, snd profound views in politics. We must
gay very quickly that the good old lord, & man of wit, and &
charming parlour orator, deserved

¢ Neither this excess of honour, nor this indignity.”

He made an opposition of good taste, and without brillianey.
He had so much wit and good humour, that it was a pleasure
to hear him mock at power, at the royal family, at the favour=
ites, or the prelates in favour. When he thus gave loose to
his satire, all Voltaire was resuscitated in his features and his
person, and there was no liberal elector who could have re-
fused his vote to a candidate that had made him dine so well,
and laugh so heartily. The act which threw the best light
upon his political character was that which had brought him
to hix manor of Villepreux at the period when we find him
occupied with literature and joiner's work. He was the sixty-
third deputy who, on the fourth of March of that same year,
had risen from his seat, in full costume, to leave the chamber
at the moment when Manuel was clutcked, according to the ex-

ression, and by the order of M. the Viacount de Foucault.

e had signed the protest desposited upon the bureau of the
chamber on the fifth of March. This is sufficient to say what
was the political course he ostensibly followed ; but it is not
saying what where his doctrines in reality, nor even what was
the secret party whose cause he pleaded under the vague and
very elastic form of constitutionalism. Among the parliae
mentary men who took part in the honourable act we have
just mentioned, are to be found names the most eminent and
the most praised in France, in the time of the Bourbons,
Why can we not praise them equally at the time in which we
now are ! DBut there was, in the spontaneous impulse which
made them protest against the illegal and violent proceedings
of the government of that period, that diversity of causa
which every political opposition agsembles under its banner.
The left side of the chsm‘l)m hod its acknowledged and official
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language ; but, at the bottom, that language really concealed
some mysteries, and the extreme left had, it is said, certain
cennections with the society of cabonarism, of which the
attorney-general, Bellart, said : ¢ Agreeing upon this point, to
destroy that whick is, the enemies of the throne are divided
among themselves upon all other points, and upon that whick
shall be. Napoleon 11, a foreign prince, the republic and @
thousand othcr {deus quite as absurd and contradictory, while
they divide our regulators upon the destiny which they have
in reserve for ug, are suflicient to inform, not only those who
are faithful, but all men of good sensenf: the rare happiness
which would be derived to France from this first destruction,
theprelude to many other destructions.’* The rcader will per«
haps discover hereafier, if it was to Napoleon Il,, to the
foreign prince, of whom M. DBellart speaks, to the republie,
or t0 a ¢ rtuin personage 8o singularly concealed by M. Bellart,
under the periphrase of a thousend oth-r absurd ideae, that
the count de Villeprenx looked, in the mystery of his thoughts
and in the secret of his actions ; we have here to do only with
his character and his idcas,

A man of wit above all, rather acute and perspicaciouns in
the matter of political facts than profound in views of social
theory, piquing himself, novertheless, on knowing everything,
and understanding cverything, the count de Villepreus was,
perhaps, the most adcanced cxpression of the nobility of his
time. He loved La fayette ; he csteemed d’Arseuson ; he had
secretly rendered rervices to more than one nnble ontlaw ; he
was even entbusiastic for tbe system of Babosul, without
granting it ecither faith or confidence. IHe was at the same
time a great admirer of M. de Chateanbriand und of Berane

er. His understunding seized with ardour all that was
utiful and great, while his soul, frivolous us thut of a
rince, could not fix itself seriowsly upon any conclusion,

e believed in all aystems, assimilating them to himself with
a marvellous facility, for a quarter of an hour, and pagsing
{from one to the other without hypocricy and without incon-
gistency; for this smateur’s nature was his real, his dominant
nature, He had all the qualities and all the defects of an
artist and a great lord : avaricious and prodizal, according to
the fancy of the moment, absolute and gracious, enthusiastic
and sceptical, according to circumstances, Le was often angry,’
and never kept a grudge. No one understood life better as
regrds comfort, independence, and that practical good sense
which protects the individual without wounding society too
much. At the bottom of all this there was a real goodness, a
gracious obligingness, a well-understood generosity ; but there

¢ Requisition in the case of La Rochelle.
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was aleo, through all these domestic virtues, an unequalled
frivolity, a laughing selfishness, and a profound indifierence
resulting from that same easy fondness for all general princi-
ples and for all social ideas without application and without
congsequcnees.

He had gone through the world of events, with his arms
folded, an cpigram in his mouth, and sometimes tears in his
eyes. livery great action had his sympathy, but no doctrine
captivated him beyond the time that was necessary for him to
hear and to know it. He read in the men and events of his
time as in books ot .elaxation; and when his curiosity was
satistied, he smilincly went to sleep on the last page, consents
ing that every one should have his fashion of thinking, pro-
vided the social order was not too much shaken, and the
theories had no pretension of passing into practice.

With these habits and dispositicns, thongh he had much
tenderness of heart, and great family virtnein a certain sense,
he had allowed hi< children to grow up rather at a venture,
and his grandchildren entirely by chance. Thinking about
them o great deal, and bestowing upon them all the means of
instruction, there was neither consecutiveness, nor wholeness,
nor discernment, in the contradietory notions with which he
had encumbered their young minds; and as his friends had
sometimes remonstrated with him on the dangers of such an
aducation, e hid persuaded himself that he acted thus in
consequence of a system. This system, somewhat renewed
from the £mil, consisted in having none; it was the excuse
he presented to himself to conceal his incapacity to do better.
Tn fact, it would have been difficult for him to introduce into
the minds of his pupils the unity and certainty which were
wanting in his own. If he sometimes felt this, he consoled
himself for it with the idea that at least he opposed no ob«
stacles to the teachings of the future.

This method had produced contrary cffects in two natures
50 oppored as those of Yseult and her’ brother Raoul. The
first reflecting, sensible, firm, profoundly just and delicate,
eager for solid instruction ond poetical cultare, had acquired
a great deal, and did, in fact, await her conclusions from time
and circumstances. She had contracted but few prejudices
in her acquaintance with the world. and the least breath of
truth could free her from them. With her, the education &
la Jean Jacaucs had done wonders; and perhaps no education,
even had it been a bad one, could have corrupted that nature
8o upright and so grandly wise.

Tho other having shown a disposition very averse to study,
they had been satisfied with giving him masters, in order to
conform to custom ; but matters had never been pushed so
far as to make him shed tears, The grandfather had that
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selfish tenderness of soul which cannot strive againet the re-
bellions and tears of childhood. Young Raoul had therefore
learned only the art of amusing himself. He knew how to
ride ; he excelled in shooting, swimming, waltzing, and play-
ing billiards. Although he was in appearance of a very doli-
cate complexion, he was indefatigable in all bodily exercices ;
and he derived from this the greatest vanity he had, after
that of his name, which he had acquired in his acquaintance
with the young dandies of the great world. Upon this point
the old count was indeed a little frightened at the results of
his plan of a free education. The young wan showed no taste
for liberal ideas. On the contrary, he had cmbraced the
wlira #ide, which he saw was affected among his pleasure
companions. He was well reccived in the fashionable world,
and was there congratulated on thiniing well. He wag mor-
tally ennuied in the society of his grandfather, whom he
seeretly accnsed of seeing low company. His whole ambition
was to enter the royal guard as aun officer. But there he had
met with opposition on the part of the grandfather, and their
explanations had been quite sharp. When his personal inte-
rest was openly compromised, the count was not wanting in
choleric will. Ile feared lest his popularity should desert
him if he devoted his son to the service of the reigming
princes. On his side the young man thought it very wrong
that, to please the rabble, his grandfather should allow him-
gelf to manifest an opinion which might close against him all
access to court favour. He therefore impatiently awaited his
majority, which would permit him to mark out for himself
an entirely opposite carecr ; and the count puzzled his brains
to retain him, without very well seeing how it would be pos-
gible. At the bottom, they loved cach other, for the old man
bad a tender and compassionate heart, and Raoul was not
without his good qualities. He was a victim of that absence
of doctrine which broke all moral and political bonds in his
family ; but he would have been susceptible of receiving a
better direction, and he had in him a certain secret delicacy
of conscience which still restrained him.

Yseult had a°deeper and better felt tenderncss for the
count, 1ler soul could admit only great affections ; and, as
ghe had not experience enough to appreciate her grandfather’s
frivolity, she believed in him blindly. She took all his words,
all his opinious, as rerious, and held herself, in order to direct
her course among the contradictions which she did not well
understand, between an ardent liberalism and an instinctive
respect for the laws of the world. Sometimes, however, she
Ewmted, on this latter point, objections fo which the count

tened with complaisance, and which he was far from being
able to repel.  Then he escaped from the difficulty by saying
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that Yseult had all the severity of logic which is conformable
to a fresh mind, and that he did not wish to stifle those gene-
rous faculties before their time. It was necessary to be satis-
fied with this reply; and the good Yseult, abandoned to her-
self, gave herself up to many dreams, without knowing if she
should ever be permitted to realize them.

" CHAPTER XXIV.

Waen Pierre Iluguenin drew near to his two noble hosts, the
count was seated in a rustic arm-chair under the shadow of
his favourite lindon. o read his newepapers while making
a Pythagorean breakfast, and his grand-duughter, with a
ﬁold(m paper-knife, cut the leaves of a political pamphlet he
ad just received; a favourite dog was slesping at their feet.
An old valet-de chambre went and came about them, watch-
ing that they should not have time to express a desire.
Yscult had her eyes constantly fixed upon the alley by which
Pierre arrived. e found her timid, almost trembling. He,
@xalted and animated by 1 know not what secret strength,
felt himself full of courage and serenity.
¢ Approach, approach, my dear master Pierre,” cried the
count laying his newspaper on the table, and taking off his
spectacles ¢l bave great pleasure in sceing you, and thank
ou for baving come at my invitation. Please to take a reat
here,”  And he pointed to & chair on his left, Yseult being
on hir right.
¢1 came to receive your orders,” replied Pierre, hesitating
about taking a sent.
¢ We have uothing to do with orders here,” returned the
count; ‘no one gives orders to a man like you, Thank (od
we have ahjured that old style of speaking hetween master
and journeyman, Desides, are you not yourself a master in
your artl *
¢My art is but an obscure trade,” replied Picrre, who felt
but little disposed to expausion.
¢You are capable of everything,’ returned the count, ‘and
if yon feel any other ambition—
‘Not any, M. the count,’ interrupted Pierre with a firm
tranquillity.
¢84ill you must yield, my good young msn, and take a asat
by my side, in order to converse without mistrust and with-
out hauteur with an old man who requests you in a friendly
manner.’
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Pierre, overcome by these affectionate words, and perha
alio by the sad and uneasy attitude of Mademoiselle de Ville-
preux, took a seat in the chair opposite to her. He thought
that she would rise and go away, as she usually did when he
conferred with her grandfather; but this time she remained
and did not cven move her chair back from the narrow table,
which left only a short distance between her face and that of
the journeyman joiner, and perhaps a shorter interval still
between their feet. DPierre was very careful not to draw his
chair entirely up to the table. He felt calm and master of
himself; but it seemed to him that, if je enly gruzed Yseult's
dress, the earth would have fled from under him, and he
would again have fallen into the empire of dreams,

¢ Pierre,” resumed the count, in a tone of paternal autho-
1ity, ‘you must open your heart to me. My daughter met
you this morning in the park, overwhelmed, despairing, out
of your genses, She accosted you, she questioned you; she
did well. She made to you, in my name, offers of services,
promises of friendship ; she spoke to yuu after my own heart.
You rejected those offers with a pride which renders you still
more estimable in my eyes, and which makes it my duty to
gerve you in spite of yourself. Be careful, then, not to be
unjust, Pierre! I know beforehand what the old republican
your father may have said to put you on your cuard againsé
me. I have un infinite esteem for your father, and do not
‘wigh to wound his prejudices; but there is this difference be-
tween him and me, that he is the man of the past; and that
1, his elder, am still the man of the present. 1 flatter myself
that T understand equality better than he; and if you refuse
%o confide to me the secret of your trouble, I shall think I
understand human brotherhood better than you alse.?

It was very diflicult for the young workman to refuse his
confidence and his admiration to such language, lle folt
himself cntirely penetrated with gratitude and sympathy.
While the count was speaking to him, Yseult had placed a
cup of old Stvres under the mechanic’s hand ; and the count
had poured «ut some coffee for him with such natural good
nature, that P’ierre had understood that the best possible
taste, under the circumstances, was to accept in the same
manner as they offered, without hesitation and without
-words. But he was troubled when Yaeult half rose to offer
him the sugar. He had only strength to look at her, and the
-expression of affectionate sensibility which he found upon her
face did him good mingled with a certain harm. He accepted
and swallowed all that she offered, not daring to refuse any-
thingg::d fearing nothing so much as to exchange a word
with hér a¢ that moment. ~ Still, in proportion as he ate (and

t need of it, for he was fasting), he felt his pre
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senoe of mind return. The Mocha, which was very fine, and
to which he was not accustomed, spontaneously communicated
a sovereign warmth to his brain. He felt his tongue loose,
his blood circulate freely, his ideas become clear, and the fear
of ridicule yield to more scrious considerations.

¢You wish me to speak ¥ said he to the count, after having
replied negatively to all the suppositions made by the latter
respecting the cause of his suffering. ¢ Well ! 1 will speak.
It will doubtless be a very useless discourse, and I believe
that this beautiful dog, whose plumpness and fine condition
would make many.mgn cnvious, wonld be the first to decpise
it if he could undrratand it.’

¢ But we are not dogs,’ replied the old count, laughing : ‘I
hope that we shsil understand, and we shall take good care
not to de~pise, for fear of being despised in our turn.  Come,
prond youth. give utterance to your thought.’

Then Picrre began naively to relate @1l the ideas which
had come t» him i the park from dawn until sunrire. Ie
did it withont emphasis, bul withoud emburrassment, and
without, fulse shawme. e did not fear to tell the count all
that he eonsicered illegitimate in the fact of his rickes; for,
at the s time, he told all that he conridered sucred in his
right to bujpiner, Ile stated to him the whale wocial pros
blerr whichh wes verkins in him with o clonrness, aund even
with sn degeience which rovealed to the conut .n extraor-
Qinary man, sna compelled him to look at bix daughter
from time to time with an exprestion of fstoui-hment and
admiraton, which she very vimlly shared. | know not if
Picrre perecived thiv latter fact @ L think he ¢id not wish to
Yook &t Yeeulinin the fear that wnoairv of doubt aud of pity
might deprive hun of the «trengti to suy all. 1 think also,
that, it” he had leoked w2t her, and seen her smile with ace
quicscence, while ber eyes were moiat with svmpathy, he
would have loat bia senscs, or ay leust the thread of his dise
course.

When he had told all the terror and all the sadness which
his reflections had awakened in him, and the abyss of doubt
and despair to which they bad led him, he confeased that he
had fely, in that moment of distress, a horror of lifc and a
necessity of flying to a better world, He confessed that he
had entertained thoughts of suicide, and that the feeling of
filial duty alone had power to bind him to an existence which
no longer appoared to him but as an overpowering trial in &
place of torture and iniquity.

When be uttered these last words in an agitated voice, and
with & pallid fuce, Yseult rose suddenly and inade some turns
in the alley, as if she were seeking for something, DBut when

(4]
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she returned to her place, her features were changed and her
eyes shining : perhaps she had wept.

Nothing could equal the surprize of the Count de Villepreux.
Hs looked with piercing eyes at the inspired face of the young
proletary, and asked himseclf where this man, acenstomed to
bhandle a plane, could have discovered and developed the
germs of ideus so vast, of thoughts so elevated.

¢ Do you know, master Pierre,” said he to him, when he had
listened to the end with the greatest attention, ‘that you
would make a great orutor, and perhaps a great writer? You
speak like an apostle, and you reazon like aphilosopher t*

Although this remark appeared to him frivolons in #0 seri-
ous a discussion, I'ierrec was fladtered in spite of himself at
being thus praised before Yrcult.

¢ i neither know how to speak nor how to write,’ replicd
he, blushing; “and having only problems to state, T shonid be
but a poor preacher, uniess you would bhe willing, M. the
count, to dictate to me my conclusions, and determine my
articles of faith.’

¢Palsemnleu !’ cried the count, striking oun the table with
his snuif box and looking at his daughter, ‘how he talks of
that ! He moves heaven and carth from tap to bottow ; he
searches more yrofoundly into the mysteries of life thaun all
the sage~ of antiquity, and he wishes me to know the secrets
of the Lternal Father! But do you take me, then, for the
devil or the pope? And do you believe that it will not re-
quire the wisdom of two thousand years to come, added to all
the wisdom of the past, to reply to your proposition? The
groatest minds ol the present age will have nothing more to
reply to you than this: ¢ Why the devil do you trouble your-
self? Try io be rich, and to accustom yourself to see the
poor areund yon.” Or else: “My dear friend, you are crazy,
you muxt be tuken carc of.” Yes, upon my word, my poor
master Pierre, of a hundred thousand systems, all more beau-
$iful and more impossible each than the other, which may be
presented to you, there is not a single one worth so much aa
that which 1 Liave adopted for my own special use.”

¢ And whut is it then, sir? returned Pierre with earnests
ness; ‘for it is that I asked of you.’

¢To admire what you say, and endure what is done here

ow.,”

¢Is that all? cried Pierre, rising with an excited air.
¢ Really, it was not worth the trouble of qlueetioning me, if
you had no better answer to give. Aht I told you made-
maoiselle,’ added he, looking at Yesult without any feeling of
confusion, absorbed as he was in the highest thoughts ; ¢ &
you truly that your father could do nothing for me !’
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¢Js not resignation the result of expericnce and the last
term of wisdom ” replied Yseult, with an effort.

¢ Resignation for ourselves is a virtue which we mnst have,
and which is unt very diflicult when we respect ourselves a
little, replied Pierre. Ay for myself, I declare that my

overty and my obscurity do not weigh upon me yet, and that
{‘shnuld be much more unhappy, much morc treubled in my
sentiment of justice if 1 were born rich like you mademaiselle,
But t re<icnomy #5010 the unhappiness of others, to bear the
yoke which w: ks down iunocent heads, to look tranquilly
apon the cour-e ot e world withoat cudeavoucing to dis-
cover annther ¢ -4, another order, another code of morals !
Oh ! that ix e, =uble-—umpossible ! It is enough to make
me never sbeg onever amuse myself, never know a moment of
happiness: it 1 2nough to make me lose my courage, my
reazon, or wmy life

CWell, uv father? eried Yaseult, raising towards the count
her uinistonud eyey, avdent with hops and impatience.

She awaited in vain o reply that might smetion, by the
maturity of judgment, the evangelical enthusiasm of the
young wurlman.  'Phe count smiled, raised his eye- to heaven,
and dre'v his davshter to his heart, while be oxtended his
ather band to Pierre.

¢ CGeners young ~ouls,* ruid he to them, after a moment's
silenen, “von will still have mny dreams of this nature, be-
fore yoiw reengnize that there are immense paradoxes and
sublimo probleins without poasible solution in this lewer vorld.
T do not degire for yom so soon the disconragement and the
lisgust which are the lot of wisdmn in white hairs. Form
wishes, { i rystems, a3 many as you will, and give ap your
belief in them as late as yon can.  Master Pierre,” continued
he, rising and lifting his cap of black velvet before the «tupi-
fied yonuyr man, ¢ my old head bows before you, I estecm

ou, admire and love you. Chme often and talk with me.

our virtue will make me somewhat younger; and perhaps,
after many reveries, the mountain which weighs down our
ide?tl will be lightened by the weight ofea whole grain of
Ban ’

Saying this he passed hia arm under that of his daughter,
and departed, carrying away his pamphlets, his spectacles,
and his newspapers, with the tranquillity of a man ac-
customed to sport with the grandest ideas and the mosat
sacred feelings.

Pierre remained overwhelmed at first; then an irony,
mingled with indignation and pity, took possession of him.
He considerqd himself very ridiculous for having allowed the
aecret of his hiﬁhest thoughts to be profaned by the frozen
breath of this old man, grown grey in defections. It was
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difficult for him not to overwhelm him inwardly with the
deepest contempt.

¢ What " said he to himself, ‘to know these things, to have
neither the means nor the desire to repel their truth, and to
keep them in one’s self as a useless treasure of which one
understands neither the value nor theuse! To be a great
Yord, rich and powerful, to have grown old in the midst of
social struggles, to have passed through the republic and the
courts, and yet not to have a decided belicf, not a victorious
feeling, not an efficacious will, not even a generous hope !
And to be near the end of life withoutekn.wing how to ex-
Ppress anything more than a barren regret, a derisive sympathy,
a hypocritical discouragement {—If that be onc of the most
sensible and the best informed of his caste, what then are the
others, and what can we hope from dead bodies arrayed in
the most beautiful insignia of life : power and renown ¥

In this holy anger, Pierrc was excited cven to injustice.
He could not make allowance for the cilect of carly education,
and for prejudices drawn in with a mother's milk. Nothing
is more diflicult than to place oursclves at a point of view
entirely diflerent to that from which we lonk. i P*ierre bad
Eknown tocicty, not such as it should he, but snch as it is, he
would, in spite of the impetnosity of hi< virtuons indignation,
have retained some respect and much affeetion for this old
man, superior to the larger part of his class, sud remarkable
among all men from the gnodness of bis instivcts and the sim-

licity of bLis first impressions. But he hud been drawn to

im by Yseult's promises, and for an instant, on sccing himself
listencd to with so much interest, Le had expeeted a solution
in conformity with his wishes. 1lis sorrow was great at secing
hix}xs(;lf praised and pitied at the same time, 4> an apostle and
a fool.

One single thing gave him strength to return to his work,
that i<, to resume patiently the yoke of life: this was the roe
membrance of the expression which Yseult had on leaving
him. It seemed to him that the surprise, the disappointment,
the consternation, ,which he had experienced at that moment,
filled the soul of that noble girl as they did his own. He had.
felt, on meeting her last look, something rolemn like an eter-
nal cngagement, or an eternal farewell. 1lis soul, recurring
to that mysterious commotion, felt itself filled with juy and
Ppain at the same time. Ile recognized, at this hour, that he
loved passionately, and he did not know if the thrilling of his
heart proceeded from despair or from happiness,
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CHAPTER XXV.

Ar the moment when Pierre resumed the road to his work-
shop, the count’s old valet-de-chambre recalled him, to request
that he would repair the table on which his master had just
breakfasted. It wasea pretty little inlaid piece of furniture,
with a small table to eat upon, a leaf for writing, and a drawer
beneath. Pierre philosophically returned to go to work, and,
the valet-de-chambre assisting him, they turned down the ta-
ble in order to cxamine the broken part. They emptied the
drawer ; the valet collected in a basket a quantity of journals
and old papers, and Pierre took the table on his shoulder to
carry it to the workshop.

When he had finished mending it, be shook the drawer to
clean it before restoring it to its place; and then he saw &
card half-sticking out of a crack. He drew it entirely out,
and when he wus about to throw it away as a useless thing,
he was struck by its strange form. It was only the half of a
card, but it was cut slantingly soveral times, in a manner
which appeared rystematical. Pierre, who knew that the
count was well informed in geometry, sought to find if there
was not thercin some problem of that science; but he could
find nothing like ir, and put the card in his pocket, thinking
that perhaps Yxeult, in a moment of reverie, had cut it thus
by chance. *Who can know, asked he of himself, ¢ what
thoughts secrctly agitated her when she gave herself up to
this pre-occupation? and as, after all, nothing is done by
chance, the form of this cutting perhaps contains in a syme-
bolical manner all the secrets of her soul.’

