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THINGS SEEN.

1888.
TALLEYRAND.

May 194A.

In the Rue Saint-Florentin, there are a palace and a
sewer.

The palace, which is of a rich, handsome aud gloomy
style of architecture, was long celled: Hitel de UIn-
Jantado; now-a-deys may be seen on the frontal of ita
principal doorway : Hotel Talleyrand. During the forty
years that he resided in this street, the last fenant
of thia palace never, perhaps, cast his eyes npon thia
sewer,

He was a strange, redoubtable, and important personage;
his name was Charles Maurice de Périgord; he was of
noble descent Jike Machiavelli, a priest like Gondi, un-
frocked like Fouché, witty like Voltaire, and lame like
the devil. It might be averred that everything in him
was lame like himself; the nobility which ke bad placed
at the service of the Republic, the priesthood which he
had dragged through the parade-ground then cast into
the gutter, the marriage which he had broken off through
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& score of exposures and a voluntary separation, the
understanding which he disgraced by acts of baseness. «

This man, nevertheless, had grandeur; the splendau.rs
of the two régimes were united in him: he was Prince *
de Vaux in the kingdom of France, and a Prince of the
French Empire. During thirty years, from the interior
of hiz palace, from the interior of his thoughts, he