Achille Lefort had informed him the night before that he
should pass some days at Villepreux, having some old accounts
to settle with the steward relative to the wine-cellar of the
chateau. Dierre and he had agreed to meet that cvening in
the park. 1t was still daylight when Pierre went to the ren-
dezvous, and while waiting for him, began to consider his card
attentively. It was then that some confused ideas recurred
to his memory. Ile had followed with interest, in the jour-
nals of the preceding year, the trial of the sergeants of la
Rochelle. Ile had read the fanatical or enthusiastically elo-
quent speeches of the attorney-general Bellart, and of the
advocate-general Marchangy. The revolution of numerous
dotails relative to the socrets of carbonarism had struck him.
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Seeing Achille Lefort approach, he had the sudden inspiration
to present the card, saying to him: ¢ Do you know that ¥’
‘How ! what do I see? cried the travelling clerk ; ‘we
were cousins, and you concealed it from mel Well, you
mystified me admirably ! But who could have guessed that ?
You were trying me thent You were charged to watch me,
to sound me?  Was there any doubt respecting me?  Lically,
1 think I am dreaming! Speuk, answer me?'
¢ If we are not cousing, we are in the way to becomo so,
‘replied Iierre, who, on seeing Achille’s naive stupefaction,
eat difliculty to keep from laughing. ¢ 1t wasthe count
de Vﬁ{lcpreux who intrusted this sign to me, in order that I
might sooner come to an understanding with you.,
¢ But if you are not initiated,’ returncd Achille more and
more astonished, ¢ this is contrary (o all rules.
¢ Appareutly,” pursued I’ierre, ¢ he has the richt to act thus.”
¢ But nout at all ' cried the other. ¢ Though he isaliiliated
to the supreme vcnte, he is not permitted to discluse our signs
and our secrets. I see well thut the old coward throws the
saddle after the horee, or that fear confuses his brain so much
that he does not know what he is about. 1 »ught to have
expected something like this, after all he told me yesterday.
The news from Tracodero has unhorsed him completaly; he
thinks that all is lost. He was anxious cnough at the be-
ginning of the war. He bas come to take refuge in his old
keep only to hold himself aloof from events, and now he
would like to hide himself with his owls in tho cracks of his
emblazoned walls! Such are men! when they have a
moment of courage, they have au increase of cowardice imme-
diately afterwards. Faith, 1 can’t understand the madness of
a directing committee that hopes to get any good out of these
old nobles; as if they could forget the reign of terror,
and as if they could do anything else but spoil our
lans and embarrasi our manceuvres: excuse me, Iaster
ierre, 1 don’t say this from distrust of you,—I know that you
are as loyal, a8 discreet, as the best among us. Bat, in fine, no
one of us is atlowed to jest with his promises and our recrets,’
¢ Be re-assured and appeased, M. Liefort,” replied I1erre, * No
one gave me thia card. 1 found it at the bottom of a drawer;
and if any one has revealed to me the secrets of the association,
it is you, who have just told me much more than I asked.’
‘Ah ! then you are laughing at mo " said Achille, his eyes
glittering with vexation and in a tone which seemed to wish
to assume rather more than usual.
¢ Gently, my master,’ replied Pierre, ¢ take this card, it can
do me no good, and your secrets do not appear to be much
compromised by the discovery of this plaything. Amuse
Yourself with these things ; 1 have no right to laugh at them
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~1 who am bound by puerilities of the same naturc to a
society more secret, more vast, more 2olid, and more believing
than your own.’

¢ You reem to be giving me a lesson, master Pierre,’ returned
Achille, enupletrly vexed. ¢ Whatever esteem I may huve
for vou, I o ot acknowledge such a right.  If you were
ignorant uud rude like the greater part of your fellows, I
might pleer myself, by the wilence of pity, above the reach of
yonr poor juts, Durt from the moment that I look npon you
as my cqual in education and 1easoning powers, I doclure to
you that I will not he any mere patient with you than J
would be with one of iy comrades.”

‘M. Lefort, re Vied Pierre with the greatest calmmness, ¢1
thank you for (ue flattering expressions with which you
accompany your threats; but | see peep out the pride of a
man who juts on Lis glove befure giving a blow. Come, I
will be weore proud than you,—1 will extend my hand to you,
declaring that [ rezret having wounded you!

¢ Pierre,” said Achille, affctionately clasping the mechanica
hand, ¢ 1 feel that [ love you ; but, Lbeg of y-u, let not this
{riendrhip be broken by the pride of cirther of us/’

‘I make the kame request of you,” eaid Picrre »miling.

‘ My part is more diflicult than yours,’ returncd Achille,
€youn arc the people, that is, the uristocrat, the sovercign,
whom we conuspirators of the third estate come to mmplore for
the cause of justice and trath. You treat us as subalterns;
you question us with hauteur, with distrust; yon ask us if
we are fouls or intriguers ; you subject us to a thousand insults,
that you must allow, And when we do not carry the spirit of
propagandism even to Christian humility, when our blood
boils in cus viing, wud when we claim to De treated by you as
your equ. .-, you tvil us that we were not sincere, that we bear
within us hatred and pride,—in a word, that we arve impostors
and cowards who Jower ourselves to you in order to exploit
you. The government har adopted this system of calumnies
in order to diminish our influence with you, to detach the
people from its only, its true friends; and you thus throw
yoursclves into the trap of absolutisnf. This is neither
generous nor wise,’

¢ What you say contains excellent truths from the point of
view in which you are,’ returned Pierre. ¢ But there is much
in reply to justify us. Even in what concerns you, you who
call yoursclves sincere men, I might object to you that you
have received from heaven no mission to excite and agitate
us, you who have never reflected seriously upon our condition,
and who,. cven while lamenting it, know absolutely no method
of changing it. I might also tell you that yon contract, in
the trade you follow (for it is a trade, allow me the expres
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sion), habits quite as jesuitical in their nature, as those which
you attribute to a corrupting government. You lightly make
to us promises which you know you cannot keep; then you
observe ug, you penetrate us, you learn our weaknesses, our
errors, our vices; and when you have endured for some time
this rough contact with the people, as the spirit of charity
and of teaching is not really in you, as you are tormented by
ideas purely political and by no means moral, you become
disgusted and you withdraw from us saying ; I have seen the
people, they are ferocions. they are bratified; it will be cen-
turies beforc they are fit to govern themselver. Deware of
the people, my friends, let us not go to fast. The people is
behind us, ready to overwhelm us. Woe to us if we let loose
the enraged beast—""’

¢We do not say that I' cried Achille.

¢ You do say it; you cannot help writing and publishing it ;
your journals are full of the protests of your lawyers and
your orators who deny and deapise us. Think you that we do
not read your journals? “The people,” you say, “are not
that vile population which howlsin the mobs, which demands
blood and pillage, which begs, club in hand, ready to take
the life of any one who does not give up his pnurse. The
people aro the healthy part of the population, which earns its
bread honestly, which respects acquired rights, reeking to
deserve the same rights, not by violence and anarchy, but by
perseverence in labour, by aptitude for instruction, and re-
spect for the laws of our country?” This is how you define
the people, this is how you put on their Sunday clothes to
present yourselves before the tribunals, before the chambers,
and before all those who have the means to subscribe to your
publications. But the coarse dress which the workman wears
during the weck, his horrible wounds, his disgusting maladies,
and his vermin—but his deep indignation when misery
reduces him to extremity, his too just threats when he sees
himself forgotten and trodden under foot—hut his shocking
delirium when the regret of yesterday and the fear of to«
morrow compel him to drink, as one of your poets has said,
the forgetfulness of sorrow—but all that there is in him of
rage, of disorder, and abandonment of self in the fact of his
misery, you wash your hands of this; you know nothing of
it: you would blush to justify it; you say: “those are our
enemies also ; they are the horror and disgrace of society !
And yct, those also are the people! Cleanse their stains,
remedy their evils, and you will see clearly that this vile herd
came from the bosom of God as well as yourselves. In vain
do you wish to make distinctions and categories; there are
not two peoples, there is but one. That one which works in
your houses, smiling, quiet and well-dressed, is the same that
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howls at your gates, irritated, gloomy, and covered with rags,
The only difference is that you have given work and bread to
the first, and that you have found nothing for the other to do.
Why, for example, do you, M. Lefort, place me, incessantly,
in your praises, apart from my family. Do you think to do
me honour ? by no means, I wish nothing of the kind, not I,
The lowest of beggars is my equal, mine. I do not blush to
recognize him, as do many among us, into whom you have
breathed your ingratitude and your vanity, at the same time
with your habits of comfort. No, no! that wretched being
is not of a cast inferior to mine, he iz my brother, and his
abject situation makes me blush for the comfort in which I
five. Understand this well, M. Lefort : so long as there are
human beings covercd with the leprosy of poverty, so long I
shall say that yon have done no good with your conspiracies,
your citizen charters, and your changes of cockade.

¢My dear Huguenin,' waid Achille, with emotion, *your
sentiments are grand ; but you are in too much haste to ac-
cuse us. Do you think it 80 easy a matter to be the physician
of moral humanity, and to find withont hesitation and with-
out failure the remedy for so many evils ¥

¢ Is it seeking n remedy, then, to turn away your eyes with
horror and to stop your nostrils, saying that there is nothin,
but corruption and infection in the hospital? What shoul
you thiuk of a surgeon who conld not see an ulcerated limb
without fainting 2 would that be devotedness? would it even
be a love of science! would it be an indication of a real va-
cation. Well | have courage then to descend into the lazare
houses of moral humanity, a8 you say ; have courace then to
sound with your hands the abyss of owr cvils, and do not lose
time in saying thut it is a horrible sight; think of the res
medy : for T have never seen a physician, however slothfal,
however ignorant he might be otherwise, ahandon a patient
under the pretext that he was too disgusting to be cured.
Now, if I pass from the sincere but shallow republiean, o
those who are neither the one nor the other, where shall I
find words to express my opinion of thems! 1 have known
some, you see, though I have been accustomed only to the
society of the workshop. That physician with whom you
caused me to sup at the Vaudois', is be not a man who, in the
event of a revolution, has a powerful personage, a prince of
the blood-royal, all ready in his pocket, at once to take the
place of him who will be overturned. And without going
very far, your conspirator deputy, your member of the
supreme vente your old count de Villepreux, with whom, I
am sure, you have more political than business transactions,
have you not just given me a faithful portrait of him?
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¢ Perhaps I went too far ; I accused bim, in my excitement
of a fault which he did not commit.’

¢Do not try to reinstate him in my good opinion. 1 have
talked with him for an hour to-day. I have seen the hottom
of his conscience. There in foothold everywhere, 1 assure
you, for whomsoever likes to follow, without fatigue und with-
out danger, the current of fortuue.’

Here Pierre rclatod his interview with the count, without
mentioning, however, the circumstauce which had led to it.
His recital made Achillo reflect a great desl. 1le asked him-
gelf what he could have re{vlied to tle question which the
mechanic had addressed to the old rich man, and yei he could
find no objection against the right of the mechanic thus to
state the problem of property.

¢ It is certain,” raid he, “that this is a grave (mestion, and
one which must be considered by men of the age and of

ius.

¢And of heart,’ returned Pierre: ‘for with intclligence
alone, you will never find the answer.

¢ And without it, nevertheless, what good does devotedness
do? s it not nccessary that men superior to the mass Ry
science and meditation should come to the assistance of the
people, and enlighten them respecting their real interest ?

¢ Don't use that word, M. Achille. Our real interests ! great
God ! we know very well what that means in the ideas of
your future legislatora I’

“ RBut, in fine, Lierre, you do not distrust me?

¢No, certainly; but I do not believe in you, for y.u know
no more than I, who know nothing.’

¢ Then have recourse to and contidence in superior men.’

¢ Where are they? What have they dome? What have
they tanght? What ! you have heard them, you act under
their orders, you work for their profit, and you know nothing,
you have nothing to say to me from them? They have a
secret, and they do not intrust it to their adepts? And they
do not let the people see even a glimpse of it?  Arc they then
the brahmins of India?

¢You have a crucl and discouraging logic, master Piorre.
‘What must be donc, then, if no one knows what he does or
what he says? Must we fold our arms, and wait for the people
to deliver thcmselves? Do you believe they will succeed
without counsels, without guides, without a rule ?

¢ They will succeed, however, and they will have all these,
Their rule, they will themselves make ; their guides, they will
draw from their own bosom; their counsels, they will roceive
from the Spirit of God, which will descend upon them. We
aoust, indeed, count a little upon Providence.’

¢ Bo you reject every kind of light coming from the chief
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of liberalism? Becauso a man has celebrity, talents, and in-
fluence on the middling clasees, the people will distrust him %

¢ The day on which a man shall come to us and say : “ Men
praise my merit, admire my knowledge, berd under my
power : but listen, my children ; my science, my strength, my
genius, give me no right that can be hurtful to you. I
acknowledge, therefore, that the most simple among you has
& right, quite as much as 1 and mine, to comfort, to hberty,
to education ; that the weakest amoug you has a right to re.
press my strength it I abuec it, and the most obscure to rcject
my opinion, if 1t be Hign Hral 5 in fine, that 1 mure give proof
of virtue and of charty in order to be, in my own eyes as in
yours, o greut Ruvunt, a great sovereign, or a great poet.”
Oh ! let those who are called great me. come and say this to
us ! we will cast oursclves upon their bosom, as upon the
bosom of Gad: for God does not create by knowledge and by
power alone—he creates by love ulso. Bnt so long ar, des.
Bising the grossncss of onr understanding, they fold us like

eusts in an enclosurs where there is nut cven grass to crop,

which will not hold us all without our crushing and smother-
ing each other, and [rom which, nevertheless, we cannot get
out, becanse they have everywhere placed soldiers to guard
from onr hands rire beantiful fruits of the earth, we will say
to them : “ Bn rilent, and let us get out us we can.  Your
advice is treachery, and your triumphs are insulte. Do not
walk upon our chains with a proud air ; do not march through
our disheartened ranks with the words of fulse pity in your
mouths. We do not, wish to do anything for you, not even to
bow to you: for you, who bow to us very low when you are
afrnid or have need of ns, you know very well that you have
not the least desire to resign into onr hands your treasures,
your power, and your glory.” This is what we shall say to
your men of intellect.’

¢ But all that you put in the mouth of the man who aske
from the people his strength and his celebrity, I feél in my
heart. 1f 1 have such sentiments, I, an obscure servant of the
cause, why will you not allow that nobler iytellects may have
them in the highert degrec?

‘ Becanse, until the present time, this hag not shown itself
to be the case; becanse I have read all I could read, and have
not even had a glimpse of what I sought; because I have
found all the solutions given by your pust and present great
minds to be proud, cruel, and anti-human.’

¢It is also because you are too much in the ideal; you ask
more of men than they can accumplish. You would wish for
chiefs and councillors who would unite in themselves the
boldness of Napoleon and the humility of Jesus Christ, This
is exacting too much of human nature in one day; and be-
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sides, if such a man should come, he would not be understood
You reason, you individually—the people do not reason.’

‘The people reason better than you think ; and the proof
is, that you cannot succeed in agitating them. They feel
their hour ia not yet come. They prefer rather to enduras
their evils some days longer, than to raise their bruised side
in order to bruise the other side by changing their position.
They wait for the vault over them to be raised, so that they
may stand erect. And do you know of what that vault is
made? Of the citizens first, and of the nobles on top.
Citizens ! shike off your nobles, if theyare too heavy for you :
that is your business, We wili help you, if it be proved to
us some day that it will relieve ourselves. But if you are as
heavy as they, look on for yourselves ! we will shake you off
in our turn.

¢ But what will you do until then?

¢ What you advise us, We will work with all our strength
not to die of hunger, and we still find means to help each
other. We will preserve our companionship amoug workmen,
in spite of its abuses und its excesses, becansc its principle is
more beautifal than that of your carbonarism. [t tends to
re-establish equality among ourselves, while yours tends to
maintain inequality upon the earth.’

CHAPTER XXVIL

Ox the next day the marchioness did not dine at the chateau.
She had gone to pay a visit to one of her relatives established
in a small city in the neighbourhood. Shec departed in the
morning in a light open calash drawn by one horae and ace
companied by a single domestic who drove. She had taken,
intentionally, or rather by the advice of Yseult, the most
modest equipage ¢ the chateau, in order not to wound the
self-love of her relative, who was not rich. This precaution
had not prevented all the small people of the city from posting
themselver at their doors and windows to see her pass, saying
to each other with bitterness: ¢ Look at that marchioness
with /er coach and her coachmen ! Nevertheless she is old
Clicot the dyer’s daughter.’

Josephine was kept from dinner by her cousin, and could
not resume the road to Villepreux before the close of day.
She remarked with a certain anxiety, as she entered the
carriage, that Wolf, the coachman, had a lound voice and a
red face. This anxicty increased when she saw him rapidly
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descend the badly paved street of the city, grazing the cornex
stones with that audacity and that good luck which often ac.
company drunken people. The fact is that Wolf had met some
Sriends; an expression consecrated among drunkards to ex.
plain and justify their frequent mishaps. Those honest
peraons have so many friends that they keep no account of
them, and you can go nowhere with them that they do not
meet some.

After two hundred paces, Wolf, and consequently the
calash and the marchioness, had, by a miracle. already escaped
50 many disasters, thag .t was to be feared Providence wounld )
soon be wearied. In vain Josephine commanded and con-
jured him to go more gently ; ke paid no attention to her,
and seemed to give wings to the quiet horse he drove. Fortus
nately perhaps, heaven in-pired him with the idea of re-
newing the snapper to his whip, and of stopping, for that
purpose, before the door of a small house situated at the ex-
tremity of the suburb, decorated with this inscription : Father
Zalwiqgue, horse stovry Wy lodyinys for wmon and boast, sells
Uity stran, oals, de,

The evening ~till grew darker, and Josephine's fear went on
increasing. A+ roon as she saw the Autoraedon down from
i3 #eat, bu y talhing with the people of the house, who
brought Lun ot tho came time a enapper for his whip and a
mull glass o Prandy, rhe resulved to leuvo the carriage and
veturh to e aity, an order to ask lier cowsin for o man to
drive lies, or Lespitahity until the next day. There was no
hope thut Wolf, who, of course, pretended to be absolutely
fusting, would cousent to listen to her complaints,  She
theretore cali- 4 for <ome one tv open the caniage door, ¢ 8iry)
cricd shie at & venture to a man whom she vaw stopping in the
middle of tie read, *have the goodness to help me {from the
carriage.”  Defore she had {inished her sentence, the door was
opcned, and a respectinl aud assiduous cavalier offered her hig
hand. Iy was the Corinthian,

“You here !* cried the marchioness with more joy than
prudence. .

¢ I was waiting for you to pass,” replied Amaury, lowering
his voice.

The marchionuess, confused, stopped, one foot out of the
carriage, one hand in that of Amaury.

¢1 do not understand what you mean to say,’ returned she,
in a trembling voice, ‘How and why did you wait for me ¥’

‘I came here in the day to make some purchases relating
to my business, I dined in this cabaret at the same time
with M. Wolf, your coachman. I gaw him drink so much
that I became anxious as to the manner in which he would
drive your carriage, aud I waited here to see if he wens,
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straight, and if there was no danger of your being overtarned.’

¢He is in a state of intolerable drunkenness,’ replied the
marchioness ; ‘and if you would have the gooduess to ac-
company me back to the city—'

‘And why not to the chateau? returned the Corinthian,
“1 have never driven a calash; but I know how te drive 2
covered cart on occasion, and it doss not 2eem to e that there
is much difference.’

¢ You would have no repugnance to mounting the hus ¥

€1 should have a great deal under other circuristances,

. replied the Corinthian, smiling ; “but & feer noene at this mo-
ment.’

Josephine understood, and fell herself divided, boetw ey ior-
ror of what was passing within bLer, and the frresis nle 4 ire
4o accept Amaury’s oifer; and it was not fear alon: thar -
pelled her to it.

¢But how shall we manage,” stid she. €Tt 14 not p sjble
for more than one to sit upon the bes, anlt Wl v ould never

coneent to climb up behind the carvinge. @6 icful’ o enll
love, and does not believe himself drunk the bows i o gl

he will make annproar. That mau trighten 0 0 3y
should rather retnrn on foot 1o the ehatenn tuns i pige

to be driven by him.

¢1 would rather drag the curriuge myseit hau ot v walyg
dve long leagnes,’ replied the Cortnthiun.

‘Well! we will leave him here,” said docerhi o whue
cheeks were burning, ¢ Let us go ¥

‘Let ug go ! said the Corinthiun.  “Therr b s entering
ihe carabet : we shall be far away before he thanks of condng
out.’

He precipitately closed the door, leaped npon the hox, weised
the whip and reins, and departed like a flush, witho.at giving
the marchioness time for reflection.

‘Where had he found so much boldness? ikt What J, }
know? Reader, it is casicr for you to understand thun Jur e
to explain, There arc natures which arc timid like 'icrre
Huguenin's, reser~od like Yseult’s, There are also natures
which are spontaneous like the marchioness's, impetuous like
the Corinthian’s, Then there is youth, beauty which seeks
and attracts beauty, love which levels ranks and laughs at
oustom ; there is also opportunity which emboldens, and night
which protects.

The Corinthian descended the hill with more temerity
than Wolf would have done—and yet Josephine felt no fear ;
?ﬂo{“ that poor Wolf was not the most Entoxiouted of the

‘When they were at the bottom of the hill, it was necessary
b asoend, and there it was impossible for the horse to keep np
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his trof.  3eeides, were they not far enough a-head to let the
reot beast breathe: But the marchioness was not yet easy.
Thot drisken man might run after the carriage, reclaim his
whijr and Lis bos, of which he was a8 jealous as a king could
he of bis throne and his sceptre; in fine, dispute their pos-
estdon, by furce, with the asurper. The murchioness shuds
drrod at the iden of sucb a seene; and, in her anxiety, it was
cuiie pnduial that ~he should move about in the carriage, that

e shon'd chanee poe viace, that she should even take the
doit seat i arder taace 1 no one was running towards them

rouy belnd, Lhw w0 natwrn) that the Corinthian should
vin vond geen ot time, and ves Lis elbow upon the
bbbty o Tl 0t et ot the calagh, in order to Te«
Soare they v cdee o oed reply to her frequent questions.
3 e d oAy bl aecling this sndden deseruination,
w e g gettie heebi, ware guite sbrangs enough for
bow 0 xores et aotnrshioent sud exchange some exe
ol
vuer ikt who fad 0oon Je e able 1a free herselfefrom
et et e wlie s o raded Jmpropriety in the great
ot o L Mnn Gy avterance {0 u refleetion which,
Tt o s o mey Ta thie conversatinn,
<4 nes what will they say of me
& oo v warad o o soacdl tell all the cabaret, and

o soran o, tat ot nhwid Lim? And what will thes
¥ woaal e vites they see me wrrive alone wi

Yo Duorwatae, nedor shndlar cireumstances, would have
St i o el botieass, tlag they would not even
araeds Yes pioud, and ab the same zime
Jru v ool enny of diesipating the snxiety
ol 0 e A

Eadt e b sea s Sy the gt of the chateaw,” replied
coy et caere | owbil sunaway without being seen,  You will
aount ule bux, goa wild take the reius, and you will say to
e dotoe o who come Lo open, that Wolf forgot himeelf at
the cabar.t, thas 30u had good reasons not «to trust him, and
hat you drave the carriage yonrself.

¢ Nobady will believe it.  They know what a coward I am.’

¢ Fear mives courage. Detween two dangers we choose the
leasts Sec, madam, I repeat proverbs to you like Sancho, to
aike you langh; but you do not laugh, you are still afraid.’

‘ You do not understand, you do not, M. Amaury ! Women
are so unhappy, such slaves, so easily sacrificed in the world
in which I live ¥

* Unhappy, slaves, you ! I thought you were all quoens.’

¢ And what made you think so ?
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¢You are all so beautiful, so well dressed ! You have al~
ways 80 animated, so haplpi an air !’

¢ Really, do you think I have such an air ¥

*1 have always seen you with a smile upon your lips, and
your complexion is always so pure, your manners so gracious
—1 say tﬁis, madame the marchioness, without knowing if I
expreas myrelf properly, and expecting always to make you
laugh, like Sancho talking to the duchess.’

‘ﬁ)o not speak so to me, Amaury; it is you who have the
sppearance of Jaughing at me. You are not Sancho, and I
am neither a duchess nor a real marchignees ; 1 am the daugh-
tf; of a mechanic, and I have no pretension to bLe anything
else.’

¢ And yet—. DBat you forbid me to be Sancho, and I must
not tell you all that paeses in my head.*

¢Oh! 1 know very well what you wish to ray; I married o
noble, is it not! 1 have been sufliciently reproached for it,
both in his clags and my own. And I have expiated it eruelly
enough for Gud to have forgiven me !

Amaury, who had done violence to Lis feelings in order to
converse gaily, was too wmuch agitated to continie in the same
tune, but not. bold enough to speak serionsly. They hoth fel)
into a prolound silence, and only understood each other the
better. What had they to communicate ? Thcy had, as yet,
said nothing, and yet they knew very well that they loved
each other. Amaury felt that there was only a word to ¢x-
o}:iango between them ; but there the couruge fuiled on both
gides,

¢Mon Dieu! M. Amaury,’ said the marchioness, who had
reburned to the huck purt of the carringe, it secris to me
that we have passed the cross-road. We ought to bave turred
to the lef.. Do you know the road? And she resumed the
front scat,

¢I triaveiled it this morning for the firat timoe, replied the
Corinthian ; * but it seems to me that the horse will carry ue
right, unless he is in the same situation as myselt.’

¢In fact this is p horse which Las just been brought from
Paris. He cannot help us.

¢1 think we must keep straight on.’

¢ No, no, we musi leave the main road, and go into the
lande. We have lost our way, but we shall find it in that
direction.’

Nothing was more difficult than to guide their course on
the lande by the cart tracks running in every direction, all
alike and prssenting no indication to the traveller other than
certain peculiarities to which the people of the country alone
were accustomed. Although Josephine had often traversed
those vague paths, she covﬁd not be sufliciently sure of her
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position not to take a certain thicket or a certain KOIt for
that which she thought she recognised. Moreover, the nig‘l‘l:
was entirely dark ; fleecy clouds veiled the feeble light of t
stars, and insensibly the white mist which slept upon ‘the
pools of water spread itself over all objects, and soon prevented
their distinguishing any.

This uncertain advance in the mist was not without dan.
ger. The Sologne, that vast lande which extends through the
most fertile and most charming distriots of central France, is
a desert capriciously crossed by dry zones in which flourish
magnificent heaths, ard moist ones in which languish, amon
the reeds, waters without motion and without colour.
greyish vegetation covers those muddy lakes, more dan
than torrents or precipices. Our travellers had wandered &
long while in this labyrinth without finding an exit. The
horse, deceived by appearances of beaten paths, entered into
blind ones, at the end of which, stopped by bogs, he was
obliged to retrace his steps. From time to time one wheel
sank in a quicksand, which it was impossible to see or to
avoid ; the carriage then leaned over in a threatening man-
ner, and the frightened marchioness pressed with all her
gtrength the Corinthian's arm, uttering cries, soon succeeded
by laughter, which served to conceal her shame. Amaury
would have sought for these accidents could he have per-
ceived them ; but they became so frequent, and the danger
o real, that it was necessary to give up going any further.
The marchioness insisted upon this, for she began to be really
terrified, and her driver no longer dared be sure that he
would not upset her in some swamp. The horse, fatigned
with travelling two hours, sometimes in the thorny furze,
sometimes in clay up to his knees, stopped of his own accord
and began to graze.

The marchioness said, laughingly, that she was hungry, not
well knowing, I believe, what to say. X

‘I have some rye bread in my bag,’ said Amaury : ‘why
can 1 not‘ metamorphose it into pure wheat, that I may offer
it to you ¥’ »

‘Rye bread !’ cried Josephine; ‘oh! how fortunate! I
like no other, and I have been deprived of it so long! Give
me some, it will recal to me that beautiful time of my life
when I was not a marchioness.’

Amaury opened his bag and took out the rye bread. Jose«
phine broke it, and giving him half: ‘1 hope that you will
eat with me,’” said she to him.

¢ I never expected to sup with you, madame the marchio-
nes,’ replied Amaury, receiving with joy the bread sho had
touched.

]
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¢Do not call me marchioness any more,’ said she, with &
charming melancholy. ¢We are here in the desert: may ¥
not forget my slavery for a single hourt Ah | if you knew
all that this heath recals to me! My childhood, my early
sports, my dear lost liberty, sacrificed at sixteen, and for
ever! 1 was a real peasant in those days: 1 ran with bare
feet after the hutterflies, after the birds. 1 was more simple
than the little shepherd girls who were my associates; for
they knew how to fpin and knit, and 1—I knew nothing; and
when ! undertook to watch the sheep, I was so very forgetful
that 1 always lost rome one. Would, you believe that b
twolve years old I did not know how to read ¥

¢1 believe that I did not know bow at fifteen,’ replied
Amaury.

¢ But how many things yon bhave learnt in a short timo}
My uncle says you are more learned than his son. Certainly
you are morve #o than I. 1 see well, from the odds and ends
of conversations we have had togcther at the dance, that yow
have read enormously.’

¢ Too little to he learned, enough to be uuhappy.’

¢Unhappy! Youalso! Arnd why, then?

¢ Were you not happier when you were a little shepherdess
in wooden shoes?

¢ But you have not lost your liberty, you?

‘Perhaps so, mon Dieu! But if 1 should find it again,
what good would it do me?

‘How ! the world is before you, the future smiles upon
you, my dear Corinthian ; you have genius, you will be an
artist; you will be rich perhaps, and certainly celebrated.

‘ When all these drenms are realized, will they muke me
more happy ¥

¢ Ah ! 1 see how it ir, you have sorial id. «s, like your friend
Pierre. My uncle told us last evening that Pierre had his
mind quite filled with philosophical dicams., 1 do not know
what that meaug, not [; you see, Amaury, that 1 have not so
much learning as you.'

¢ Social ideas, 1] philosophical dreams! No, truly! Ine
longl;!r eatlbink of all thut. My heart torments me more than
llw’l‘lmw was a moment of silence. That fraternal repast had
greatly diminished the distance between them. By breaking
the black bread of the workman, the murchioness bad com«
muned with him ; and never did philter, formed with the most
skilful preparations, produce a more magical eflect upon two
timid lovers.

¢1 am sure you are cold,” said Amnnr{. feeling the shudder
of the marchioness, whose shoulder touched his.

1 am only a little cold in my feet,’ she replied,

7
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¢7 should think so ; yon have satin shoes on.’

¢ How do you know that?

¢ Did you not put your foot out of the carriage t8 alight
when I opened the door ¥ :

¢ What are you doing now ¥

¢I am taking off my vest to wrap your feet in, I bave no-
thing else.

‘ But you will catch cold. I will never allow that. In
such a mist ! No, no, [ will not have it.’

¢ Do not refuse me this favour; it is probably the only one
that I shall ask of vou in my whole life, madame the mar-
chionesa.’

¢ Ah ! if you call me 8o again, I will listen to nothing.’

¢ And what can [ call you?

Josephine did not reply. The Corinthian had taken off
his vest, he had left the box and had come to the door. *If
you would take the bick seat,” said he to her, ‘you would at
least be protected by the covering of the calash ; you would
not have this mist on vour head.

¢ And yon,’ said Josephine; ‘you mean to remair as you
are, your shoulders exposed to the cold, and your feet in the
wet grass ¥

¢ I will get on the box again.’

¢ Then I can't talk with you any longer, you will be too far

L

¢ Well, I will take a seat on this step.’

¢ No, get into the carriage.’

¢ And if the horee drags us into a pond 7'

¢ Fasten the reins to the seat, you can quickly seize them
in case of need.’

¢ In fuct, he i busy !’ said Amaury, seeing that the excellent
beast was grazing withont thought of evil.

‘He crops the fern as I eat the rye bread,” said Josephine,
laughing. ¢ Certainly, to him also, this lande recals youth
and liberty.”

Amaury seated himself in the calash opposite the mar-
chioness. This was the last act of respest that remained to-
him to perform. But the night was so fresh, and he had strip-
ped himself to cover her feet ! She made him sit by her side, in
order that he miﬁxt at least have a little protection against
the mist. Something, indeed, told her in the bottom of her
heart, that this was striking the last blow at an already van-
quished man. He had defended himself courageously for two
hours, and certainly she had no idea of exciting him. She
thought that the timidity of a man of twenty would preserve
her to the end, and that a pure and fraternal love would be
sufficient for their mutual joy. But there was fear in her
soul on account of the world in which she lived, and in the
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soul of the Corinthian there was remorse on account of the
g:nv;x:iixne. Now, pure love requires a perfect calmness of
ce, and mit er of them was calm. A strange shiver-
ing had seized upon her as well as upon him. They still
to attribute it to the cold. They endeavoured to laugh
and to talk; they no louger found anything to say to each
other, and the Corinthian felt a sadness which bordered on
bitterness. This silence became more irksome and more fear-
ful in proportion as it was prolonged, and Josephine felt in-
deed that they must fly or fall.
¢Do you not think,' said she with teryor, ¢ that we conld
resume our route?
¢ Where is our route? said the Corinthian with a secret

¢ marchioness saw that he suffered : she was overcome.
¢In fact,’ said she, ‘we should only lose ourselves the
more. We had better remain here patiently until day. The
hts are so short at this season !’
he touched her repeater. It was midnight. And she
added, to draw an answer from him : )

¢ {F will be daylight in two hours, will it not ?’

¢The day will come quickly enough, you may be tranquil,’
replied Amaury, in a despairing voice.

hat sound of his voice thrilled through Josephine, A
new gilence suoceeded this mute burst of Amur{. The
horse whinnied in aign of ennui and distress. The frogs
croaked in the awamp.

Suddenly Amaury saw that Josephine wept. Ile threw
himself at her feet ; and two other hours passed in an intoxi-
cation g0 complete, that they forgot all, the world, the former
love, the future, and fear, and the day which dawned, and
the horse which had resumed his route.

A of terror escaped the marchioness, when she saw, by
the lx%zt of the morning, a man's head advancing towards the
door. This fright was very natural, but it tore the Corinthian
as from a dream. And when he thought of it afterwards, he
imagined that the, marchioness would have felt half less
fright and shame, if she had been surprised in the arms of a

gentleman.

Asto him, he also had a feeling of confusion before the
witness of his happiness. It was Pierre Huguenin.

¢ Be re-assured, madame the marchioness,’ said the latter on
seeing Josephine's frightful paleness and wandering air. I
am alone, and you have nothing to fear. But you must
return at once to the chateau” You were expected guite far
into the night. Your cousin was so anxious about you, that
sho sent to the city. Perhaps they are also looking for you
in another direction.’
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¢ Listen, Pierre,’ said the Corinthian. ‘This is what you
maust say : I passed the night at the city ; you have not seen
me ; you found madame the marchioness alone, lost, run away
with by her horse, about midnight ’
1 ¢That is impossible, they saw me at the chateau not half-an~

our ago !’

“But where are we, then ¥

¢A quarter of a league from the chateau at most. What
shall Isay ¥

¢That Wolf got intoxzicated last evening, which is the
truth ; that he was hear upsetting ten times in ten minutes;
that he alighted at a cabaret in the saburb of the city—’

¢ Very well,’ said Pierre; ‘then the horse ran away gnd
has been going over the lande all night. Now fly, Amatify;
hide yourself in the furze, and don’t return until towards
noon. You slept in the city.’

The Corinthian hastened to alight and hide himself in the
thickets. The marchioness had not strength enough to say a
single word, Half fainting in the back of the carriage, she
was in a nervous state which rendered very probable the story
Pierre had undertaken to relate. ®

He took the horse by the bridle, and helped him to get out
of the swamp, walking before him, and eatisfying himself
with his foot of the solidity of the earth he made him pass
over. When they reached the chateau, the first person they
saw runuing towards them was Yseult, who had not gone to
bed, and who, from her window, was exploring all the roads
gince daylight.

Pierre informed her that he had found the marchioness
alone in the carriage, drawn by the horse, who, after having
run all night, was returning by chance; that at the first
moment she had strength enou¥h to tell him how the acci-
dent had happened, and he told on this point the story he
had arranged with the Corinthian. Then he assisted Made-
moiselle do Villepreux to transport her cousin to her aparte
ment, while the domestics examined the horse’s harness,
which Pierre had taken the precaution #o disarrange and to
break in several places, in order to give the appearance of a
sexious revolt on his part. This poor animal was the only
one calumniated in consequence of the adventure. Nobody
suspected the trath. Wolf, who had seen nothing, and who
did not even remember how things had passed, could not
exculpate himself. Ile would have been issed, had not
the marchioness, after having a nervous attack, earnestl
requested that he should be forgiven. Pierre was thauk
in the fineat terms by the count de Villepreux. But nothins
was worth eo much to him as a single word from Yseult; an
a8 he still awaited it, be was about to return sadly to the
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workshop, when she approached him, extended her hand, and
clasped his, before all the world, with a frank friendship of
which her features confirmed the radiant expression. It was
a different happiness from that of the Corinthian; but per
haps it was not less,

CHAPTER XXVIL¢

bulletins of the Spanish war arrived every day more
poripous for the official French army, and more alarming for
the secretly organized army of carbonarism.

The capitulation of Malaga had followed close npon that of
Trocadero. Riego still held out, waiting for the same king
who had tremblingly offered him his lighted cigar, to send
him on an ass to execution. Ballesteros was treating with the
Duc d’Angouléme. Liberalism was nearly crushed in Spain,
it wilas greatly discouraged in France.

The Count de Villepreux, whom the opposition had amused
for meveral years, began to find the play too serious, and se«
oretly repented that he had not confined his political part to
parliamentary struggles. Far from receiving Achille Lefort’s
vitit with his usual benevolence, he was frequently rough
with him, and endeavoured by his railleries to give him a
disgust of propagandism. This was not an easy thing. In
spite of Pierre Huguenin® unanswerable objections, which
he forgot as soon as he had heard them, Achille had but one
idea in his head : this was to form a vente at Villepreux. Ha
had five or six affiliates, he still required uine or ten to attain
the desired number; and he did not despair of soon finding
them, in spite of the disconraging effect of the telegraphic
news. He was one of those blindly devoted and presump-
tuously brave natures, which from the fact of believing in.
themselves, at last cobme to doubt of nothing. The more he
saw the ranks thinned about him, the more did he flatter
himself that he could 811 them with fresh champions, better
nerved for resistance. ,He therefore exerted himself to res
oruit right and left with more zeal than wisdom, not perceiv«
ing too well, the good young man, that he did less good to his
chuse by his heated declamations and his etormy haste, than
he would have done with pradence and a little skill.

Achille, stpposing that an affiliate of the supreme vemts
wonld not dare throw obstacles in his way, had therefors
eatablished his head-quarters at Villepreux, using and abusing
the pretext of selling wines and settling accounts, enduring
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with heroism the biting contradictions of his host, who began
to treat him rather cavalierly, and before whom he did not
Taise his voice 8o high as he had done in the park, when he
declaimed before Pierre Huguenin agaiust the numstulls of
the Chamber.

In spite of the vexation which he occasioned him, the count
nevertheless kept on term3 with this varlet, who had warmly
served his popularity in the province; and when he feared
having wounded him, he brought him back by adroit flat-
teries given under the mask of a paternal roughness. The
old liberalism ilittered the youth of that day, waiting till,
ascending in its turn the benches of the peerage, it should
send them to prison to expiuate the crime of secret aswociation,
2 holy and sacred thing under the restoration, illegal Shd
abominable under Louis Pailippe.

At evening, when the ordinary and extraordinary guests
of the chateau had retired, Achille, having returned from his

olitical excursions, came to give an account of all the work

e had done. He did the count the honour to consider him
ag his superior, and the count was obliged to accept that
«character. Yseult wads not excluded from these conversatipas.
Besides that her grandfather had an sntire confidencs in hef,
the reports of the various suits brought against carbonarism
had iuitiated her into all the mysteries of the permanent
conspiracy. While still a child, she had been launched into
dnto these dreams of political struggle; and, like all young
‘heady, her own had become exalted even to masculine bravery
without losing that shade of ideal romance which charace
teriz:s a great fomiunine naturs. 1 cannot tell you if she was
really, ay they pretended, a diughter of Napoleon; but it
certain that thore was something heroic in the turn of her
mind, and an extreme originality in the independence of her
character.

With vhese dispositions, she must needs incline towards the
opinion of Achille Liefort, and become bolder in her hopes as
the danger increased. Batween the old count and the young
earbonuro, she was as the pure mirror of éruth, in which each
of them could ree the stains or the errors of his conssience
thrown back by the impenetrable orystal. She always lis-
tened to her grandfuther with reapect ; iut when she saw him
falter, she sought the canse elsewhere than in a want of
courage, and her candour intimidated the old msn. When
Achille allowod himself to ba carried away by his presump-
tion, she imagined he had had some extruordinary success in
his enterprises; and he, quite ashamed of the faith she had
in him, blushed to feel that this faith had a poor foundstion.
The count would have preferred not to have her present at
their interviewa; but Achille, knowing very well the asosn-
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i
dancy she exercised over him, took care to find them together
in order to make his reports, and then M. de Villepreux did
not dare display all his vexation and all his repugnance.
It often happened that they spoke of Pierre Huguenin.
Achille said he would be one of the best conquests he could
make for his vente; that there would be some difficulty in
overcoming his objections, but that when once entilgod they
would find him a hero, Yaseult said that she had the highest
opinion of him, and that she should, with joy, see him enter
upon frequent communications with her grandfather, and
derive from those relations that politicalinstruction for which
80 fine an understanding thirs Yeeult still imagined that
her grandfather bore within him some great revelation of the
social idea which tormented the mechanic philosopher.
¢ Your Pierre Huguenin is a madman,’ said the count to
them one evening, when driven to extremity; ‘a deranged
. head, to be put in the same category with the cracked brain
of M. Lefort. It is doubtless good that the common })oople
should read Jean Jacques Rousseau and Montesquieu. I don’t
laugh at that, my daughter, do you understand? 1 am sure
it will produce something . But let us give them time
for digestion, What, the devil ! thzhave barely swa'lowed
the manna when they are told to tind the promised land !
The ieople of Moses required forty years for that, forty years
which, in Biblical language, perhaps mean forty centuries,
you must know. Leave them alone, then; they ask only
that. Are they far enough advanced to have anything to do
with politics? It is for us to seek what is most fitted for
them, and to secure to them the best possible lot without
consulting them ; for they cannot yet decide their own case.
They would be judge and party I’
¢ Are we not all in the same situation ? asked Yseult.
¢ But our education is completed ; we have ideas of justice
founded upon a certain science which they have not yet, and
and will not have very soon. Let us give them time to ascend
to us, and let us not be 8o foolish aa to descend to them. Itis
not n we should dirty our hands to please them ; they
must wash theirs in order to resemble us.’
¢But an immense political crisis is required, in order that
they may have the time and the instinct to civilize them-
selves,” cried Lefort.
¢Bo, my dear sir, we will bring about the crisia in fitting
time and place, but without their assisting us too knowingly;
for, in that case, they would dictate the law to us on the next
day, and that would be barbarism,’
¢ But, father,’ said Ysoult, ¢itseems to me that we might
ed:nulge and assist them to become civilized, in the mean~
while.
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¢Most assuredly,’ cried the count. ¢In everything that
does not openly relate to palitics, we must extend the hand
to them, encourage them, procure for them employment and
instruction, excite in them the feeling of human dignity.
Do I act otherwise with them? Do I not treat them as my

uals? Do 1 compel them to remain standing while they

k with me? Do I not seek to develope all the germs of in-
hlh;genoe I perceive in them ¥ ]

¢ Certainly, M. the count,’ said Achile, ¢ your individaal
conduct is generous and frankly liberal ; but why are you une
willin‘f that a certainsinitiation into the political movement
should be a means of education for the intelligent and
courageous proletaries? Do you then believe that Pierre
?l-l\sgu:nm does not understand what we are about as well as

0 ¢

“That is not saying much, perhaps, replied the count,
laughing, ‘and even yet he is not there ; the proof is, that he
repels yon and makes you entreat him.’

Some days after this conversation, Yseult, walking in the
En-k with Achille, and talking at the moment about Pierre

uguenin, saw the latter coming towards them from the
direction of the workshop. ¢I have a desire to address him,’
said she, ‘and to see if I shall not succeed better than you. I
should be proud to effect his conversion, and to be able to
announce it to my grandfather this evening.’

¢ I fear very much that M. the count no longer cares for any
political conversion,” replied Achille, who was himself some-
what discouraged on that day.

¢ You are mistaken, sir,’ replied Yseult, who did not cease
to see in her grandfather a patriarch of the revolution ; ¢ I
know his inclinations better than you do. He has severe at-
tacks of sadness ; but a good word, a generous sentiment, the
least act of courage and patriotism, such for instance, as
Pierre Huguenin’s adhesion to your projects, would be suffi-
cient to re-awaken that noble enthusiasm which we know isin
him. Are you willing to call Pierre, that I may talk with
him? Would you advise me to it ' .

*Why not " replied Achille, whose self-love was somewhat
interested in overcoming the proud refusalg of the mechanic.
¢ A woman's eloquence may do miracles !’

He ran to seek him. Bat, instead of bringing him to made-
moiselle de Villepreux, and remaining as a third in the oon.
versation, as she expected, he withdrew, fearing lest his
presence ehould restore to Pierre the strength of argumenta-
tion, and depending somewhat on the confusion and embar-
rassment which a t8te-d-téte with the young chatelaine must
needs produce in him,

On seeing haraelf decidedly alone with Pierre, Yaeult was
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herself seized with a timidity before unknown to her, and re-
mained for some moments without being able to enter upon
the subject. Pierre was so confused on his part, that he
did not perceive it, ond he attributed to the buzzing which
he heard in his ears the interrupted and incomprehensible
monning of Yseult's first words. At last they both eucoeeded
in becoming calm and understanding each other. Yseulf
spoke to him with that exaltation of patriotism which
had, at that period, its current phraseology, moere glittering
in words than rich in facts and ideas, Nevertheless, the
distinction which good taste and gra® of mind knew how
to give to her expressions, her clegant and melodious diction,
the voice of an agitated and persuaded woman, the pure and
deep fucling which impelled the young girl in this act of

roselytism, threw so groat a charm into her discourse, that

ierre, overcome and transported, felt hisface bathed in tears.
We must also make allowance for the ingenuousness of the
hearer, and for love, which had there iutroduced his delicate
and trembling shaft. There was no resistance possible against
such an assault, no distrust bofore a such ennviction, no plebeian
pride to rebel 8o touching a seduction. 1lis reason received a
violent shock. With his limited experiencs, and at the age
when sentiment governs the whole being, it was impossible
that he should not yield at discretion. Yeeult, receiving
blindly the double-sided theories of her grandfuather, and seeing
only the beautiful face of his intentions und promises, en-
deavoured to remove the prejudicss of Iierre by persuading
him of what she heraelf believed : that the old man pradently
-conoealed the ardour of his republicanism, while waiting for
the day when he conld bring it into practice.

‘1 was deceived,’ said Pierre to himuelf, a3 he listened to
her, ‘I have been unjust towards the father and teacher
of such a daughter. The soul of a coward and;a traitor
could not have formed this heroine, brave as Joan of
Arc, eloquent as madame de Stail. Yes, I endcavoured to
«close my eyes to the light, and my repugnances were only the
blindneas of pride.” The people has it3 friends in the higher
classes, it misunderstands and repels them. We are deaf and
coarse,—I, first of gll, who have misunderstood this voice from
heaven and resisted this superhuman power.’

Thess reflections came to the lips of Pierre Hugunenin with-
-out his being conscious of what he said, so much was his soul
elevated and inundated by joy and love.

¢ Then you distrusted us ¥ said the young patrioian to him;
‘ﬁ{:u did not appreciate my father, the most sincere and

greatest of men? But do you distrust me who am
ﬁking to you, master Pierre? Do you believe that one can
eive at my age? Do you not feel that there is in the
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depths of my heart an inextingunishable thirst for justice and:
equality? Do you not know that all the books which have
formed your mind have formed mine also? What a perverse
being should I be then if 1 could have read Jean Jacques and
Franklin without being penetrated with the truth ! Do you
believe that I have not made my father relate to me those
great epochs of the revolution in which the men of destiny
pursued and deleniled the principle of popular sovereiguty at
the expense of their lives, their reputations and their own
hearts, tearing, from their bosoms, by a sublime effort, ew
human fesling in srdef to save humanity? Yes, my grand-
futher understands all that, and admires a:l those men, from
Mirabeau to Robespicrre, from Barnave to Danton. And, be«
sides, do you keliewe | have drawn no instruction from
Christiunity? We women are byrn and grow up in
catholicism, whatever muy be the philosophy of our fathers.
Well ! thie gospel has for u3 great lessons of fraternal equality,
which men are perhips unacquiinted with ; and, for myself I
adore in the Christ his obscnra birth, his humble apostles, his
poverty and his freedom from all human pride, all the popular
and divine poem of his life crowned by martyrdom. If I
withdraw {rom the church, it is hecanse the priests, by maki
themselves the ministers of tamporal power and the agents o
despotism, have become traitors to the thought of their
master, and altered the spirit of his dootrine. But I, I feel
zeady to practice it to the letter. No suffering, no poverty,
no labour, wiil repel me, if necessary to enable me to share
the sorrows of the people. No dungeon, no punishment will
terrify me, if nceoessary to proclaim my faith, No, Pierre, I
awear 1o you that I have nover thought of my riches and my
liberty without feeling remorse, on account of the poor who
are forgotten, and the prisonem who are tortured. I have
sometimes fallou into errors of jndgment; 1 have yielded to
the habits of luxury; [ have uttered words consecrated in the
world by custom and prejudice. But if it were necessary to
do something great, if it were necessary to give my life as an
expiation for those hours of ignorance and apathy, believe me,
1 should thank God for freeing me from all these miserable
bonds in which my soul languishes and blushes at itself. I
do not say all these thinga to boast of myselt before you, but
that you may know how my grandfather hay educated me,
end what sentiments he has iustilled into my heart. Do you
believe them sincere?

Pierre was intoxicated, out of his senses. The fever which
burned in Yseult’s veins passed into his. Both believed
themselves transported by faith alone, and that they had at
this moment 10 other bond than that of virtue. Still it was:
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love which had assumed this form, and undertaken te kindlc
in them the flame of revolutionary enthusiasm.

¢ Do with me what you will,’ said Pierre. ¢ Ask of me my
life—that is saying too little—dispose of my conscience, 1 will
believe in you as in God; I will allow myself to be led blind-
fold ; if you will deign only to say a few words to me to
re-animate my faith and my hope—'

¢ Faith, hope, and charity,” repliea Yscut, ¢ that iz the
device of tho association you are requested to join. Ia there
any more beautiful ¥’

ierre promised everything; and, wwhen A bLille rejoined
them, Yseult presented him as a brother acured for the
boly cause. The astonishment and joy of the trayelling Jlerk
were at their height, when Pierre ronfirmed ins submission
by a solemn promise. ¢I begin to believe thut e d .. o
de¢ Bonaperte is a master woman,’ cried Lefors, rubbing hie
hands when Yseult had retired ¢ Viee Dicw ' | have changed
my opinion respecting her, master Pierre® She has Deess

irable in all the attacks we have wude wpot orand papa;
she is a real mountaineer. Her little finger - v i ume
than all the rest of the family. 'The dov™ .3 "
your place, I should not fall in love with h.

Achille’s prosaism, upon this matter, was very irkaorz:
Pierre Iuguenin. ‘Do not laugh at me. i beg vi you,
replied he, ¢ and do not speak lightly of a peizen who is abe i€
us both by her mind and her character.’

€Ohb ho! I did not think I sghould hit &~ true, retwrned
Achille, struck by the emotion of the young wechanic. ¢ But
why do you think I laugh at you, friend Pierre? JIas not
our age finally entered upon the path of reason anu
philosophy? Do you think that a person o ;rankly republican
as mademoiselle de Villepreux must not consider a ruan like
you abeolutely her equal i I assure you, and I car. do it, thut
she appreciates you perfectly, and that she has not the shudow
of a prejudice, especially now that you sre ouc of us, arnd
that carbonarism will bring you into correspondence at cvery
moment of your life, and upon all points of pelitics—'

¢ You are nothing but an exploiter ¥’ cried Pierre, deeply
irritated at the {rivolity with which Achille played with the
secret of his soul ; “ yes, you exploit all things, even the most
sacred. In order to gain me to your cause, you do not blush
to excite in me the most foolish and the most absurd ideas;
but do you think I am stupid enough to let myself be taken
by them ¥

Achille did not allow himself to be rebuffed by the pride of
his friend, and, without caring for his resistance, he compelled
him to listen to all the good Yseult said of him,

Achille did not lie ; only he related brutally, and inter
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proted events with an incredible boldness. Pierre enffered
while listening to him, but he did listen ; and an irresistible
3%v, an 1nsensate hope atruck, in spite of him, the last blow
upon his reason. He passed that night and the following
Jays in a sort of deliriamn; and Achille, who had undertaken
44 indoctrinate him overy day, perceived that he did not
Listen, that he thourht neither of philesophy nor of politics,
Pt that, overpowerad hv pasgion, he was in his hands like a
hild,

By TR XX VIIL

Aowriee stk wine J.ow to : omyplete his vente, had indeed
{nrand hit eve- wovards *ha O nthian ; but the latter felt
wnly aversicn {1 non, a0 0 b oo re aldvised the propagandist to
think of any 0 ¥ ey’

The Coring! o101 standing that there was a poli.
tic4l bond He ooen the urnt de Villepreux and Achille
Lefort, waud - vmegining that the latter had anything to do
wiith enrtv s oo ub the chateau, had got it into his head
that he vae ccruiaed uhers by the beautiful :yes of the
marel nes: ¢ Ttain *hag, in the midst of his revolu.
taenary wre-or aypatient. Ychille was not so much absorbed
thal g ree ot Banty had not struck and somewhat agi-
war s hrade He mady forder suke toilets almost as ridi-
crooun v these of Peidote, s after a different style, He
touk wivatage f Wi thick hair and his bio-k whiskers a la
flryo L, to minke 2ur himeelt & head @ ciracter ; and a8 he
ws very well . bis erson awd might pass in & province for
a pretty youth, as be had a facility in expressing himself, and
& sind o1 tahle Theus eloquence which might easily produce
an eflect W o & g erson so little enlightenes as Josephine, we
coald not e that he would absclutely have lost his pains,
tad b2+ whed che chateau s week sooner. But Josephine
vag i Puch & chepasition of mind that she no longer dared to
~aise nee oycr apor anyone, Dismayed at her fall, frightened
s eve ything, sie <ept herself a{most constantly in her
vhamber sinve the adventure of the mists; and Amaury, the
vietim of a {bousand anxieties, passing from gratitnde to
veuation, and from hope to jenll:m , did not know if he
sieuld ever b adowe. to see her again, e no longer per-
ce:ved her hut at a dievance, through the trees, After dinner,
the family took eoffes upon a terrace covered with orange
trees, xhick Amaury could see from the workshop. At that
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hour, he always had some work to do on the windows; and,
mounted on a ladder, he looked down upon the terrace, fol-
lowed all the movements of the languishing marchiones, and
remarked very clearly the earnest attention’ of which she
was the object on the part of Achille Lefort. Ie felt great
need of opening his heart to his friend Prerre, and of asking
his advice ; the more that he had nothing to reveal to him,
since chance had initisted him into the secret of hiz love.
But DTierre seemed to avoid his confidences. Iimself the
victim of a dream from which he feared to he compelled to
awaken, he buried himself in solitude s #oon as kis day™
work was done. e wander:d iu the park iv the rame places
where he had met Yseult, not daring to hope to meet her
again; and meeting her there almost always, cither with
Achille Lefort, and coming directly towards hua, or alone,
appearing not to seck him, and yet not avoiding him. Their
conversations always turned npon general idens, No external
familiarity had been established between thewm ; bnt the irsi-
macy of heart increased and gained strength. There wus &
mutual esteem and admiration which found cach day ncw
aliments and new causes,

In that portion of the park the vepetation was very thick,
and there was no danger of beivg troubled by tha malignant
interpretations of the curious. It was a quarter closcd by 2
slight barrier, and devoted to the enltivation of the beautifu}
flowers in which Yseult delightcd.  Guests, 1 :latives and
domestics were acenstomed to respect this reserved park. ana
never to enter it whether the gate was open er sbut.  There
was in it an aviary and a fountain in the widdle of a grass
plot, interspersed with beds of flowers,  Around rhis pizes of
turf a douhle row of trees and shrubs formed a circular alley.
A wooden trellis enclosed the whole.  Pierre usually met
Mademoiselic de Villeproux at a short di~tance {rom this en-
closure. When she was with Achille, gbe invited both to
enter. When slie was alone, she walked geveral times in front
of the entrance gate with Pierre; and when she judged
that the inte:view had been long ewough, she entered her
garden, after buviing wished him good evening with a simple
and chaste gruce which Pierrs understood and respected even
to adoration. Then he rapidly withdrew and went to await
her coming at the end of the alley, concesled in a clump of
tress. He was happy at seeing her pass; and when the night
was too dark to distinguish her slight form, he wasstill happy
st hearing the rustling of her dress upen the grass. For
nothing in the world would Dierre have wished to approach
her at that moment. He felt the value of the confidence she

in him by meeting him always with benevolouce, and
he understood what was proper and was nof, much better
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than certain persons to whom constant communicstion with
the world never gives cither tact or moderation. Thus, he
made, respecting these walks and meetings, observations.as
delicate as conid huve been made by a man of the most ex-
uisite manners.  He remarked, among other things, that as

ademoirclle de Villepreux never entered the rescrved park
alone with him, g0 neither did she enter it alonc with Achille,
On the days when he arrived last at these tacit rendezvous
(which was verv scliom.) he fonnd her with the young
carbonaro, walking un and down the outer alley : and when
they three hud 3: vJe several tnrns togetber, rhe said gaily:
‘Let us go and . ¢ the hirds ! Then they went into the
garden ; and, 11 Picrre testified any hesitation, she insisted
upon hig entormge

One evening, Pierre, who, in spite of himself, retained g
slight jealens gaspicion, hid himself in his accurtomed re-
treat ; 1t was u large tufred maple, which mew from a clump
and leancd over the alley. By climbing ruis tree he was per-
fectly eoncealed, und could see and hiear eversthing, He saw
Vseult arnive with Achille, he saw them pass and ropuss bes
neath him: he hewrd them talk, as on other duys, of con«
spiracy, revolution, constitution. There wus » moment when
Achille stopped under the mayle, saying :

¢ It seema we shall not ree onr {riend Pierre this evening.’

fThat is singniar,” replied Yeeult, ‘for we see him almost
every evenine.  Ie is greedy of your teachings.”

¢ Or rather of yeur, mademoiselle.

“Mine! What can I teach him? It much rather seems to
me that I learn a great deal by conversing with that man of
tho people, who appears to me really wise and turned 1o great
things. Does Lic not appear the same to you, M, Lefort P

Achille had guesed Yseult's scerot. ~ He favoured this
mysterious inclination by pretending not to perceive any-
thing. He was lud to g, not only in view of hisx carbona-
rism, but by the real affection he felt for Picrre ; and th nhy
the attraction which an adventure of this kind always has for
young minds; and then perhaps, in fine, by the pleasure of
thus avengiug himaelf in a certain manuér {or the contempt
of tho old connt. IIe was there as a kind of sentimental go-
between in a romince the most chaste and the most serious,
while it was ut the same time the most senseless and the least
realizable, To look upon that romance from the broad point
of view of natural justice and of philosuphical reason, there
could be nothing more moral and more clevated; to look at
it through the narrow loop-hole of customn and of nocial proe

ieties, it was something absurd and revolting. Achifle saw

th faces, admiring the one and being amused at the other,
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with that deep rancour which the citizen race cherish against
the partrician.

He therefore omitted no opportunity of bringing the chate-
laine and the mechanic in contact. It was he who, at the
hour of the grandfather’s daily siesta, led the youn dmﬁhter,
from one political argument to another, as far as the alley of
the reserved park. It was therefore owing to him that Pierre
keard with what sympath{ Yaseult expressed herself respeot-
ing him. He was astonished at the ardour with which Lefort
excelled her in praising him, and he remarked that nothing
was said about %:;1:3 to see the hirdg. When it was yuite
night, and they loat all hope of seeing him, they re-
turned to the chateau; and Pierre, freed from his jealousy,
drunk with joy, went to sup at his father’s with the Berrichon,
whom he found witty, and old Lacréte, who seemed a genius,
80 inclined was he to benevolence that evening. ¢ Well and
good,’ said father Huguenin to him, ‘now you are joyous
and a good boy! Do you know, Pierre, that you often put
on too grand airs with your family? You have too much to
do :ith the nobles, my child ; that spoils the heart and the
mind.’

There was then no stranger at the chateau but Lefort. M.
Lerebours was busy in the press-hounse overseeing the ferment-
ation of the new vintage. Raoul passed Lis life in the neigh-
bouring chateaux, where he found more amusement, and
where he was not obliged to be on his guard in order not to
cuff that dirty plilosopher, that philantlropist of the gutier,
that tavern orator,—in a word, that bore of « Lefort.

There are hours of impunity in chateau life which pass all
probability. The two young ladies were going through one
of those phases in which everything seems to favour the for-
%etfnlneu of the world and the flights of the imagination.

ue evening Josephine was weeping, with her elbow resting
upon the window-sill. She desired to see the Corinthian
again, but she did not dare to ; she was not sure that every-
body had not guessed her secret, and she asked herself which
she must choose, the contempt of the world, or that of the
man whom ehe abandoned, after having abandoned herself to
him, Suddenly she heard a dull noise behind a little door
out in the wainwotting of her alcove, and which had perhaps

rotected the loves of some chatelaine of the time of the

seague with some happy page, during the absence of the war-
ring husband, That door opened into a passage which, in the
thickness of the walls, made several turns around the chateau,
and finished without issue. This mysterious passage had been
walled up, being looked upon as useless, Bat a trap situated
i the wainscotting of the chapel had led the ardent Cogjn-
thian from discovery to discovery, and from rubbish to rubbish
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as far a8 thia closing wall. By means of calculating and mea«
suring his distances, he had divined that a certain secret door,
situated in the apartment of the marchioness, and of which
mademoiselle Julie, her chambermaid, sometimes spoke in
the kitchen as a retreat for ghosts, must open exactl{:rt the
spot where he was stopped. He had taken a lamp, a bar, and
a hammer, and buried himeelf in the labyrinth, He had been
three days at work piercing the wall. The noise of his hame
mer was deadened by the thickness of the masonry. It was a
painful and palpitating enterprise, like that of a prisoner who
works to effect his escgpe. When the wall was pierced the
noise became audible, and the marchioness, who was no less
superstitions than her chambermaid, was seized with such a
fright that she 1led to the bottom of the staircase to call for
help ; but I know not what instinct of prudence prevented
her from yielding to this fear, and from mentioning it in the
saloon, where the family always assembled from ten o’clock to
midnight after the count's siesta.

During this time, Amaury had opened the breach and
reached the secret door. He found it locked inside; but
having shaken it and satisfied himself that the noise attracted
no one, he opened it with a wire. Now, certain of his
victory, he locked the door with a double turn, and carried
away the key.

When he returned to the workshop, he hastened to repair
the panel of which he alone had discovered the mysterious
use. He replaced it himself, so that no one should touch it
and become associated with him in his secret; but he so
arranged it that he could remove it without difficulty or noise
whenever he wished; and, this enterprise accomplished,
triumphing in his thought of the terrors of the marchioness,
and defying Achille Lefort to supplant him, or at least to
deceive him, he rejoined Pierre enin, at the moment
when the latter received from his father, for the hundredth
timé, the advice to distrust the good offices.of the nobility.

Thenceforth, the Corinthian tasted a terrible the? iness,
and one which decided the rest of his life., Protec y the
impunity secured by his discovery of the secret e, he
knew love in all its power, and in all its refinement. 1t was
the first time that Josephine had been loved, and it was the
only time that she loved. Certainly, their passion had not
the ideal and the really angelic chastity of that which Yeeult
and Pierre Huguenin experienced. ile these last over-
came attraction and even the thought of pleasure by the
enthusiasm of their minds and the austerity of theirdaith,
the Corinthian and the marchioness, subjugated by the energy
of their paseion, were intoxicated with tiaeit mutual youth
Q
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and their equal beauty. But at least it was a sincere love,
and in a certain mauner pure; for they believed in each other
and they believed in themselves. They swore to each other
a fidelity of which the feeling was in them, and there were
moments of exaltation in which the marchioness dreamt of a
sublime courage to proclaim Amaury her lover and her hus.
band in the face of the whole world, on the day when the

uis des Frenays, yielding to the premature intirmities
which threatened him, should leave her free to form a new
tie. Amaury did not look at the futurc under this aspect ; he
cared little if the Marquis des Frenays- chose to live or die,
and if Josephine could become reconciled with society and
with the Church. He did not remember that she was rich ;
he had a profound contempt for riches not acquired by his
-own talents, He saw in her only a young, beautiful and
impassioned woman ; he adored her thus, and besought her to
love him always, he swearing to render himself soon worthy
of the happiness she had granted him, and of the confidence
she had in his star. The idea of glory was connected in his
mind with that of his love. There was in him a pride full of
boldness and of gratitude.

Certainly, this feeling had in itself nothing culpable or
insensate. But it soon had the fate of all the intoxications
into whioh a man plunges without an ideal of virtue or of
religion, We have all indeed the right to be happy, to aspire
to works of genius and the suffrages of mankind. We are
allowed to be proud of the ebject of our love, and #o count
upon the victories of our intelligent will. But this is not all
the life of man ; and, if the love of self is not closely bound
to the love of our kind, this ambition, which might have
triumphed over all obatacles in the state of devotedness,
suffers, becomes embittered, and threateus to fall at every
step, when it remains in tite state of selfishness. Love, which
extends this selfish ’Qﬂiwo beings melted into one alone,
is not enough to le 7o it. It is beautiful and divine as
a means, as a help, and #8 an eegis ; it is poor and miserable
-a8 an object and an.only end.

The Corinthian was not selfish, in the Jow and mean ac-
ceptation given to this vice. As a friend he was tender and
devoted; as a companion he had always shown himself
serviceable and generous ; as a lover, he was neither nngrate-
ful nor proud ; he remained respectful and repentant in his
heart towards the Savinienne. But his soul was more im«
E‘t\mn than strong, his genius more grasping than powerful.

bore in his bosom all the dangerous ouriosities, all the
insatiable desires of youth, It was therefore a misfortune for
him to meet with the love of Josephine in the midst of the
developement; of his being, at that hour of life in which wa
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receive from circumstances a decisive impnlse without having
the strength neccssary to appreciate, direct or combat it.
Perhaps the virtuous and solid Pierre Huguenin would not
have been better tempered for such a trial. Perhaps he
would not have loved in a more exquisite manner, if, instead
of meeting an apostolic soul like Ysenlt's, he had been ex-
posed to the same seduetions as his friend. However this
may be, the Corinthian was rapidly, corrupted in his happiness,
and poor Josephine, even while bringing to it all the yielding
and ingenuousnes, of her gentle character, was to him the
fatal apple which, from the celestial garden of adolescence,
';ras to send lum forth in exile to the arid desert of positive
ife.

Achille had left the chateau for a season. He had found
that he could organize a vente more easily on the side of
Poitor;, and he had gone thither at the call of some brother of
the fraternity as tenacious a8 himself in the support of car-
bonarism, now ready to perish. Ile was nevertheless to re-
turn for the purpose of completing and consecrating that of
‘Villepreux, which he did not renounce the least in the world,
and which he wished to baptize, in order to please Made-
moiselle de lepreux, Lua Jran-Jacques Rousseau.

His departure filled with sorrow and fear the heart of Pierre
Huguenin. He imagined that he should no longer have an
apportunity or a reason for meeting Yseult in the park. Bat
suddenly Providence, or rather the modest complicity of love,
snggested happy preteats for new interviews.

A storm had overthrown the aviary of the reserved park.
Yeeult sppeared extraordinarily attached to her birds, and
she asked I'ierre Hugucnin to construct a new abode for them.
He at ouce made a plan of a pretty little temple of wood aud
brass wire, which was to enclose the basin and the fountain,
with ite great marging of turf, of reeds, and moss for the
aquatic birds. Shrubs of quite a large size were to be con-
tained entiro in this spacious cage; olimbing plants were to
envelope it with an external net of verdure; lastly a great
parasol of zinc was to protect from the rajn and too great heat
of the sun the delicate birds of foreign regions.

The impatience which Yseult testified to see the erection of
this ornithological monument induced father Huguenin to
consent that his son and the Berrichon should devote them-
selves to it for somo days. A fortnight was to be enough for
this work, but it lasted a great while longer.

At first the Berrichon understood nothing about it. It did
00 good for him to affirm that Pierre was more diffioult than
usual, and to delare that it was unjust to make him recom-
mence minutely some parts which he had arranged with all
posaible care ; Pierre, proving to him with gentleness, buf
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with perseverance, that this work was too delicate for huw.
employed him only in preparing the pieces at the workshop,
and in ranning in every direction on a thousand commissions
every day. He sent him three times to the neighbouring city
for some iron wire. The first was too fine, the second toe
coarse, the third was neither fine enough aucr coarse cnongh.
At leaat, it was thus the Berrichon, in his naive dissasisfac-
tion, related the matter to the Corinthian, to the latter's
amusement. The fict was, that when the Berrichon
waa with Pierre the whole day, Mademoiv'le de Villepreur
came to examine the work only once por t vice, uul when
Pierre was alone she came three or four times. and raveined
longer. She was not alone at the beginning. ‘Ihe mare
chioness or her father accompanied her, and the gardener wos-
almost always in the garden. But by degrees she became ao-
customed to come alone, aud to remain, even ai*er suuset zn ¥
the ener's departure. Pierre savr clearly that rhe bLegw-
to free herself, without noticing it, from the yoke of pro-
ﬁrieﬁel to which she had hitherto been blindly rubmissive.
e was at first grateful to her for this observance for he bad
comprekended that she did not treat him as - thiug but o -
man, and that this chaste reserve indicated, nog e, b
a kind of respect for his position : it was Iiké u lany nuc
delicate reparation which she gave him for ths jucuwrsh}-
speech of the turret. When she forgot this assumed pars, s
no longer feared to remain alone with him in the reserved
park, he was still more grateful to her for this freedom ; sinee
it was the mark of a holy confidence and almoast fravcrasd
tranquillity of soul. Dierre, far irom sufferins .t these calnr
and pure relation:. blessed and cherished the.: , not dreaming,
of others, and not aspiring to the dangerous huppiness whick
fevered the Corinthiar. He loved too much to <deare  Yseult
appeared to him like o celestial leing whom = walld have
feared to profans by simply grazing the fold of b-; d.ess He
indeed trembled in all his Lo%y at - ceing her ¢, -naching
from the end of the alley, and kiz hand could tien hardly
sustain the weight of bis hammer or hi: »* 1 When he
heard her name him, a barning bluek r ';ed bhis face ; and
if sometimes the visions of ihe nigl* » uzht her image to
him in the midst of an involuntury :.arium. + kind of sor-
rowing shame bowed his head the 1t day, n.d kept his eyos
cast down in her presence. Buti when she <yke to him, she
stirred his whole soul, and made him again azceud into those
high regions of enthusiasm, where there i :uo longer either
confusion or terror, because there is therc ihe fecling of an
intellectual hymen as legitimate as it is indissoluble.
No one thought of blaming these relations, or rather no
ono had remarked them, It was known that the count had
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euucated his daughter in the ideas and customs of a certain
equality with everybody. Besides the habita of independence
which he had given ber, that philosophical education which
aome called Eaglisi and others ¢ I'Emile, and which had
made of her a person so natural and so calm, averted all un-
pleasant suppositions. The servants as well as neighbours
had an instinotive respect or indifference for that grave and
solitary humour which they did not .-omprehend, and which
they attributed ‘o an organic languor. Her paleness had
caused it to b+ said ot her, ever since she was in the world :
¢'That child wiil not live.! Aud yet she had never been ill;
but as she had not had the imj--11 ous gaiety of childhood, it
was not supposed that her pazmous would ever be developed,
and that having forgotten to hie a little girl she would ever
thiek of becoming a woman. Such was the opinion of those
who had seen her infancy and growth, Aa to those who, not
knowing her, saw in her only the preteuded daughter of the
enperor, they would willingly bhave built respecting her ro-
taances more beautiful io their opinion, than an intrigue with
1 journeyman joiner.

14, happened that at the vdlage fete Pierre heard some in-
dwscreet!y curious remark-~ on this subject, and could not
belp taking them up. Tae uext day, while he was at work
on the aviary, Yaeult came, 2» usus’ > play with her tame
roebuck, which lived in tlie veserv: ,ark, and to foed the
young birds she was briugiag up in temporary cages. Then
whe took her beok, and walt vl several times along her flowery
bordera; and at last she ¢ *owards ierr«, to whom she
had simply said, * (Good day * vu ) seemed dotormiined to enter
into conversation. Dierre »-'¢ v xiy well that there was some-
thing unusual in her zv.-ra¢ for :Le was accustomed to
approach him more opesi:, tr u8i about his favher, and to
relate the news of the gusentos whils he asristed her to un-
fasten the roebuck, or to ¢' < the cages.

¢ Master lierre,” said slic to him, smiling significantly, ¢I
have a fyucy to-day it is to know what is said of me in the
neigbourhood.’

‘How could 1 inform you, mademoiselle? replied Pierre,
surprised and intimideted at this request.

‘0h ! you could do 80 very well,” replied she guod-humour-
edly, ‘for you know ; and it seems that you have the goodness
to be my champion, sometimes. Julie has told my cousin
that you silenced, yesterday, under the arbour, two young
persons who spoke of me rather singularly. But her account
was so well turned that Madame des Frenays understood
nardly anything of it. Could you not tell me, quite simply,
what was said of me, and upon what observations you d
yourself my defender ?



246 THE COMPANION

¢Perhaps I ought to ask your pardon for having done o ¥
replied Pierre, with embarassment ; *for there are persons so
far above fhe attacks of stupidity, that it is almost an insult
to defend them.’

¢ No matter, returned Mademoiselle de Villepreux, ¢I
know that you pleaded my cause with zeal, and 1 am grateful
for it; but I wish to know of what I was accused. Really,
do not refuse to satisfy my curiosity.’

Pierre was more and more troubled, and did not know how
to relate the affair. Yscult insisted with a gay sang froid
which was peculiar to her, and, in order fo hear better, came
near and seated herself composedly upon a rustic chair, with
a certain half sisterly, half queen-like manner, which she
alone in tbe world knew how to preserve in the smallest
actions of her life. Forced in his last entrenchments, and
feeling indeed that he ought to give an account of his con-
duct in a circumstance when he had publicly spoken of her,
he armed himself with resolution; and, endeavouring to be
cheerful, though he trembled and suffered a thousand tor-
tures, he thus related to her the anecdote of the day before :
<1 was seated under the arbour with the Corinthian and rome
others of my friends, when several young persons, lawyers®
clerks and sous of farmers in the neighbourhood, cutie to
drink beer beside us. They spoke to us first, and after many
idle questions, they asked us if the young ladies of the cha-
teau danced at the village fdtes, and if they could be nsked.
You had just passed near the arbour with M. the count and
madame the Marchioness des Frenays. The Corinthian took
upon himself to answer that neither of you danced. 1 do
not know if he did well, and if it would not have been better
to have replied that he knew nothipg about it. At least this
is what I should have answered in his place. One of those
]saenons then said, that Madame des Frenays danced every

unday in the warren with-the peasants, that he was very sure
of it, and even that he'had been told she danced charmingly,
The Corinthian did not like the face of that person; it is
certain that he haa quite an impertinent tone, affd that,
every time he put his elbow on the table, he disarranged our
cloth and made something fall. The Jerrichon had picked
up his knife three times, and he lost patience cven more than
the Corinthian. And as that person, who is, 1 belicve, &
horse-dealer, insisted always on the same point, and said that
Amaury had answered him improperly, the Berricohn took

in the conversation, and pretended that, if the mar-
chiomau did dance with the people of the village, it was no
reason’ why she should dance with strangers, But really, X
do n , mademoiselle, how this story can interest youn.’

‘ erests me a great deal, on the contrary, and I request
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you to continue,’ said Yseult. And, as Pierre hesitated, she
added, to assist him: ¢ Those fine gentlemen then said, ‘that if
we did not dance with strangers, we were impertinent minxes.
Come, toll me everything; you see very well that it amuses,
and cannot vex me.’

¢ Well, 80 be it ! They did say that, since you shsolutely
wish to know.’

¢ And they said something else besides I

¢I do not remember.’

¢ Ah! you are deceiving me, master Pierre ! They said of
me in particular thad I was wrong to play the prigeess, for my
history was well known.’

¢That is true,” said Pierre, blushing.

¢But I myself wish to know my history ! That is what
interests me, and what that stupid Julia could not be per-
puaded to tell my cousin.’

Pierre was on the rack, The Listory interested him much
more than it did Yseult. What would he not have given to
know the truth! An opportunity was at last presented to
learn it from the replies of Mademoiselle de Villepreux, or to
guess it {from her countenance; but it scemed to him that in
articulating the fact he should allow the agitation of his soul
to be seen, and that his secret would come to his lips, or into
his eyes. At last he took his part with a despairing courage.
¢ Well, since you exact it of me, I shall repeat it, eaid he,
¢ they pretended that you had wished to marry a young savant
‘who waa tutor to Monsieur your brother, that the young man
‘was driven away in disgrace, and that you almost died of sor-
row.’

¢And that, but for this catastrophe,” returned Yseult, who
listened with a terrible sang-froid, * I should bave preserved
the complexion of lilies and roses which are seen to bloom.
upon my cousin'a cheekn ¥

‘They did say something like that.’

¢ And what did you answer to this last head of their acen-
sations ¥

¢1 might have answered that 1 had sean you at five or six
years old, and that yon were as pale then as you are now ; but
1 did not think of de“ing the effect, s0 busy was I in deny-
ing the cause ¥ :

‘Do you really remember to have seen me when a child,
master Pierre ¥

e The firat, time you came here, you had your hair short as a
httle. boy's, but it was as black as it is now ; you always wore
a white dress with a black girdle, in consequence of your
mourning for your father : you see that T have a good memory.

‘And 1 remember that you brought me two ring-dovgg in &
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osage, and that you made the cage yourself. I gavs you a pic.
ture-book, an abridgment of natural history.® N

¢ Which 1 have still ¥

¢Oh ! really? But this is a digression which will not make
me lose aight of what I wish to know. What did you reply
to those persons ¥’

¢ That they did not know what they were talking about, and
that there was but little invention in their romances.’

¢ And then they were vexed ¥

¢ A little. But when they saw that we were not in the
least afraidof them, they left the tablessaying that the mis-
take was on their part, use when they seated themselves
by the side of clowns they ought to have expected to be
gpattered. 1f 1 had not held the Berrichon by main force I
believe we should have fought. I should have been much
grieved had such a thing happened in consequence of a con-
versation in which you had been named.’

Yseult smiled with an air of thankfulness, and remained
silent for some moments. It is impossible to express all that
Pierre suffered while waiting for her remarks. At last she
spoke, and said to him, with a serious air :

¢ Now, master Pierre, tell me why you were indignant at
the accusation brought against me? Would the fact of my
having wished to marry a little schoolmaster appear to you
8o shameful and 80 criminal that it was necessary, for the
sake of denying it, to ex’i)ose yourself to tell a falsehood ¥

Pjerre became pale and did not answer. He heard nothing
of the question full of clearness which was addressed to him ;
he thought only of the passion she seemed to confess, and
which precipitated him from heaven to earth.

¢ Come,’ resumed Mademoiselle de Villepruex, in that short
and rather absolute tone which recalled, as was pretended,
that of the emperor, ‘you must answer me, master Pierre.
I value my re%uhtion, you must know, and wish to establish
it clearly in the minds of persons whom I esteem. Why did
you deny that I could have loved a professor of Latin. Say !?

¢I did not deny it. I simply said that any kind of sup-
position respecting certain persons was impertinent and mis-
placed on the part of certain people.’

¢That is very aristooratic, master Pﬂre; T don’t go so far
as you : I am, you know, for freedom of the press, for liberty
of suffrage, for liberty of conscience, for all public liberties.
1t would, therefore, be inconsistent to ask for an exception in
my favour.’
¢ Doubtless I was wrong to take it up in the manner I did ,
but I should be no wiser were the same thing to happen

(3 p% me to hear your name in the mouths of
mi
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* Well, I absolve you; but it is on condition that you will
tell me what I asked you just now. In what do youblame-—"

¢Mon Dieu, I blame nothing !’ cried Pierre, whose heart
was bleeding at this play. ¢ 1f you have the idea of marrying
a servant, I consider it quite as proud as to wish to marrya
general, a duke, or a banker.’

¢ 8o you would not be my champion under such circum-
stances? You would accuse me, on the contrary?

¢Accuse you! 1? never! You have certainly quite
enough great things in your soul to be forgiven for some little
caprice of your mind.$

¢ Well, 1 likc your answer; and 1 like your judgment u
my Odyssey with the professor. It seems to me a higher
view than could be taken by any &euon of my acquaintance.
1t is strange, master Pierre, that having never seen what is
called the world, you understand it better than the people
who compose it. Founding yourself upon pure Jogic and ab-
solute wisdom, you have unmasked a great error by which
most men and women of these times allow themselves to be
deceived..

¢ May I ask you what one? for it appears I have hit upon it
by chance.’

¢ Well, this is it : Romances are all the fashion. The women
of the world read them, and then they put them in practice
the most they can, and there is nothing at all romantic in that.
There is not one true affection in the thousand adventures
which are attributed to the most exalted love. Thus we gea
elopements, duels, marriages opposed by ents and con-
tracted to the great scancal of public opinion; we even see
suicides, and in all these there is no more passion than 1 had
for my brother's tutor. Vanity takes every form; people are
ruined, marry or kill themselves to make the world talk of
them. Believe me real passions are those which are shut up;
the true romances are those of which the public are ignorant ¢
the true sorrows are those which are berne in silence, and for
which we neither wish to be pitied nor consoled.’

‘ Then there is nothing true in the history of the preceptor "
eaid Pierre, with a naive anxiety which made Mademoiselle de
Villepreux smile. «

¢If it had happened as is related,” returned she, ‘I assure
you it would not have been related. For if I had an inclination
for that young man, one of two things would have happened :
either he would have been worthy of me, and my grandfather
would not have opposed my choice, or 1 should have been
deceived, and my grandfather would have opened my eyes for
me. In the latter case I should have had, ﬁhink, strength
enough to show neither false pride nor ridiculous despaig, and
no one would have had the satisfuction of seeing mp;iok
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become pale. But, aa there is always something real at the
botiom of human inventions, I must tell you what there is true
in this romance, My brother had, in fact, a tutor in Latin
and Greek, who was not very strong, they say, in his Greek or
in his Latin, but who was quite envugh so since my bro her
‘was resolved mot to learn either the one or the other. I was
fourteen years old at most, and from time to time, out of pity
to the poor professor who was loeingl his time with us, I took
the lesson instead of Raoul; at the end of a year I knew
rather more than my master, which was noi saying much.

¢ One fine day, 1 remarked that, even. while eating with &
very good appetite, he uttered deep sighs every time I offered
him any dish. I asked him if he was suffering; he replied
that be suffered horribly, and 1 began to question him about
his health, without imagining that he had just made me a
declaration. The next day I found in my grammar asingular
billet, all marked with points of exclamation; I carried it to
my grandfather, who laughed a great deal at it, and advised
me not to let it be guessed 1 had received it. Ye had quite a
long interview with the professor, and the day after the latter
lmdx disappeared. 1 know not what woman of the world, or
what chambermaid invented a domestic scandal, the brutal
and humiliating dismissal of the professor and my despair.
The fact is, that my grandfather had intrusted to the young
man a trifling political miesion in Spain, in which he
acquitted himeelf as well as another, and on his return he
'was received at the chatenu with as much good will as if
nothing had happened which should banish him from it,
Nothing was ever said between us of the biller, and he did not
write another. He even seems to have entirely forgotten it ;
for I have heard him laugh quite frequently at pcople who
are presumptuous enough to take any risk with women. In
other matters he is a good youth, whom 1 esteem greatly,
though his peculiarities sometimes make me smile, and 1
believe that is also your feeling respecting him.’

¢ Do I know himn 7" said Pierre, stupified.

Yseult with an »rch manner passed her fingers over her
cheeks, a8 if to draw upon them the shape of Achille Lefort’s
great black whiskers. She did not designate Lim otherwise,
and she afterwards placed her finger on her lips with & smile
full of significance and good humour. This moment of
freedom and of gaiety showed her to Iierre under an aspect
of beauty which he did not know in her, and the delicate con-
fidenoce she testified in him penetrated to his heart.



OF THE TOUR OF FRANCE. 251

CBAPTER XXIX.

‘Wa have arrived, in the course of our history, at that decisive
moment in which the secret societies of the bourgeoisie under
the restoration gave way. If the reader has %sid attention
to the sketch we have traced of the Count de Villepreux, he
must suspect to which of the four parties of carbonarism
this old politician was attached ; and he can at the same
time thereby cxplain to himself, how a person 8o crafty, so
sceptical, so frivolous, and so pusillanimons, had dared to
leave the vulgar path of official politics to adventure in con-
spiracies.

Certainly, the count had too stronc a feeling for the histo-
rical tradition of France, whether ancient regime, or revolu-
tion, to think of a foreign prirce; and, since we must call
this pretender by his name, of 2 prince of Orange. Monsienr
de Villepreux left this idol to other conspirators. There are
men of state at this day, ministers, peers, or deputies, who,
then fixed by cxile in Belgium, had thought of re-uniting
Belgium to France by giving the constitutional sceptre to a
Belgic prince; they also thought for a moment that they
could overthrow thc restoration by the assistance of the
North. History will perhaps one day bring to light the
learned memorials which they addressed to the emperor of
Russia in favour of their candidate. That Dutch candidate
had not the suffrage of the count, in spite of the infinite
efforts made to seduce him by a certain elactric professor, who,
going on frecbooting excursions into Germanf during his va-
cations, thought also that he had found in Holland the fature
monarch of France.

The count would more willingly have been a partizan of
Napoleon II. than of the Prince of Orange. A prefeot under
the empire, an imperial restoration might have been profitable:
to him. But he had too much sense not to understand that
the empire without the emperor, without the great man, was:
a chimera.

In fine, though he liked utopias, and was, in theory, the ad-
vocate of the most rational ideas, -of the most philosophicak
and most radical principles, he had too little enthusisem to
wish, with Lafayette, to ascend a scaffold, or $o secure a re-
public, of which he did not clearly see the future desiiny.
This fraction of carbonarism wes managed and caressed by
him ; but, in reality, he looked upon it only as & useful o~
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strument, a bird-call to decoy the bold ones, an_ally to excite
the ardour of the thoughtless, and to get the chesnuts out of
the fire. Achille Lefort sincerely thouq;lt the Count de Ville-
preux a Lafayétist; but the Count de Villepreux knew very
well, at the bottom of his soul, that he was an Orléanist.

He was like Monsieur de Talleyrand, his friend and his pro-
tector. Like Monsiour de Talleyrand, he sought, not for a
man, but for a fact ; that is, for a man who was a fact. Dear
reader, this is the famous banner, parce que Bourbon, which
you saw displayed afterwards, and which perhaps astonished
you then and a:lp new. Know that the politicians with
sharp noses had long been on that scent. The Count de Ville-
preux had been naturally put upon the track, in consequence
of the relations of his family with one of the active parties
of the revolution ; relations which I have already informed
you of. He had understood, at half a word, that Monsieur de
Talleyrand’s man was mot to act himeelf, but to play dead.
Only, believing the occasion more favourable than it was, and
the issne more near, he had ventured, on his individual ac-
count, encouraged moreover by the example of those who, in
md faith, and with more disinterestedness than he himself

,* directed this intrigue. It was thus he found himself
embarked in what he now called, when he spoke in a low
voice to himself, cette maudite galére.

¢The Orleans party,” says a historian of carbonarism, ¢is
that which did most harm to the association, especially towards
the last. At the beginning it is not impossible that Louis
Philippe might have conceived some hopes from those vast
preparations for insurrection; but it must soon have become
evident to that prince that his cousins had still too many re-
sources at their command to be so easily forced, and that car.
bonarism could have no other effect upon them but to make
them anxious and drive them to reaction. He therefore al-
lowed others to conspire for him, but decided to remain in the
shade, judging that the time for his appearance had mnot ar-
rived. Skilful politicians are not those who scek to make
circumstances, but-those who seek to preparc themselves for
circumatances, At last the war in Spain came to strike the
last blowZat associations. The revolution, repressed for the
time in Spain by the most vigorous and most impolitic act
which the Bourbons had yet accomplished, fell in France at
the same moment. Conquered with arms in its hands, there
where it had succeeded in organizing iteelf openly, it could
no longer retain a hope of triumphing where it possessed
only the resources of sacret meetings and of conspiracies.

* We refer particularly to Manuel, who is sepposed to have led the Or-
Feanist party in carbonarism.
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The moral effect of a victory completed what discord had be-
gnr:& a:;ld v;rhat criminal suits and scaffolds would never have
uced.
P On the 3rd of November of that same year, 1823, that is to
say, about two months after the adventure of the Corinthian
and the marchioness, the Count de Villepreux's birth-day was
celebrated. Several persons of the neighbourhood were in-
vited to dine. Many others came to pay homage to the
patriarch of the liberal party of Loir-et-Cher. The count
was not greatly flattered by these domestic ovations, His
resolutions were so mugh affected by the state of politics that,
on the morning of his fete, his grandson Raoul having come
to embrace him, he had quite a long conversation with him,
at the end of which, after having chided him in a paternal
manner upon several points, he gave him to understand that
he would no longer throw any obstacles in the way of his
military ardour, and that, if the war was prolonged in Spain,
he would permit him to ask for service in the French army.
Raoul was so much enchanted by this half promise, that he
mounted his horse and hurried to announce it to his young
friends of the ncighbouring chateaus, who were sssembled at
a hunting rendeszvous about two leagues from Villepreux.
There was great joy and great exclamation on their part.
They drank to the health of the old count, declaring that
they would forgive him the past, and that they would go and
thank him for having gratified Raoul's wishes, although their
families no longer visited. Towards evening Raoul prepared
to return to his grandfather’s dinner, when it entered into
the heads of those young madcaps to invite themselves to
that dinner, some with the impulse given to them by the
ehampagme, others with the malicions thought of compro-
miging the old count with his liberal guests by this proceed-
ing. Raoul imagined that it was au excellent method of
drawing his grandfather along more speedily, and the young
ultra-royalist phalanx rcached the chateau at the moment
dinner was served.
The apparition of these children of noble families at the
liberal banquet of the Count de Villepreux, produced a sin-
commotion., The guests st at each other in a
strange manner. Some of them were indignant, and wished
to retire without breaking their fast; certain others, who
were patronized by the relatives of the young tiﬁnl;lemen, did
not dare to show themselves too cold towards them, and were
very uncomfortable. The count rose above the position with
a diplomatic ease before which the thoughtless impertinence
of our beardless ultras waa compelled to strike its flag. But
the situation became etill more complicated, when, at the
eud of the first course, he saw Achille Lefort arrive at tho
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head of a Macedonian phalanx of very savage little repub-
licans whom he had recruited on his journey, and whom he
brought there to put into communication with his other
adepts, wishing to bestow the carbonic baptism upon them
all under the shadow of the old count’s fete. He presented
them to the latter with his customary assurance, giving him
to understand, by means of the expressions with double
meaning of carbonarism, that they were cousins, and that
there was no escape. The count still ylayed his part grace-
fully ; and while the first hunger kept palitical hatred slum-
bering at the bottom of their stomachs, L applied himself,
without appearing to do 8o, to seek a method of getting rid
both of Raoul's knights and Achille's conspirators, When
he had found it he felt tranquil; but as his projeet could
not be put in exocution until after dinner, and, as before
then very earnest discussions might be opened at the table,
and compel him to take one side or the other, he thought of
having flourishes played under the windows of the dining hall
at the appearance of each course. A word in the ear of his old
roué of a valet de chambre was enough to produce, five minutes
after, a horrible uproar of hunting horns, to which all the dogs
of the chateau and village replied by plaintive howlings, and
which cut short the speech of the most excited. At firat the
company was rather mortified by this cruel sercnade, and
Achille Lefort, who was in & vain of eloquence, declarcd fo
his neighbours that it was odious and insupportable. But
Raoul, who cordially detested his ex-tutor since he had as-
sumed grand airs with him, was delighted to see that he could
not edge in a word, and encouraged the horn-blowers by send-
ing wine to them. The horns having lost their effect, for the
lungs of liberalism at last became accustomed to and struggled
with the flourishes, it was found that Raoul's horse had got
anfastened and was fighting in the stable with the horses of
his young friends, All rose and ran to separate the combat.
ante, which was a long and difficult enterprise : Wolf, notified
by the valet-de-chambre, had wonderfully seconded his
master’s intentions, When they returned thc dessert was on
the table : this was the most dangerous moment. But the
wine circulated abundantly, and the provincials, who like to
drink, forgot their resentments, and allowed Achille and his
Homans to occupy the arena of discussion. Fortunately the
gount had a powerful auxilg:rdy in the person of Josephina
Clicot. The marchioness that day made a ravishi

rtoilette, and her beauty was such as to turn the heads of

parties. The count placed her in relief by requesting her to
#ing some songs of the province according to the old country
usago, and in the manner of the pastourclies of the Lande.
-Josephine, brought up in the ﬁoldn,’inving a pretty voice and
L]
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« special talent for mimicry, sang those simple ballads in 2
very piquant manner and with a great deal of effect. She
made them beg a long while, but at last she yielded. From
that moment nothing elae was thousht of hut the seductive
marchioncss, The young royalists, who had been intentionally
placed around her, disputed among themselves for her replies,
her glances, her smiles, and even for the fruits and bon.bons
which her hand had touched. When they passed into the
saloon, they there found a violin. Raoul knew how to play
contredances. The count desired his danghter to place her.
self at the piano, undein a moment the ball waz organized.
'They had gone to get, in order to increase the number (for
there were bul {ew women), the daughter of the adjunct, and
those of the farmers who had gnite fine toilettes for village
Iadies. During this time, Achille, indignant at the count’s
irivolity, had disappéared with 4Zs mex, and had sent for Pierre
Huguenin,

In the morning, Pierre had received, by an express, a billet
{rom the travelling clerk, in which, while announcing his are
rival, he requested him to give notice, to and assemble the
smembers of, hix future vente, and indicated the rendezvous for
that cvening, during the amnsements of the fiite, in the work-
shop of the chateau. Pierre had made his preparations with
a certain disconragement. The nearer he saw approach the
moment of binding himself by serious engagements to a work
which had at first appeared to him vain and frivelous, the more
he {elt his repugnances revive. He was cven the victim of &
zind of remorae, which the simple illusions maintained in his
mind by Mademoiselle de Villepreux could no longer smother.
At last the hour had come, and Pierre promised himself thag
Je would refuse his adhesion if the form of the oath and the
=xposition of the programme implicated the least treachery
%0 his principles and his feelings.

But it was written that ho should escape this danger. A%
the moment when Achille, accompanied by his proselytes,
imarched in the darkness of the night towards the workshop
which was to serve him as a temple, the (Gount de Villepreux
presented himself, and, pretending to be ignorant of his proe
jects, told him that a writ of arrest had geen issued against
bim, that the gendarmes were looking for him, and that he
had not a momeut to lose if he wished to escape pursuit. His
plans bad been discovered : the prefect had written to the
kiug's attorney : they were resolved to punish all acts of proe
pagandism, Happily an emgloyé at tho prefecture, to whone
the count had formerly rendered some services, had had tha
generosity to give him warming, in order that, if he himself
ran any chance of heing compromised, he could secrete hime
wolf, He cortainly would have to undergo a domiciliary visif
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that night. In fine the interest of the cause required that
the assembly should disperse, and that Achille should leave
the country that very moment. A good horse and a faithful
domestic were all ready, the one to carry him, the other to
guide him across the landes as far as the border of the depart-
ment. All this story was so well related, and the old count
played his comedy so well, that the terrified republicans dis-
persed on the instant like a handful of dried leaves swept
away by the wind. Achille, who only asked for emotions, had
that of believing himself at last persevuted ; and this noctur-
nal flight, these dangers which did nogo exist, this mystery
which he could have wished to confide to all the world, occu-
pied him and gave him a childish joy. He ran towards the
woflkshop to inform Pierre of his flight and to bid him fare-
well.

Pierre was waiting for him, and was not alone. Yseult,
who was in the confidence, and whom her father had
authorized to second the establishment of la Jean Jacjucs
Roussean (even while he himself laboured underhandedly to
secure its failure), had secretly escaped from the saloon in
order to assist the artisan in his preparations. She had cpened
her cabinet of the turret, in order that he might take from
there tables, chairs, and torches; and she was pointing out to
him the material arrangement of the ceremony, when Achille
came to give the appointed signal at the sbutter of the work-
shop. Ile rapidly confided to them his tragical situation,
swore to them that he would not abandon the cause, that he
would be able by himself alone, to resuscitate carbonarism
throughout the whole of France under another form, and that
they should soon see him again at Villepreux, in spite of
tyrants and sub-prefects, Then he embraced Pierre, and ex-
horted him so warmly to remain faithful to liberalism, that
Pierro was edified by his perseverance and the little fear he
testified. The fact was that Achille did not know fear, self~
love and generosity always directing him to the advancod

ts of mad enterprises. Yseult gave him a shake of the

d, and conducted him with Pierre, by a small covered way,.

-as far a8 the grating of the park, where his guide and the

horses were waiting for him. Then they returngd to re-ar-

range the workshop, and to remove cvery trace of the ship.
wreck of la Jean Jacqucs Rousseau.

On ing the furniture back to the study in the turret,
Pierre could not avoid feeling a painful emotion, which Yseult
perceived and shared.

“This apartment [recalls a painful recollection to you, as
well as to me,’ eaid she to him with candour. ‘I would wish
to efface it. Do you not remember a certain engraving which
Jou accepted and afterwards despised, 1t isstill there; and
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90 long a8 it remains I shall think that we are not entirely
reconciled.

¢@ive it to me very quickly,” replied Pierre. ¢I have long
reproached myself for not daring to claim it again.’

“Here it is,’ said Yseult; ‘and at the same time here is &
child's toy which you were to have been compelled to accept
this evening from another hand than mine, and which you
will receive from me as a memorial of friendship and of poli-
tical union.’

¢What's is this, then? said Pierre, examining a superb
poignard, admirably engraved, which she presented to him ;
¢ of what use can it be to me? It is not a joiner's tool, 1 pre-
sume,’

¢It is a weapon of civil war,’ replied she; ‘and it is the
pledge which is conferred on the carbonaro initiate.’

¢I have indeed been told that they swore on this ominous
symbol. I did not believe it.’

‘Royalism has made emphatic phrases therenpon; but
carbonarism has clearly proved that the poignard was in its
hands only a gign of inoffensive rallying. Its introduction
into our mysteries ig respectable, inasmuch as it comes to us
from Italian carbonarism, which counts more serious battles
and more numerous martyrs than our own. It is the symbol
ef our fraternity with those victims, of whom each of us
ought every day to make a religious commemoration in his
heart, as the catholica do of their saints in their prayers; and
since we can no longer weep for them except in secret, it is
perhaps good to have constantly before our eyes this emblem,
which reminds us of their violent death and their sublime
fanaticism.’

‘Do you know,’ eaid Pierre, turning the poignard in his
hand and examining it with a kind of sadness, * that there is
a superstition among us respecting such thingr? The gift
of an instrament with a sharp blade cuts friendskip, according
to some, and brings misfortune, according to others, to him
who has received or to him who has given it.’

¢1 have no faith in that, thought it is a.poetical idea.’

¢ Nor I either, and yet— But what cipher is this engraved
in open-work on the blade ¥

¢It is yours now. Formerly it was that of one of my anoes-
tors, to whom this poignard belonged. His name was Pierre
de Villepreux ; is it not thus that you call yourself also when
you unite your baptismal name to your name as a com-
panion ¥

€1t is true,’ said Pierre, smiling ; ¢ but with this difference,
that your ancestors gave their name to the village, while the
village has yielded it to me.’

]
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#Your ancestors were serfs and mine were soldiers; that i
to say, I‘you descend from the oppressed, and 1 from the oppres-
sore. 1 greatly envy your nobility, master Pierre.’

¢ This poignard is too handsome for me,” said he, replacing
it on the table; *1 should be asked, in jest, where I had stolen
it; and since, really, I am of the peoples, I wear the yoke of
superstition. 1 cannot help having a gloomy feeling before
that sharp weapon. Decidedly, I do not wish it. Give me
something else.’

* Choose,’ said Yseult, opening all ber caxes to him,

¢ My choice will be quickly made,’ said Pierre. ¢ Thereds,
in a volume of your Bossuet, a little cross of cut paper, with
gsreek ornaments of the Lower Empire, which are in fine

te.’

¢Eh ! mon Diewl are you a magician then? How do you
know that? 1 do not know it myself. Itis two years since I
have opencd my Boscuet.’

Pierre took down the volume, opened it, and showed her the
little croes, which he had greatly desired formerly, and which
he had respected.

* How do you know it was T that made it 7' snid she.

¢Your cipher is cut in Guthic letters on one of the ornae
ments.’

¢ That is the truth. Well, tuke it, then. But what will you
do with it ¥

¢1 will hide it, and I shall look at it in secret.

¢Is that all?

¢ That is quite enough.’

¢Yon attach to it some philosophical idea; you prefer thia

_emblem of mercy to the emblem of vengeunce which 1 had
intended for you.’

¢ That ix possible: but I prefer, above all, this piece of paper
cat by you under the influence of a calm and religious idea,
to that rich puignard, which has perhaps served as an instru-
ment of hatred.’

*Now, will yon tell me, master Pierre, how you are so well
acquainted with my cabinet and my books, and ¢ven with the
little marks that are in them? Unless you have the gift ot
second sight, everything leads me to believe that you have
read here.

I have read all that is here,’ replied Pierre; and he made
his confession, without omitting the extreme care he had
taken not to injure anything in the cabinet, and not even to
tarnish the margins of the books. These scruples made Yseult
smile. B8he put several guestions to him respecting the effect
which those readings had produced upon him, asked him in
what order he had made them, and what impressions he had
received from them. On hearing his replies, she explained o
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‘herself many things which she had not before understood in
him, and was struck by the correctneis of judgment with
which, without other light than that of a rigid conscience,
and a heart full of charity, he refuted the error and con-
founded the pride of the wise men of this world, admiring in
the poets and the philosophers only that which is truly great
and eternally beautiful, believing 1n history only that which
i8 in accordance with divine logic and human diguity, ele-
vating himmself, in fine, by his innate greatness, above all the
greatnesses deternnned by the judgment of men. She was
completely cuiingated, uffected, seized with respect, filled
with faith, and at the same time, with 2 kind of shame, an is
the case when we dircover that we have ingenuously protected
8 being ruperior to all protection.  Seated upon the edge of a
table, her eyes cast down, her roul penetrated with that feel-
ing which Christians have defined compunction, she kept
gilence for a long while after he had spoken.

‘1 have wearied you, annoyed you, perbaps,’ said Pierre,
intimidated by this apparent coldness ; ¢ you have allowed me
to talk, and [ bave forgotten myself—! must seem to yon more
presumptucus in wy ideas than good M. Lefort—'

¢ Pierre,” veplied Yseult, *1 have been asking myself, for
the last fifteen minntes, if L am worthy of your friendship.’

¢Are you laughing at me? suid Lierrs, with simphcity.
®No, that cannot be the idea which engrosses you, it is im-
possible.

Yseult rose. She was paler then she had ever been: her
eyes shone with a mystic fire. The reflection of the lamp
with a green shade, which lighted the turret, apread over her
face a vague and fluating tone which gave her the appearance
of a spectre.  She scemed to move and to speak in a fever,
and yet her attitnde was culim aad her voice firm. Pierre re-
membered the sybil he bad seen in his dream, and he felt a
kind of terror.

‘ The idea which engrosses me 7' said she to him, looking at
bim with a fixedness which announced an unshakable will;
“if I were to tell it to you now, you would not helieve it.
Bat I will tell you some day, and then you will believe
it. In the meanwhile, pray toe God for me; for there is
something great in my destiny, and I am only a poor girl to
accomplish it.’

She hastened to arrange her cahinet with great precision,
though she had the appearance of being wrapt by thought in
another world. Then she went out, and crossed the workshop
without raying a word to Pierre, who followed her carrying
her candlestick. When she wus upon the threshold ol‘y the
door which opened upon the Eark, she repeated to him again,
#Yray for me;’ and, taking her candle, she extingnished it,
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and disappeared before him like a phantom which is disai-
pated, What had she intended to say? Pierre did not dare
to seek for the meaning of her words, *Yes,’ said he to him-
self, ‘now she is as in my dream, speaking bly enigmas, and
showing me in the future somcthing which I do not under-
stand.’ He felt himself seized with dizziness, and pressed his
forehead in his hands, as if he feared it would burst.

Unable to resist the agitation which was in him, attracted
28 by a loadstone, he glided along in the sutsteps of Made-
moiselle de Villepreux, in order still longer tu ~ce her Hoat
before him like a pale spectre, or at leatt to breathe the air
through which she passed. Ile thus reached as far as the
open lawn which estonded before the front of the chatesu ;
and stopping among the last clumps of trees, he saw her re-
enter the saloon. The weather being mugnificent, and the
dance very animated, the windows had been thrown opeq,
and, from his position, Pierre could se¢ the waltz pass and the
marchioness whirl, surrounded by admirers, among whom
were young persons of good family, whose gallant munners
were mingled with that slight dose of impertineuce which
pleases silly women. Josephine was intoxcmted with her
success ; it was a long while since she had an uppertanity -*
being a belle and of seeing berself thus adimred  She wor
like a moth which turns and flatters around the light,
Yseult, in order to relieve the persons who bad loved by
turns on the violin, resumed her seat at the piiwe. Pirrre
placed himself so that he could see her.  er eye<s swani in a
kind of fluid, and other images than those of reality ~:emed
to be delineated before hier.  She played with o great leal of
nerve and action, but her banuds ran over the keys withous her
beinyg conscious of jt.

Raoul came out to take the air with one of his frisnde,
Pierre heard him say: * Ouly look at my mster; would not
one ray she was an automaton ’

¢ Does she never ruile more than $hat? returned his com-
panion,

fNot much niore” 81+ a vivd of gense. but a heud of
iron.’

‘Do you know that she frightens me with her fixed eyes.
She has the air of a marble statue which rhould uundertake to
play sarabands.’

1 think ghe has the air of the finddess of Lieason,” replied
Raoul in & mocking tone, ¢and that she plays contredances on
the movement of the Marseillaise.’

These young men passed on, and almost immediately Pierre
saw some one who was wandering in silence around the lawn,
and whose irregular walk betrayed his inward agitation.
When this man came near him, he reeognised the Corinthian,
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and, issuing gently from his retreat, he seized him by the arm.
¢ What are you doing here said he to him, for he well un-
derstood his secret pain; ‘do you not know that this is not
your place, and that, if you wish to see, you must not be
scen?! Come, let us go, Amaury, you are suffering, and you
¢an do nothing here to change your lot.

‘Well " suid the Corinthian, ‘let me be filled with my
reficring. Lt me dry up my heart by the strength of my
hatred and vty contempt.

‘By wha' 1.4t would you despire her whom you have
adored ¢ was fose phige Jess coyuettish, less frivolous, less easy
tu be led awiy the day when you began to love her

¢She did wot belonz to me then! But now that she is
mine, the murt be mine alone, or she must no longer be any-
thing to rue. My God ! how impatiently do 1 await the hour
to redl e so - But this ball wiil uever finish! She will
daree a1l prght, angl with all those men. What a horrible
sbandominent of herself 'That waltz is the most immodest
thing i the world that 1 know of umong those peaple.  Only
see, Merre,—1 ok at her ' Her arms are hare, her shoulders
are bare, her bocom ix almost bare! Iler dreas 120 snort
that hait ber legs can be seen, and so transparent that all her
form can bLe distingnished. A woman of the people would
Blusl to show tereell thus in publie; she would fear to be
wistaken tor 2 pro-titute ! And now, there she passes, all
paiparating, fron the arms of one man into the arms of ano-
ther mun, who presscz her, who rai-es her, who inpales her
Dreatl, who clasps arain her already dishonoured waist, and
who drivkean volnptuovsness from her eyes. No! 1 can’t
look wt thus any longer.  Let ws go, Pierre—or rather, let us
burst wto that bidiroum, brenk those c(handeliers, overturn
all the farniture, pat to thrht Wl the dundies, and their wo-
wen will rec i they con dofend thew sgainst the omselts of the

syl

' f(‘wm- gaw thas -~k exasperation of Ine friend conld no
longer be restrained.  1le drew him away from the chatean,
and raccecded in perauading him to setugn home.  There the;
found a letter, post-marked from Blois, the sight of whie
wiude the Corinthhan shudder. It was addressed to Pierre, who
immediately commuuicated the contents to him,

¢ My dear payr (wrote the dignitary), 1 announce to yon
that the rovicty of the devoir of liberty leaves this residence,
and that Dlois ceaser to be one of the cities of our devoir,
''he persecutions which we have had to suffer from the other
sacicties have so disgusted us, that we prefer the abandonment
of our rights to an interminable war. This resolution having
beeu taken by common agreement, we are on the eve of dis-
persion,’ Here the dignitary entered into details relative te
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the society, and related the various motives for their resolu.
tion. Then he referred to his own individual affuirs, and in.
formed his ex-colleague that the Savinicnne, compelled to give
ui keeping her inn, which was frequented only by the gavots,
whose mother she was, had determined to leave her buriness,
and to sell her house. *1should have thought, my dear pays,”
said he, ¢ that 1 would have been cousulted upon this matter,
As a friend of the late Savinien, and as one dzvoted to the ine
terests of his widow more than to my own. 1 aattered myself
that I could be her adviser and guide under such c.renmastinces.
‘Well, she has acted otherwise. She has dllered her establish.
ment for sale under my name, declaring before the law that it
was not the property of her children, but mine, becanse 1 had
furnished the funds. and had not been reimbursed.  And
when 1 reproached her for this, she replied to iwe that it was
her duty to act thus and that she was not willing tv deceive
me any longer, her intention heing not to°marry again.  Vil-
lepreux, she has told me that you knew her reasous, and that
she had confided to you all that patsed between her husband
and myself at the time of his death. T do not wsk you any
queations, my dear pays; I know quite enough. When one
has the misfortune not to be loved, he ought t+ know huw to
suffer, and not descend to complaints. If I write to you, it i
for another reason. | see clearly the mother intends leaving
Blois, and T think she means to cstablish hersclf near you,
Bat I believe she is without resources, though rhe azwures me
she has Made some suvings. She makes it a point of honour
not to remain indebted to a man whom she refues to take as
a husband. But this is a mistaken pride, and one which she
has no rizght to testify towarda me. [ have done nothing to
be thus despised and treated like a creditor. T shall know
how to be resigned under this affront ; apparently 1 have com.
mitted some fault, for which Qod is pleased to punish me by
sending me a great deal of sorrow. But I will never submit
to see this woman, whom her husband confided to my care,
fallinto poverty with Ler children. Iknow, pays Viiepreaux,
that you are not rich; otherwise I shonld feel vo anxiety., I
know also that a purson upon whom she doubiless depends has
nothing but his labour and his talents, aud that these are not
enough to maintain a family. I therefore earnestly bescech
you to inform yourself of the situation of the mother, and to
render her all the services she may require. You can digpose
of all 1 have, provided she docs not know it; for the idea of
making her suffer, and humiliating her by my attachment,
makes me suffer and humiliates me also. Adien, my dear
pays. You must not feel displensed at my speaking to you
succinotly of all these things, and you must understand that
it is not an easy matter for me, &nh time, I shall be morg
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reasonable, if it please Gud. I have now only to embrace you
—Your friond, and sincere puys, ROMANET LE BON-bOUTIEN, D.%
G.: 7.: of Blois.! .

The simplicity of this relation, united to the idea whioh
Pierre formed, with reason, of Bon-soutien’s deep affoction,
impressed him so much, that he felt his tears flow,

¢ Amaury ! Amaury P cried he, ‘ how small we are, both of
us, before such u strength of mind and 4 generosity of such
little diplay ! Wtk fame I shall be morc reasonnble, (f 4t
plase Govd ! e thinks he wunts conrage at the moment
when he shows a sudlime coarage ! Men of little faith that
we are, we could not safler with such heroism. We should
expend ouraclves in lamentations, in murmurs ; we should
feel anger, hatred, huve ideas of vengeance—’

¢B. rilent, Tierre, 1 understind you without you saying
more,’ cried the Corinthian, raising his head which he had
Xkept hidden in his haud- during the reading of the letter.
# It is for me that you say all this; for you, you are as virtu-
oud a3 Rowauet, and yon would be as calm as he in misfor~
tunc. But if it be to re-attach me to the marchioness that
you praise the forgiveness of injuries, yon will not sncceed in
any wday; the news which this letter coutaing overturns all
my projects and renews wll my former ideas. What could
have heen passing in the wind of the Savinienne? What
does phe mean to do?  Upon what does she depend? 1 wish
to know all this. You mwust have received a letter from her,
and you have not shown it to me 1 wish to see it

* You will not see it." replied Pierre. * No, no! the lover
of the murchioness des Freuays will not read the noble com-
Plaints of the Sivinienne., Lot it be enough for you to know
the efteet of yonv silence anl ol mine; for | have not written
to her either | could unot. deceive her, and 1 did not wish to
enlighten hor. I always seemed to we that all” was not lost,
and [ deferred {rom day to day, hoping that you would return
$o her.’

¢In fine, what effect did your silence produce? Tell me.?

¢ She bas guessed the truth ; and, saying to herselt that she
wae no longer loved, that perhups she had never been loved,
seeing herself forguken, abindoned to poverty, she wished, at
least to give peace to lhier conscience, and to accept nothing
more (rom the dignitary. 1 will quute to you a single passage
from her letter :

‘«I have suffered long enough with Savinien from having
a desirc in my heart. 1 do not wish to suffer a life long re-
gret, with Romanct ; this would be quite as culpable. [ am not
without remorse for the past: I do not wish to feel it in the
fut,n:::. I prefer every other kind of unhappiness to this
<Qne. .
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¢ Poor holy woman ! gaid the Corinthian, in a sombre voico
and rising. ¢ Finish; what did she wish to do after having
broken with Bon-soutien

¢ Resume her former business as a laundress, and, if you
were not here, come and attempt an establishment. She
imagined, on the one hand, that she could find work in this
country; and, on the other, that you could not have re-
mained with me, since you had forgotten her without any
one's thinking to give her notice.’

¢Her idea is a good one, replied the Cormuthian with an
absent air; ‘there is no laundress here: she will have the
custom of the chateau—she will iron the transparent necker-
chiefs of the marchioness,.added he with a decep bitterness,
¢ Pierre, give me a pen and paper, quick.”

¢ What do you mean to do?

‘Do you ask me?—write to the Savinienne, tell her that
we expect her, that one of us will go and mcet her half-way
while the other will hire and prepare lodgings for her in the
village. Is not that my duty?

¢ Without doubt, Amaury; but spite is a poor pledge for
the performance of duty. I should much prefer you would
‘write that letter to-morrow, when your head is cooler.’

‘I wish to write at once.’

¢ Because you feel that you will not have strength enough
to-morrow.’

‘I shall have; I will write again to morrow, and the day
after too, if you wish ; I have more strength than you think.’

¢ Amaury, if you write, the Savinienne will come. She
will believe in you, and I, 1 do not know if I shall have
courage to doubt you enough to undeceive her. If she comes
and she finds you at the feet of the marchioness, in what
light must your conduct be considered.”

¢ As that of a dastard or a madman.’

¢Take care that you do not become mad. Do not write

et.’
y The Corinthian wrote nevertheless; he wrote in the night
under the dominion ¢ profound indignation and disgust to-
wards the marchioness. Assoon as the day appeared, he ran
to carry his letter to the post, and it had gone before Pierre,
overpowered by fatigue, awoke.
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CHAPTER XXX.

For several days the Corinthian did not again aece the
marchioness ; and, as she had no consciousness of having
committed any wrong with regard to him, coquetry being in
her a second nature, Jer surprise was extreme; but her sor-
row was not very deep at first. Her intoxication was further
prolonged by a hunting party which Raoul’s friends proposed,
and which they arranged for her. Yseult at first tried to
dissuade her from it, not liking to see her enter into relations
with peraons whom she believed repugnant to her grandfather,
and towards whom she did not fecl drawn by any tie of ideas
or of position. But the old count was not displeased to sec
his family reconnected by some extremity with the nobili

of the country, and he authorized his niece to amuse herself
by accepting the invitation which an elegant and proud
countess of the neighbourhood, sister to one of Josephine's
most ardent admirers, came to make to her in person. This
diplomatic visit had for its object, in the thought of the noble
dame, the marriage of that brother, the viscount Amedee,
with the rich Yseult de Villepreux. Yseult was somewhat
astonished at this return towards her after the indignation
which her well known republican ideas had excited in her
neighbour. She replied to it quite coldly; and yet, as
Josephine besought her to accompany her, she did not openly
refuse. Josephine did not ride on horseback: they were to
come for her in a calash. Yseult was a very good amazon;
she guided her horse skilfully, and made him leap ditches
and gates with that calmness from which she was never seen
to depart. 'This talent of riding was the only one which drew
to her a little consideration from her brother and the noble
youths of the neighbourhood. She delighted in this exercise ;
and a8 it was very difficult for her not to have, under her
grave exterior, a few of the tastes and attractions of child-
hood, she allowed hersclf to be conquered by degrees. It was
some time since she had mounted on horseback; she wished
to exercise alone in the park. Pierre, who watched for her
incessantly, found himself npon her path, as she cleft the air
with the rapidity of an arrow. She stopped short before him,
and asked him laughingly if he was not scandalized at seeing
her give herself up to so aristocratic an amusement. Pierre
smiled in his turn, but with so much effort, and his look be-
trayed so deep a sadness, that Yseult divined all that was
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passing within him, She wished to be sure of it : ‘ you know
tha]: there is to be a great hunting party to-morrow ¥ said she
to him.

¢1 have heard so, replied Pierre.

¢ And do you know that they wish to carry me to it ?*

¢1 have not believed you would go.’

In making this answer, Pierre apparently aliowed the depths
of his soul to be read ; for mademoiselle de Villepreux, after
a moment's silence, during which she look=y at him atten-
€ively, said to hin with an ineff.ble gentlenca~ und profound
emotion : ‘I thank you, Pierre, for notehaving doubted
Then she resumed her impetnous course, made the circuit of
the park two or three times, and returned to the front of the
chateau, where her brother was waiting for her with the count
and Josephine. Pierre was mending a little rustic bench at
three paces distance.

¢ Here, take your horve,” said Yseult to Raonl, as she Ieaped
lightly to the turf. ¢I don’t like hi'n the least in the world.

“That did not seem to be the case just now, hy uny means,
said the count; ‘I thought you were on your wuy to the
Great Desert.’

¢ Since you are going in, master Pierre, said Yaseult to the
joiner, who was retiring, ¢ would you have the guodnes to say
to Julia, in passing, that she need not do any thing more to
my habit? I shall not go to morrow,’ added she, turning to
Josephine, but in a tone too clear for Pierre, as he withdrew,
not to hear it.

She kept her word, and her cousin's prayers found her in-
exorable. The count would have desired her to shew herself
leas obstinate, and that she would not counteract his plans of
reconciliation with the neighbouring nobility. But he had tes-
tified before her 80 much repugnance and philosophical die.
dain for those people that it was quite impossible for him to
retract clearly.

Pierre swam in an ocean of happiness. e could not de-
ceive himself as to the love which he inspired; but love was
80 constituted that ke could not express his gratitude. No-
thing authorized him to give form to his thoughts, and be-
gides, he did not feel any need of this. Never was there a

assion more absolute, more devoted, more enthusiastic, on
oth sides; and yet never was there a love more restrained,
more mute, more timid, It was as if a tacit contract had
passed between them. Any one who could have heard the
three or four words which Pierre exchanged in secret every
day with Yseult, would have thought thoy were the result of
#n intimacy consecrated by indissoluble bonds aud formal
ises. No one would have been willing to believe that

¢hd" word love had never been pronounced between them, and
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that the virgin purity of their senses had not been touched
by the slightest breath.

Josephine followed the hunt in the brilliant calash of the
countess. But when the latter saw that, of her dream of al
liance and furtune, there remained to her vuly Josephine
Clicot upon her hands, and her brother who caracoled bee
side the door devouring the piquant provineial with his eyes,
she felt that she was playing a singular part, and got vexed
with cverybody. The countess was dry and nervous: come
pelled to curry the marchioness to her chateau, to do the ho.
nours of it, and to present her to other illnstrious ladies
whom &he had invited to flatter and caress the heiress of
Villeprenx, she =0 poorly concealed her ennui and her disdaim
that the pour Josephine felt herselt dying with shame and
fear. Snil the homage she received from the men, for youth,
and hewuty always find grace and protection from rhe bearded

ortion of mankind, restored some assurance to her; and
gy degrees gathering abont her by her gracefulness rich
and poor, youth und age, she avenged herself without
mercy tor the contempt of their women. A lirtle bail had been
prepared for the cvening on the supposition that Yseult,
seated at the piano, would be its queen in a certain manner :
the lady of the house wished to send away the violins and
ghorten the evening by deolaring herself ill. But the faction
of the men carried the day. The young brother rebelled,
and his compnivny swore that the pretty women should not
2o, They made all the conchmen drunk, they took the wheels
from the cirringes; only the equipages of the dowagers were
respected ; aud even their old husbands had to be scolded a
great deal before they could tear themselves from the cons
templation of Josephine's beautiful shoulders,

She remained, therefore, in the saloon, with five or six
young wives of the smaller conntry gentlemen, who amused
themselves on their nwn account, and did not think of
humiliating her.  Bat in proportion as the night advanced,
the men, in passing from the contredunce to the sideboard,
became ex-ited like perdons who have paseed all day in hunte
ing, and assumed such rude manners that Josephine began to
be frightened. There was around her a strugsle between
bruial desire and a remnant of propriety, of which the bounds
were but poorly kept. Josephine was only foolish on the
surface. She was liko one of those provincial coquettes who,
with a love of modesty and virtue, permit themselves to cone
tinue a system of encouragements whi€h they consider without
consequence and without danger. At first happy and proud
of exciting desires, she felt her blushes mount to her brow
when she had to defend herself against a commencement of
familiarity ; it was then that she thought of retiring, Bu¥
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the conntess, who had promised to carry her back, seeing the
ball prolonged and Josephine pleased with it, had gone to bed,
or had pretended to dogo: at least she was shut up in her
apartments. Raoul had allowed himself to become intoxicated,
and while replying to his cousin that he was at her service,
did nothing but sing and shout with laughter, without com-
prehending her situation. The other ladies departed one by
one without offering to carry her home  The viscount
Amédés had made them believe that his sister intended to
rise at duybreak and accompany Madame des Frenays in her
carriage. Still the countess did not rise. The wearied
domestics snored in the ante-chamber; Raoul, completely
drunk, had fallen upon a sofa. Josephine remained a8 if
alone, with five or six young men more or less intoxicated,
each of whom would have wished to drive away the others,
and who persisted in making her waltz in spite of herself.
Overpowered by fatigue, deeply wounded by the conduct of
her bostess, frightened by the manners of her admirers, dis-
ted by their etupid babble, Josephine seated herself

ayed in the midst of them. The cold of the morning
made her shiver ; she asked for her shawl : she was answered
by loathsome, half obscene praises of the beauty ¢ her
figare. The saloon was dusty, gloomy. frightful to look at in
its disorder by the bluish light of the dawn. The poor woman
was cruelly punished, and every word, every look which fell
upon her made her expiate her triumph. It was then that a
cry of distress rosc from the bottom of her soul towards the
Corinthian. But be was not there, he was weeping in the
depths of the park of Villepreux.

At last Josephine made an effort, fecling indeed that she
had no right to be angry, after having in some manner led on.
all these men, but resolved to appear to them foolish and
ridiculous in order to escape from their importunities. She
roee, and declared that she would go on foot if a carriage was
not brought for her. She spoke so drily, and repelled ro well
their impertinent beseechings, that she succeedea in starting,
in a calash, with Ra-ul, who could hardly drag himself to it,
and the viscount Amédcée whom she war absolutely compelled
to accept as her cavalier, in order to get rid of the others.
Hardly did the rolling of the carriage begin to he felt, than
Raoul, awakened for an instant, fell again into a lethargic
sleep. For two mortal hours Josephine was obliged to defend
herself, by words and actions, against the most impertinent of
viscounts. This ride, which recalled to her another cariage-
ride, a poetical dawn, an ardent love and partaken emotions,

ed her 80 much that, hiding her face in her veil, she
urst into tears. The viscount became only the more enter-
prising. Josephine was weak and inconsistent. In spite of

.
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herself, a kind of instinctive res for titled persons 1
vented her being as decided aan:l:: would have dared tm
towards a citizen who had displeased her. She wished to
defend herself, and she did it 8o awkwardly, that each of her
naive answers was taken by the viscount as an encouragement,
Fortunately Raou! felt cold, and woke in quite bad humour,
and, not being able to go to sleep again, found the viscount
insipid, and had uo ohjection to telling him so. By degrees
the teeling of the pr.tection which he owed to his cousin,
and which he had abjured in 8o dastardly a manner, returned
to his memory by degrees also, the viscount, seeing that the
hour bhad passed, and that the opportunity was lost, restrainnd
himself and became gniet. They were all three very stupid
when they reached the chateau, aud Josephine, broken by
vexation and fatigue, went to shut herself up in her chamber
and threw herself upon her bed, where she fell asleep without
having had strength enough to undress.

For many nights the Corinthian had not slept, and by day
he worked without energy. He experienced rather the desire
of stupifying himeell, and of escaping from his own thoughts,
than a real repentance of his wandering, and he awaited the
Savinienne's reply with more terror than impatience; for he
made urcless eftorts to re attach himself to that austere love,
so diticrent from that he had known with the marchioness.
Pierre taw that he hoped for a refusal, and he himself desired
that this might be the caze, As he became confirmed in the
opinion that his friend would never return completely to his
firat love, he promised himself that,in case the Savinienne
should have faith in the Corinthian’s letter, he would unde-
ceive her, either by writing to her, or by going to meet her .
in order to enlighten her and exhort her to have courage.

The Corinthian was very culpuble, but he loved Josephine
passionately.  And bow should he not _have loved her? His
greatest crime towurds her was not knowing how to make
allowance for the coquetry of a badly educated young girl,
and wishing to tear from his bosom, before the time, a passion
of which the intoxications were not yet exhausted. We carry
into love a neceswity of domination which renders ws ime
placable towards the most trifling faults. Those of the mars
chioness were only the fatal result of her character and
habits. It was necessary that she should expiate them as
she bad just done in order to feel their gravity. Uneasy at
first at seeing the evenings pass without receiving a visit from
her lover, she had thought him ill ; and stealing, one morning,
along the secret passage, she went to look through the cracks
in the wainscotting. She had seen him at work, at that
moment, with a kind of feverish energy and a forced gaiety
which she had taken for a brutal ind.iﬂrenoo. Making then
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a return upon herself, comparing the homage of which she
had been the object from the exquisites of the ball with thig
groas forgetfulness, she had been ashamed of her love, and,
reanimated by the cxpectation of new triumphs, she had
flattered herself she eould abjure quickly, and efface’ even the
remembrance of her fault. DBut she had made bitter reflec
tions in the carriage which brought her from the last ball,
and the sleep which now overpowered her was troubled by
painful dreams,

The Corinthian had seen her depart the day before, carried
away in the whirl of worldly vanity. He thon said to himself
that she was lost to him, and anger had given way to despair.
Before that day he had flattered himself that she would not
enfure his desertion, and that she would soon recul him.
Thinking entirely of vengeance, he had fortified himsclf with
the idea of whuat she would suffer away from him. But wher
he saw her pass, forgetful and radiant with pleasure, he
wished to throw himself under the wheels of the carriage.
“Take care, stupid ' cried the viscount Amédée, hardly
taking pains to restrain his horse ready o crush him.
Amaury could have wished to rush upon the fop, to overthrow
him, and tread him under foot; but his prond courser had
carried him away like the wind, the mechanic was covered
with dust, and Jusephine had seen nothing.

The Corinthian returned to the park, tore his breast with
his nails, plucked ap by the roots the beautiful hair whick
Josephine had combed and perfamed so many times; and,
when he had breathed forth his rage, he began to weep.
Rising before daylight, he ran to the workshop, viulently tore

, out the nails with which he had fastencd the panel in the
wainscoting when he swore never again to open that passage,
and rushing impetuously into it at the risk of hetraying
himself, he ran te Jorcphine’s chamber to see if she had re-
turned. He found the chamber in good order, the bed ag
made the day before, and ornamented with a luce counterpane
which, in his waduness, be tore to pieces. Ther lic weut back
$o the park and waited at the gate for the return of his fuith-
less mistress. At lust be saw her arrive with the viscount,
and a8 he did not see Raoul, who was buried in a corner of the

e and wrapped up in hia cloak, he thought of his firat
venture with Josephine, and did not doubt that the viscount
triumpbed over hér weakuess with as little opposition.
When he returned to the chateau, an hour afterwards, he met
Julis, the ex-turkey feeder, who was at least as coguettish as
her mistress, and who always made her great black eyes
sparkle for him. He found no difficulty in making her talk;
gﬂ when he learnt that the marchioness had shut herself up
in her chamber, and refused with ill-humour the services of
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her maid to undress her, he asked if the viscount had not re-
mained at the chatean. He had waited in vain in the park
to sec him pass on his way back, and atill flattered himself
that he had taken another road. ‘Oh! bah !" replied Julia,
¢ M. the viscount will nut go quite 8o soon. Hc has asked for
8 chamber to take some rest in, for it appears they have
danced all night: but I am very sure that they will dance
again tonight, and that all those handrome gentlemen will
come back here to dine. They are all in Jove with my
mistress, and | verily helieve the viscount is crazy about her.”

Amaury quickly turned his back, and left Julia to finish
her comnients wlune. “1le ran to the workship, and, unable to
enter the secre! passage, because father Huguenin, Pierre, and
the other workmen were there, he began to work upon his
seulpture. Father Ilugnenin was in quite a bad humour. He
found that the job did not go on so well as at the beginning,
Pierre was always quite as conscientious; but he had lost
more than a month ou Mademoizelle de Villepreux's aviary,
and now he was incessantly taken off, Ten times a day he
was called away for all the little repairs which were to be
made in the interior of the chateau; as if it was the part of &
master workman like him fo mend legs of chairs, and to plane
warped doors, and as if William and the Berrichon were not
good cnough for ruch jobs! The Corinthian, skilfully con-
cealing his relations with the marchioness, did indeed pass his
days at the workshop ; but he had strange fits of absence, pro-
found lassitude, and often yiclded to an imperious need of
sleep, from which they found it very difficult to awaken him,
That day, when, instead of the joiner’s heavy plane, he took
up the light chisel of the sculptor, father Huguenin made 8
grimace, and asked him several times if he should soon have
done dressing his littlemen, ¢l don’t see, said he, * what
there is ro useful aud s0 necessary in that work, that the walls
must be loft bare in the meanwhile. And, a8 to the pleasure
you can find in manufacturing thosc Nuremberg dolls, I can’t
conceive that any better. For the last week eapecially,
my poor Amaury, you have been making only dragons an

ents, without speaking of those you have made mo swal-

low ! T believe the devil must have got hold of you, for you
make his portrait in every style; and, if I were a woman, I
should not like to look at those gentlemen : I should be afraid
of having some like them.’

¢The one 1 am making now,” replied the Corinthian, in 3
bitter tone, ‘is a very F-et ty monster. It is Luxury, the pre-
gident of the council of capital sins, the queen of the world—
therefore I shall put a crown on her head : the patron of all
women—therefore I shall give her ear-rings and a fan.’

Father Huguenin could not help laughing; and then, a8
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the toilette of dame Luxury did not finish, he resumed his

ill-humour, scolded the Corinthian, who pretended not to hear

him, and at last spoke to him in a rude tone and with inflamed

€

’&z me alone, master,® said the Corinthian ; ‘I am not in
a condition to satisfy you to-day, and I feel no more patient
than you do.’

Father Huguenin, accustomed to be obeyed blindly, became
still more angry, and wished to snatch the chisel from his
hands. Pierre, who watched them with anxiety, saw a navage
fury kindle in the eyes of the Corinthian, and his hand seek a
hammer which he would perhaps have raised upon the head
of the old man, had not Pierre rushed before him.

¢ Amaury ! Amaury !’ cried he, ¢ what do you mean to do
with that hammer? Think you that my heart is not suffi-
ciently broken by your suffering?

Amaury saw the tears roll down his friend’s cheeks; he rose
and tled into the park. When the workmen had left the
workshop for luncheon, he precipitated himself into the secret

e with his hammer, which he had not let go. Ile ex-
pected to find the door of the alcove barricaded; and pro.
mised himself that he would break it in. Perhaps evem a
more gloomy thought crossed his brain. 1t is certain that he
expected to find the viscount with the marchioness. But, on
pushing the spring, which he himself had put to the secret
door, he met with no resistance. Ile had arranged this door
go that it opened without any noise ; for, during his days of
happiness, he had neglected nothing to insure their mystery.
He therefore entered Josephine’s chamber without awakening

wher, and saw her lying upon her bed, half undressed, ber hair
in disorder, her arms &till loaded with jewels, with her
stained and torn ball-dress wrapped around her. At first she
inspired him with a kind of disgust in that sullied toilette
which the bright light of day made still more accusing. He
remembered having read something of Cleopatra’s orgies, and
of the shameful loves of the enslaved Antony. He gazed at
her a long while and ended, after cursing her a thousand
times, by finding her handsomer than ever. Love chased
away resentment, but it soon returned more bitter and more
profound than ever. Josephine wept, accused herself humbly,
confessed all the insults she had undergone, and those from
which she had been able to withdraw herself. She cast her
anathema upon that insolent and corrupted world in which
she had wished to shine, and which had so cruelly punished
her for the wish ; she swore never to return to it, and to
Eorform any penance her lover might wish to impose upon
er; she wished to shave off her beautiful hair, and tear her
alabaster bosom, when she saw upon the temples and the
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chest of the Corinthian the marks of his fury and his despair;
che threw herself upon her knees, she invoked the anger of
God upon herself : she was so beautiful in her sorrow and
exaltations, that the Corithian, intoxicated with love, asked
her forgiveness, kissed her nakod feet a thousand times, and
was only roused from the delirium of passion by the voice of
Yseult, who called her cousin to dinner and was anxious at
her long slecp.

Amaury returned to the workshop, loyally asked pardon of
father Hugneuin, w'.o embraced hiw, scolding and wiping his
eyes with the buck of his sleeve. Then he placed himself at
his orders with a zeal ind a snbmission which effaced all his
misconduct. Ife sang in chorus with his companions, which
had not been the case fur a long while; he made a thousand
jokes upon the Berrichon, who was vexed with him and
ended by forgiving Lim —for he would rather be tormented
than forgotten. At last the day's work closed as gaily as it
had begun badly. Pierre was the only one who remained
sad and unecary. Ifis friend’s exuberant and sudden joy made
him anxious.

At sunset, Ysoult, to escape from the rociety of the viscount,
who, rudely repelled by Josephine, transferred to her his
homage, less ardent indeed, but quite as insipid, quietly withe
drew, and went to walk alone at the extremity of the park.
Perhaps she thought she might meet Pierre there: for, in
whatever place she walked, she always met him. This is a
miracle performed every day for beings who love each other,
and there is no couple of lovers who can here accuse me of
improbahility. Nevertheless Pierre did not come that even-
ing. 1le did not wish to lose sight of the Corinthian, whom
he saw greatly agitated in spite of all his cheerfuluess, He
wished to sacrifice to the dignity of the Savinienne the only
joy he had in this world, that of talking a quarter of an hour
with Yseult. -

While interrogating with her eves the circular path by
which Pierre sometimes arrived, Mademoiselle de Villepreux
saw approach a woman of quite a large figure, who walked
with much ense and noblencss in her rustic dress. She wore
a gown of brown cotton cloth, and a mantle of blue woollen
which covered her head, very much as the Florentine painters
draped their figures of virgins. The regular beauty and the
grave and pure expression of this woman gave her a striking
resemblance to those divine heads of the school of Raphael.
She led an ass, on which was seated a beautiful child with
golden hair, clothed like herself in a dark, coarse dress, and
whose legs hung in one of the panniers. Yseult was struck
by this group which recalled to her the fiight into Egypt,

]
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and she stopped to contemplate that living picture whick
onl{ wanted a glory.

On ber side, the woman of the people was struck by the
calm and benevolent face of the young chatelaine; from her
simple and almost austere dress she took her for a serving
woman, and addressed her :

¢ My good demoiselle,’ said she to her, stopping the ass at
the park-gate, ¢ will you have the gnodness to tell mo if 1 am
still fur tfrom the village of Villeprens ¥

¢You are already there, my good damr.’ replicd Yseult,
* you have only to follow the road whish lewls along the wall
of this park, and in ten minutes you will reach the first
houses of the town.’

‘ Many thanks to you and to the good God ! returned tho
traveller; ¢ for my children are much fatigned.’

At the same time Yseult saw a sccond child's head, not less
handsowme than the first, rise up fromn the other pannier of the

¢In that case,’ said she, ‘yon can enter here. You will
cross the park in a straight line and you will arrive five
minutes sooner still.
¢Will they not consider it wrong? asked the travcller.
¢ They will consider it quite right,’ replied Mademosselle de
‘Villepreux, going to mect her, and taking the bridle of the
ass to lead icin,  °
¢You appear to be a girl of good heart; must I follow this
alley straight along ¥
dr; 1 will go with you, for the dogs might frighten your chil
(N
‘I was told truly,’ returned the traveller, ‘that | should
find honest people here, and the proverb is right : ¢ As is the
master, so is the servant ;” for, without intending to offend
you, 1 presume you must belong to the honsehold.’
+¢1 do so indeed,’ replied Yseult, laughing.
¢ And for a long time, doubtless ¥
¢ Ever since 1 have been in the world.’
*The children no ssoner saw the fine trees and the green turf
-of the park, than they forgot their fatigue, jumped down from
their ass, and began to run about joyously, while the ass, pro-
fiting by the opportunity, secrstly snatched from time to time,
& branch of verdure along the hedges.
¢ Your children ave véry heautifal,” suid Yseult kissing the
little girl, and taking the little boy in her arms to let him
tuck some apples from an apple-tree.
‘ Poor fatherless children !’ replied the woman of the people.
41 loat my good husband laat spring.’
¢ Did he leave you s little property, &t least?’
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Nothing at all, and certainly it was not his fault; it was
not the heart that he wanted '

¢ And have you come from a distance, thus, on foot T

‘1 came iu a stage-waggon as far as the uneighbouring city.
There 1 was told I must cross the country. They directed
me qnite well, and 1 hired this poor ass to carry my little
ones,’

¢ Aud what ii the end of your journey ?

¢ Istop here, my dear demoisclle, 1 have come to puss some
time.’

¢ Iave you relativeg in our town ?

‘1 have friends—that i3 to say,” added the traveller, as if
she feared not to cxpress herscli with suticient reserve,
¢ friends of iny deceused busband, who have written to me thag
1 could find work, aud who have promised that they would
«btain custom for me.”

‘ What can you do?

“Sew, wash, and t10n fine linen.”

* That will do very well. There i8 no laundress here. You
will have the work of the chateau, and that will employ you
all the year.’

* You will proeure it for me ¥

I promise it to you I

1t i3 the great God who made me meet you. T am not
self-interested : I have nothing but my Yabour to feed those
ohildren with.

¢ All will go well, I can assure you. Do your friends expect

oa?
7 ‘Mon Dieu! not so svon, I think. They wrote to me last
week, and, instead of answering their letter, | have come at
once. You mmst know, my good girl, 1 was a mother of
companions ; but perhaps you know nothing of snch matterst’

‘Excuse me, 1 know companions who have explained to
me what that is. Then you have left your children 7

¢1t was my children who left ma. They conld not hold she
city; and as I had not the same means to furnish another
establishment, 1 could not follow them. It is painful, be
sure, to have a great family like that, and to be afterwarda
quite alone. It seems to me that 1 have nothing to do now,
and yet I have these little ones to bring up. 1t waa so tryin,
1o go, that I hurried to %ﬂt away. Woe all cried, and when
think about it, I cry still.’

¢ Come, we will endeavour to make you forget them. Here
we are in ﬂ# m(mul'tﬁol"l th;aodohstean.h To v;_ll;at é:mm are

going. ill you find a lodging with your friends ¥’
’GPI think not ; but certainly there is an inn at the town.’
$ Not a very good one; here is a better. If you will, you
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lhm _lodged here wuntil you can find a place to establish

yo .

¢ I!n this chatean  But they will not be willing to receive
me !’

‘You will be very well received. Come with me.*
ba‘ Bnt: my child, you do not think; I shall be taken for a

ZAr.

‘gNo; and you will see that the people of the house are very
honest.’

¢ 1f they are all like you, I believe o, indeed. Ioly Virgin
Mary ! it is like paradise here.

Yseult conducted the Savinienne ana her family to an old
pavilion which was called the Square tower, where a very
neat apartment was appropriated to hospitality. She called
a small boy of the farm, who came and took the ass, and a
maid servant, who went to get some supper for the children
and their mother. Yseult bad trained all her people to this
kind of charity which ehe practised, and which she concealed
under the aspect of obligingness.

The traveller was greatly surprised at this manrter of pro-
ceeding, which took from her all anxiety, and secmed to wish
to dispense with all gratitnde. Yseult's concise language and
her straightforward and frank manners repelled every praise
and every grateful expression, The woman of the people felt
this, and was only the more touched by it. * Well, well ¥
said she, embracing Mademoiselle de Villeprenx rather
strongly, but with an expression by which Yseult felt herself

uite moved, in spite of the resolutivn she had made never to
geatow on poverty the insult of pity, ‘I see clearly that the
good God has not yet abandoned me.

¢Now, said Yseult, overcoming her emotion, ¢tell me the
names of the friends you bave in our village; 1 will have
ihem informed of your arrival, and they will come to see you

ere.’

The traveller hesitated a moment, then she replied, ¢ You
must send and tell my son Villepreux, I'Ami-du-trait, other-
wige called Picrre IIuguenin, that the Savinienne has
arrived.

Yseult shuddered ; she looked at that woman still young,
and beautiful as an angel, who had come to find Pierre and
establish herself near him. She thought she had deceived
herself, that what she had taken for love was only friendship,
and that this was really the companion on whom he had leng
since fixed his choiee. She felt herself fainting. But re-
covering her self-command on the instant, ‘Yon will see
Pierre,” said she to the Savinienne, ‘and you will tell him
au.t 1 have received you very heartily. He will feel obliged

me,
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She withdrew rapidly, gave the order to go and inform
Pierre Huguenin, and ran to shut herself up in her chamber,
where she remained for two hours, seated before her table,
with her head in her hands, At the hour of tea, her grand-
father sent for her. She entered the saloon as calm as if no~
thing serious had occupied her thoughts.

CHAPTER XXXI.

PIERRE ran to visit the Savienne as soon as he learat her
arrival at the chateau. Ile flattered himself he should there
find Amaury, who had escaped in the very middle of supper.
But he did not find him there, and it was in vain that he
expected him; it was in vain that he looked for him in every
direction.

The evening passed without the appearance of the Corine
thian, Dierre, in his previous reflections respecting the Sa-
vienne’s arrival, had said to himself that her first interview
with Amanry would decide their mutual destiny; and that,
from the coldness or the joy of her lover, she would discover
the truth or retain her illusion, His embarrassment was,
therefore, very great ; for the absence of the Corinthian might
bave an occasion independent of his will, and Pierre had no
right to make his friend’s confession before giving him time to
justify himself. On the other side, the Savinienne was so
calm, so full of faith and hope, and Pierre foresaw so clearly
the inevitable disappointment which awaited her, that he
reproached himself for confirming her in her error. She did
not question him, a secret modesty forbidding her to pronounce
first the name of him whom she loved ; but she expected him
to speak to her of his friend in some other manner than to
repeat every moment, ¢ I do not see the Corinthian coming,’
or ‘I hope the Corinthian will come.’

Her attention was diverted for a moment, when, after hav.
ing spoken, several times, of the obligingness of the chamber-
.natd, whose generous reception she had at once related to
Pierre, she made him guess, from the description she gave of
her, that this chambermaid was no other than the young
chatelaine. Then she questioned him a great deal respecting
that rich and noble young lady who stopped travellers on the
highway to give them hospitality for the night, and to busy
herself about their anxicties for the morrow; and who did
these things with such simplicity of heart that one could
neither guess her rank, nor understand, at first, how good she



278 THE COMPANION

was, unless good one's self. From the details which Pierra
gave her rewpecting Mademoiselle de Villepreux, the Sa-
vinienne conceived for that young person a kind of religious
veneration ; and her joy was great on learning the judgment
ghe had pasaed upon the seulptures of the Corinthian as well
a8 the protection she had secured for him on the part of her

andfather. But when, from (uestions to questions, she
earned the Corinthian’s projects, and hi~ desire to go to Parig
and change his trade, she became pensive ard stupified ; and,
after having listened to all that Pierse rried (- make her coms
prehend, she replied to him, shaking ver ircad :- - All thie
astonishes me greatly, Master Pierre, and appears to me so
little natural, that 1 think 1 am hearing one of those stories
which our companions sometimes read in books during the
evenings, and which they call romances. You say that Amaury
wishes to become an artist.  Is he not one while remaining #
joiner? Ishonld rather think he wishes to become a citizen
and to leave his clasa. T do not approve of that - T have never
gcen the pretence of elevating one’s sell abhove oue’s fellows
succeed well with anybody. Those who do s0 jose the esteem
of their former companions, and become very unhappy be-
cause they have no friends.  What does be intend to do at
Paria? Iar he the means of establishing bimaeli there ! Yow
say that he will require many years atill to becone skilful in
his new trade, and many more years befure that trade will
give him enough to live upon. Then he will live npon the
charities of this lord in the mesnwhice? | am willing to

ant that this Count de Villepreux may be a fine wman ; but
it is always hard to accept the succour of the rich, and I do
not understand how, when he has reached a point where he
can maintain himself, he is willing to place himself again
under the tutorage of masters, or at the disposition of benes
volent persons.

All that Picrre could say to assert the right of intellect to
all the means of advancement did not convince the Savinienne.
Her good sense and her natura) uprightness never failed her
in reference to matters which she could comprehend ; but her
ideas were confined to a certain vircle, and by the side of her

dat qualities, there was a eertain uumber of prepossessions
gt:d prejudices by which she held to the people as the tree to
ite Toot.,

Her secret dissatisfaction and her sorrowful anxiety in-
creased when, the chateau clock striking eleven, she was
obliged to give up all hope of seeing the Corinthian before
the next day. She had put her children to bed, and felt her-
aelf too much fatigned to sit up any longer; but after she had
gone to bed she could not sleep, and, yielding to the sad
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presentiments which rose confusedly in her mind, she passed a
part of the night in weeping and praying.

T'he Corinthian had torn himself with so much effort from
the socicty of the marchioness at the hour of dinner, that she
had promised him that she would return to her chamber as
Boon as she could escape ; and hardly had he himself finished
his repast, than he went to wait fur her in the sceret parsage.
She pretended a severe headuche, in order to leave the saloon
early, and returued to lock her-olf up in her own apartment.
There, to piease th Corinthian and to make him furget all
the bitterne.- «of Ljx jealonsy, she conceived the idea of
arraying her-cl{ iu her most beautiful attire for him alone.
She had in et wardrobe a carnival disguise which became
her wonderfully ; it was a ball dressof the last century. She
crisped and powdered her hair, which she afterwards orna-
mented with penls, flowers, and plumes. She pnt on a dreas
with a long waist and farthingales, rich and coquettish to thé
last degrer, and all garnished wath ribbons aud Jaces. She
did not torget either the high-beeled slippers nor the great
fan painted by Bouchon, nor the massive rings ou all the
fingers, nor the pateh above the eyebrow and at the corner of
the mouth.  As tu rouge, the had no need of it ; her natural
brilliancy would huve made it look pale, and an able of those
fimces would have said that liove nestled in the dimples of
her checks.  This eostume, half gumptuons, halt gailant, was
singnliarly appropriate to her height and figure. She dazzled
the Corinthisn s, a8 to make him crazy. Thas trenstormed
into a marchioness of the Regency, she seemed to him a
hundred times more a marchioness than ever: and the
thonght that ro beautitul a womn, so well arrayed, and of so
proud & carriage, save herself to him, a child of the people,
obscure, ond budly drewed, tilled hi with a pride which
perhaps degenerated romewhat into vanity., This children’s
play diverted and intesicated them the wlicle night.  Be-
tween thea hoith they did not number forty years. Never
had a really serions thought Lowed Josephine’s beautiful
head, and the Corinthian felt withiu hiywm such an ardour for
life, such a need of knowing everything, of fecling every-
thiug, and possessing cverything, that the grave teachings of
the Savinienne and of Pierre lluguenin were effaced from his
heart like the fleeting image which a bird reflects in the
water as he passes over it in his flight. The marchioness had
eaten mnothing at dinner, in order to make a pretext for
having supper served in her chamber, that she might share
the delicate dishes with the Corinthian. She amused herself
in arranging this supper, served on silver plate, upon a little
table which she ornamented with vases of flowers and a
great mirror in the centre, in order that the Corinthian coyld



280 THE COMPANION

see her double and admire her in all her attitudes. Then she
hermetically closed the shutters and the curtains of her
chamber, lighted the candelabras on the mantel pieces, placed
tapers on. every side, burnt perfames, and played the
marchioness as much as she could, under pretence of making
& parody of the old times. But this play turned to a serious
matter. She was too pretty to resemble n caricature ; and the
refinements of luxury and of voluptuonsness too easily in-
sinuated themselves into his artist’s orgunization for the
Corinthian to think of satirizing that olden time which was
revealed to him, the effeminacy of whick appeired to him at
this moment more to be regretted than it was revolting.
That delightful supper, that night of pleasure, that chamber
arranged as a boudoir, that little citizen’s daughter disguised
a8 a gallant ireat lady, struck his imagination a fatal blow.
Until then he had artlessly loved Josephine for herself,
regretting that she was not a poor, country girl, and cursing
the riches and greatness which placed cternal obstacles between
them. From this moment he became accustomed to the
trifles which composed the life of that womun; he found .
piquant attraction in the mystery and danger of his love, and
turned his desires without repugnance towards that privilezed
world in which he dreamed that he would make room for
himself. In his transport he sworc to the marchioness that
she would not long have to blush at her choice, that he would
know how to make fly wide open before him the doors of these
saloons, the walls of which it had been his destiny to wain-
soot, and in which he wished to tread upon the carpets and
breathe the perfumey, on some day when he should he seen to
enter them with head erect and an assured glance. Dreams
of ambition and of vain-glory took possession of his brain;
the love of Josephine sesmed bonud to the brilliant future to
which he believed himself called ; an | the remembrance of
the Savinienne no longer presented isself to him buf asa
frightful slavery, as a bond with poverty, sadness, and
obscurity.

Thus, at his awakinf, he received as the stroke of a poignard
the news which Pierre gave him of the mother’s arrival and
her presence at the chateau. Amaury could have wished to
hide himself beneath the earth, but he had to gather resig-
nation, in order to appear before her. He armed himself
with courage, assumed a nonchalant air, caressed the children,
played with them, and talked of business with the Savinionne,

g, by much zeal and devoteduess in her material con-
eerns, to make her forget the freezingvcoldness of his looks
and the foroed ease of his mauners. While affecting this au«
dsoity, the Corinthian thought, in spite of himself, of the

-roués of the regency, with whom Josephine had entertained
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him all night, and he wanted but little of endeavouring to
believe himself a marquis. The Savinienne, in a deep stupor,
heard bim talk of the lodging he intended to seek for her,
and the customers he should obtain for the establishment of
her business. She let him move and chat around her without
answering him, and this silent dejection in which he saw her
began to frighten him. He felt his courage vanish, and was
seized with a timid respect which did not very well agree
with his attempts ¢t presumption.

The Savivicune rose at last, and said to him, as she ex-
tended her hand: e

‘I thank you my dear son, for the eagerness you manifeat
to serve me; but you must not let that trouble you. I have
no need of assistance for the moment, 1 have already found
friends here who take an interest in me, and my lodging will
be quickly procured. Go to your work, I beseech you; the
day has begun, and you know that the duty of a good jours
neyman is punctuality.’

Pierre remained with her alittle while after the Corinthian
had retired, expecting some burst of her sorrow; but she
remained firm and silent, expressed no regret, no doubt, and
did not show that she had changed her intentions repecting
her establishment at Villepreux.

As soon u8 Pierre had gone to the workshop, the Savinienne
resumed her mourning, which she had laid aside while tra-
velling, arranged her widow’s cap with care, put her chamber
in order, took her children by the haund, and led them to &
maid-servant who promised to carry them to breakfast; then
she asked if it would be possible for her to speak with Made-
moiselle de Villeprenx. After a few minutes, she was intro-
duced into the chamber of the young chatelaine.

Yseult had slept but little. She had just waked, and the
firat {feeling which came to her on opening her eyes was a
cruel disenchantment and a secrev confusion, But her deter-
mination had been taken the day befure, and when she was
informed that the woman installed by her in the travellers
chamber asked to sec lier, she resolved’to be great and to do
nothing by halves.

‘Take a seat,” said she to the Savinienne, extending her
hand to her, and making her sit down by the side of her bed.
¢ Are you rested? Did your children sleep well?

‘My children did slesp well, thanks to God and your good
heart, mademoiselle,’ replied the Savinieune, kissing Yseult's
hand with a digniied manner, which prevented the young
girl from repelling this act of deference and gratitude.

‘I do not come to ask your pardon for not guessing yeater.
day with whom 1 was talking: I know you are above that.
Keither do I come to lose mygelf in thanks for your goodness
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towards us: I have been told you do not like praises, But X
come to you as to a person of great heart and good counsel,
to confide to you a sorrow I have.’

¢ Who then has inspired you with this confidence in mo, my
dear dame? said Yseult, making a great eflort over herself
in order to encourage the Savinicnne,

¢It is master Pierre Huguenin,' replicd the mother of com+
panions with decision,

¢ Then you spoke to him of me ? returned ¥..cult trembling.

¢We talked of you for more than an hour, replied the Savi-
!':)ienne, ¢and that is why 1 love you ay if I had seen you

om.l)

“Bavinienne, you do me great good in saying that,” re.
turned Yseult, who, in spite of all hcr courage, felt a burning
tear escape from her eyes, ¢ When you see muster ierre again,
you can tell him that I will be your friend a~ T am his’

¢I knew that beforehand, replied the Savinicnne; ‘for I
have come {0 mako a trial of it at once.’

Here the Savinienne related to Yscult her while story from
her marriage with Savinicn up to the muemer! whe <he left
Blois in consequence of the Corinthian’s invitation. Then
she added :

‘1 have fatigued you greatly by my recital, my good demoi:
gelle; but you will ree that it is a dclicate matter, avd one
on which 1 could consult only you. 1n spite of o1l the esteem
1 have for master Pierre, I could not understind hLim last
evening ; and to-day, I am stil) far from cemprebending what
he wishes to explain to me. Me tells me that the Corinthian
ought to be a rculptor, that, for this purpose he yuuet return to
apprenticeship ; that it is you, Mademoixclle, and Monsicur
your father, who wish to send him to Paris : that, for ccveral
iears. he will earn nothing, and will live upon your benefits.

f this be 8o, the marriage that was projected between us can-
not take pluce ; for, if 1 married the Corinthian next year, I
should be 4 charge to you, ard should be #o for u long time,
a8 well as my children. Even if you should consent 1+ this, ¥
could uot be willing : my children are born free, they must
not be brought up in dependence. Thiz wir a prejudice
which my busband had, and which I shall respeet now that
heis deag. T have not concealed from Pierre that his friend’s
project pained me. But doubtless the Coriuthian is more
attached to that project than to me; for this morning,
when I saw bim again, he was so constrained and ro singular
with me that 1 did not recognize bim. He seemed vexed
with me that I did not share his illusions. This is the posie
tion in which we are, It is a sad one for me, and J am not
without remorse for having come here to contide my existence
1o chance and the caprice pf a young man, while I might have
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remained at Blois under the protection of a wise and faithful
friend who would not have abandoned me for anything in the
world. 1t is, I believe, a crime in & widow, who has children,
to listen to her heart in her :Poioe of the man who must pro-
tect them. Sheshould consult ouly her reason and her duty,
Yes, I am greatly culpable, 1 feel it at this hour. Bué
the fault is committed: to recal what 1 said to Bon-soutien
would be a want of dignity, and the mother of Savinien’s
children must not pass for a trifling and capricious woman ;
that would some day reflect upon the honour of his daughter.
I must thereforv endeavour to do the best I can in the un-
fortunate situation to which I huve brought myself. [t is for
this purpose, and not to weary you with my sorrow, that I
have come to consult her whom Pierre Huguenin calls the good
augel of bruken hearts.’ t
'he Savinienne's recital had taker away the enormous

weight which oppressed the heart of Yseult. She felt grate-
ful for the good she had done to her, and at the same timc
touched by the wisdom and uprightness of this woman, whe
had no other light in her soul than that of her duty.

¢ My dear Savinienne ,’ said she, pawsing one of her arms
around thn elegant and solid bust of the woman of the people,
¢you ask advice of me, and you appear to me Ro wise that it
seems to me it would be for me to reccive it of you every mo-
ment of my life. I can give you no information as to what
is tuking place at the bottom of your Corinthian’s hoart. It
would seem to me imposrible that he should not adore such
a beiug as you ; and yet 1 should fear to deceive you did 1 tell
you that this young man will prefer domestic happiness and
the peaceful and luborious life of the mechanic to the nruggles,
sufferings, and triumphs of the artist. We shall talk about
him often enough, I hope, for me to succeed in making l2!0!1
comprehend what bis genius and his ambition comwand him
to do. 1 have sometimes conversed on this subject with
Pierre, and Yierre will tell you thereupon some excellent
things hy which he has convinced me, and which decided
me to develope the vocation of the sculptor, instead of hinder-
ing it.’

'he Savinienne openad her cyes very wide, and endeavour-
ed to understand Yseult.

“Then you yourself also had the idea that you might be
urging him to his ruin? said she, with a deep righ.

€Yes, | did sometimes have it, and I was frightened at the
haste my father manifested to draw that child from his
condition in orderto expose him to all the dangers of Paris,
and to all the hazards of an artist's life, 1t seemed tome that
he assumed a grave responsibility, and that, if the Corinchian
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did not succeed aocording to our hopes, we should have rem-
dered him a very sad service.’
'A:d yot you nevertheless continued to put that into his

¢ Pierre decided that we had not the right to deprive him
ofit. Each of us has his peculiar aptness, and bears in him«
self the germ of his destiny, my good Bavinienne. God makes
nothing in vain. He has his mysterious and profound views
in endowing us with such or such a talent, with such or such
a virtue, and, perhaps, with such or such a defect. The in-
stincts of youth are sacred, snd no one has the right to
emother the flame of genius. On the contrary, it is a duty to
excite and to develope it, at the risk of giving to the indivi-
dual as many sufferings as new faculties.’

¢1 can hardly believe what you say,’ replied the Savienne,
¢and I know not how to direct myself in the midst of all this,
1 was about to tell you that if the Corinthian would be rich.
happy, and honoured in his new trade, 1 was resolved to sa-
crifice myself, to be silent or to depart; but you tell me that
he will suffer, be ruined perhaps, and yet that all this risk
must be taken to please God. Youn are more learned than I,
and you speak 80 woll that I know not how to answer you,
ox_oepl:fhnt 1 do not understand, and that I am very much
grieved.’

While saying this the Savinienne began to weep, which
was not often the case with her, unless she were alone.

Yeeult tried to console her, and besought her not to be
precipitate. She persuaded her to establish herself in the

i , were it only for a few months, in order to see if the
Corinthian, free in his choice and having time for retlection,
would not return to love aud calm happiness. Yseult was as
far as the Savinienne from supposing Amaury's unfaithfal-
ness, The loves of the marchioness were so well protected by
the discovery of the secret passage, the Corinthian had so
much discretion and prudence in his outward relations with
the chatean, that no one had the least suspicion.

The Savinienne thereéfore resumed courage, and decided to
remain : Yseult besought her, in the name of her children,
not to be unreasonably proud with her, and at least to keep
her chamber in the pavilion of the court; observing to her
that she could work for the village at the same time as for
the chateau, and that she could not, therefore, be considered
in any manner as a domestic. The Savinienne yielded, and
remained thus, for the reat of the season, in an almost intimate
iriendship with Mademoiselle de Villepreux, who did not
pass a day without going to talk with her an hour or two,
and who gave lessons in writing and arithmetic to her little
Manette. This intimacy gave Pierre much more frequent
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opportunities to see Yseult, and to become passionately at-
tached to that noble creature. When he saw her seated
beside the Savinienne’s work-table holding the little boy on
her knees and teaching him the alphabet, her who read
Montesquieu, Pascal, and Leibnitz in secret, he had to do
violence to his feelings not to throw himself on his knees be-
fore her. Yseult had indeed a little coquetry with bim ; she
made herself one of the people to please him, tending the
Savinienne’s chafing dishes, and sometimes taking her flat-
iron, when tle children called her off, to iron in her stead
the bands of the cuvate or father Huguenin’s cravats. Love
and republican cntBusiasm threw so much poetry upon these
rrosa.ic details, that Pierre no longer trod upon the earth, but
ived in a kind of mystic fever in which %(i,s intellect grew
every day, and in which his heart, given up without restraint
to all ita good instincts was enriched with new strength and
ardour to conceive and to desire the good and the beantiful.
1 assure you, friend reader, that those two platonic Jovers ex-
changed very great worda in the rquare tower, even while
thinking they said the most simple things in the world, and
that this bLeautiful society, which ynu think so well framed,
will bend like a work of straw on that day when the logic of
areat hearts shall bring to bear upon it those eternal truthg
which you call common-place, and which are agitated every
day around certain hearths where you would not deign to seat
yourself with a new coat. Before the gothic window of this
tower was a great vine, where the pigeons came to play on the
edge of the roof. Yseult had tamed them by leaning fre-
quently on the windowsill; and while the capuchin, the
fantail, or the pouter* came to pick her hand, she often had
high revelations respecting perfectibility, and ascended with
Pierre, who during this time was at work on an ornament of
the wainscotting, even to the loftiest regions of the ideal.
While the resigned Savinienne worked for her children, and
retempered her empty and desoiate heart in friendship and
the religious sentiment, the Corinthian suffered very severe
tortures. Always constrained and hymiliated at himself in
the presence of that noble woman, he went to stifle his remorse
in the socicty of the marchioness; but he no longer found
there the same happiness. A profound sadness, an incessant
anxiety had taken poseession of Josephine. 1t seemed to the
Corinthian that ehe concealed from him some secret. The
fear of the world reigned over her, in spite of all the male-
dictions she privately bestowed upon it, and in spite of the
wengeance which she thought she took in her hidden plea-
sures with the man of the people. Butf, at the least noise

¢ Different kinds of pigeons,
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that was heard, she had in the company of Amaury shud
derings or faintings which betrayed shame and fear. He was
sometimes indignant at them, at other timea he cxcused them ;
but, at the bottom, he would have desired more boldness and
confidence in that mistress so fiery in pleasure, 4o cowardly in
reflection. In presence of her fears, the Corinthian felt his
pride soften, and he resigned himself to great sacritices. To
avoid the suspicions whih her change of character might
have occasioned, the marchioness wished to see the world
from time to time; and in spite of the humiliations she had
there undergone, she did not lose a single opportunity to re.
attach herself to it. Her coquetry was every day renewed
from its ashes. The Corinthian had great conflicts of anger
and tenderness; and in these struggles, it seemed to him that,
instead of being reanimated, his heart was wearied and tended
to become hardened. His character became embittered ; he
avoided Pierre, resisted father Huguenin, and almost despised
the other journeymen. The hard habits of poverty began to
weiﬁx“npon him ; he had no longer any pleasure in sculptur-
ing his wood work, aspiring with anxiety to cut marble and
¢o see models. The good Savinienne remarked with rorrow
that he paid much attention to his toiles and acquircd habits
of carelessness.

¢ Alas " said she to Pierre Huguenin, ¢ he spends all his
earnings in buying velvet vests and getting blouses em-
broidered. When I see him passing in the morning combed
and dressed like an image, I no longer ask myself why he ar-

Tive t at the workshop.’

"R father Huguenin, he was very much scandalized at
th&'o nthians wearing fine boots instead of thick shoes,
and ke sometimes said to him during supper :

¢ My boy, when we see the hands of a workman bleach and
bis nails g:w long, we may say it is a bad sign ; for his tools
sust and his boards mould.’
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CIIAPTER XXXIL

. Isrpore LEREnoURs, the employé amx ponts-et chaussées,
I..d been for some time a fixed inhabitant of the chateau of
Villeproux. Ilis father pretended that he had had some
disagreement with his inspector, and that, disyusted with the
Businvss, he had gived in his remignaton. But the fact was that
Isidore’s stupidity and ignorance had become insupportable
%o his chiet, that very sharp words had been exchanged ba-
tween them, and that, in consequence of the report which
that discussion had occasioned, he had been dismissed. He
was lodged at the chateau, until a new employment could
be found for him, and dwelt in the tower which his tather 06.
<cupied at the bottom of the great court, and which was
opposite the Savinicnne’s square tower.

Sceing therefore from his window all that passed there, he
was soon convinced that the beautifnl widow had no amorous
intrigue either with Pierre or wish the Corinthian; and, not
doubting that his tine clothes and his good looks would
duce an effect upon that simple woman who was obligeJ to
work for her living, he ventured to coquet about her. The
Bavinienne did not at first think of being frightened, and did
not feel for him that aversion with which he inspired all the
other women of the house. The mother of companions had
seen 80 muny and such rough natures growl around her thag
she was no longer astonished at anything, and moreover did
not know that puerile and anticipated fear which is a near
meighbour to encouraging coguetry.

Charmod at not being snubbed by her as he was accustomed
to be by Julia and the other maids, Isidore thought the
Savinienne would be of a bettor composition, and became so
bold with her that he wished to flufter about her in the
court when she crossed it in the evening after having car
ried her linen to the chateau. These attentions were not to
the taste of the Savinienne; she threatened to give him &
alap, which she would have done as quietly as she said it ; but
it was written that lsidore should be repressed by a
momewhat stronger than hers.

One evening, being intoxicated, Isidore saw the Savinienns
lookinﬁ at the foot of the tower for a young pigeon which had
fallen down from the nest. He roshed towards her without
geeing that Pierre Huguenin was at two paces distance; and
Bo recommenced his rude importunities with expressions 8
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frivolous and manners so little respectful, that Pierre, indig
nant, approached and ordered him to withdraw. Isidore,
who nevertheless was not brave, hut to whom wine gave bold-
ness, wished to insist, and becoming entirely brutal, asserted
that he would kiss the Savinienne before the eyes of Aer
gallant. I am mnot her gallant,’ said Pierre, ‘but I am her
friend; and to prove it, I will rid her of a fool.’ Saying this,
he took Isidore by the two shoulders, and, although he re-
tained patience enough not to use all his strength, he threw
him sgainst a wall, where the ex-employé rather damaged his
face. He held himself satisfied, and knowing thenceforth the
workman’s arm, he did not boast of his mishap, but he felt al}
his projects o vengeance return, and his hatred against Pierre
Huguenin was rekindled more vividly and with more reason
ever.

He began by attacking the weakest enecmy, and by slandering
the Savinienne. He confided to everybody in a low voice
that the Corinthian and Pierre shared her favours with a
cgnical contempt for her and for the public morals, and even
that the Berrichon was her lover to boot. ¢Ile was very snre
of it, he said, ‘ he could see from his window everything that
happened at night in the square tower.’

Several persons refused to belicve this; a greater number
believed it without examination and repoated it without
gcruple. The domestics of the chateau, closcly observing the
Savinienne’s conduct, confidently repelled the calumnies of
Isidore, whom, moreover, they eordially detested; and, as
they had a great deal of esteem and affection for ierre, they
were careful not to repeat them to him. But they retailed
them to the Corinthian, whom they liked much less, because
they found him proud, and rat:er contemptuous towards
themselves.

This was a fresh punishment for Amaury, and a new re-
morse, to see her whom he had loved and had invited to his
side, defamed in consequence of hiwm, and defended by another
than himself. He swore that young Lereboura should repent
it severely, but he was preventcd from any actiou by the
jealousy of the marchioness.

Josephine had the custom of conversing in the merning with
her maid, while her hair was dressed, and Julia kept her in-
formed of all the tittle-tattle of the servants’ hall and of the
village. When she learned the suspicions of which the Sa-
vinienne was the aobject, befors examining if they were well-
founded, she conceived a strange aversion for that victim of
her love for the Corinthian, She began by interrogating the
latter, and did it with so much bittemness and excitement,
that the Corinthian, whose humour was already quite gloomy,
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replied to her with some hauteur that he owed her no account
of his past life.

¢ Novertneless,’ added he, ©I will tell you, that you may see
how very unfounded your insults are, and how very unjust
your jealousy. It is quite true that I have loved the Sa-
vinienne, and that I have been loved by her : it is true that I
was to have married her at the expiration of her mourning,
and that I should have done 8o had I not met you : it is quite
true also that I have broken the most faithful and the most
generous heart there ever was, to preserve one which disdains
me and escapes from me every moment. Bat be easy ; though
I feel my madness, tfough ['am certain of being broken
you some day in my turn, I adore you, and I no longer love
the Savinienne, In vain do I blush at my conduoct, in vain
would 1 wish to make amends for my crime: the sight of her
is a horrible punishment for me, and when Pierre drags me
into her company, I count the minutes which I could wish to
pass with you.’

¢ And then,’ said the marchioness, shaking her head with
an incredulous air, ¢ that generous and faithfu! woman, whom

ou do not even deign to look at, throws herself from despair
into the arms of your friend Pierre, and consoles herself with
him for your desertion.’

The Corinthian was outraged by this accusation. He would
never have thought that wounded vauity could have given to
Josephine such evil thoughts and such attacks of wickedness,
He had a cruel proof of this; for in his indigoation, he
warmly defended the Suvinienne, and goaded to extremity by
the bitter sarcasms of the marchioness, he allowed himself to
be carried so far as to depreciate the latter in order to exalt
her rival. Then Jusephine became furious, had a real nervous
attack, and wus not appeased until, broken by fatigues, ex-
hausted by toars, she had brought to her feet her lover, dis-
tracted and broken like herself.

These storms were renewed the following evening, and were
still more violent.  Jesephine drove the Corinthian from her
chamber, and, when he was in the segret puesage, she had
such fits of sobbing and was so delirious, that he returned to
defend her from herself. They were reconciled only to quarrel
again ; and in thosesad convulsions of a love in which faith
no longer prevailed, there pasied some of these words whick
kill the ideal, and some of those answers which nothing ca
efface. The Corinthian, dismayed, asked himself with horrZh
ifit was love or hate that existed between him and Joeephirfy

Until such precautions had been taken by them that ¥
& breath, not an imprudent sound, had distarbed the sile e
of the young nights in the old chateau. But, in these nighek
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of storm, they trasted too much to the thickness of the w
apd the isolated situation of the apartment. The countyli:
slept Dut little and whose slambers were light, as is tiw daes
with xll old persons, was struck by stifled cries, dull gromng
and bursts of voices suddenly repressed, which scemed to mib'
hale from the massive sides of the walls. The secret passage
Tan at no great distance from his bed chamber. He knew
this, but wes ignorant that » communicativn could be es-
tablished between that blind passage and the narrower and
more mysterious slip which the Corinthian slone had dige
covered in the wainecotting of the chapel. !

The old count had little faith in ghosts, At first he thought,
of his granddaugbter, rose, and approached her apar
which was situated at the extremity of the corridor,
which had o communication with the worksbop through the
turret. He beard no voice, entered softly, found Yseunlh

ully #leeping, and crossed her chamber to descend the
ittle winding staircase which led to the turret study.
During this short passage the strange noises which had st
his ear were no lunger heard. But when he had advancesd
upon the gallery of the chapel, ho seemed to find them agaim.

Tha count bad always been very near sighted, and, to malte
amends, bix heaning wus excessively fine and practised. He
heard, as throuch an acoustic tube, { wo voices which quarrelled,
and which scemed to come from a great distance. He exe
amined the sculptures with his eye glans; but the moveabis
E::ul was too far off for him to see the joint. Besides

d nothing further, and he was ahout to retire, when
saw the pannel move, slide a8 into a wing, and the Corint|
pale, jgith hiw hair in disorder, and rage in hi~ eyes, leap
8'heifhs of ten feet upon a heap of shavings which he
Placed there to breuk the noise of his daily full. (He ascen
wideer which he afterwards threw down upon
BRI ings to prevent any suepicion on the part of
who enter the workshop during the night.)

Ap' s the count had seen the pannel move, he
drawn Jmck, and hidigg himself behind the ta
with his ¢lass he had observed the Corinthian without;
percei Hardly had the young man retired when
count descended to the workshop, rubbed his crutch in &

;f{whita lead, and made a mark on the moveable panel that

vineht ine it. Then, before daylight, he went to

fowpille. his old valet de-chambre, the smallest, the most
m‘,i»rput, the most crafty, and most discreet of all
latte, 00108 of past times, Oamille took hia master-key, and
that his nnmbymhunuhtothwmhhm

the Iadder against the designated panel, took
sorn, climbed up actively in spite hﬁm”ﬁ
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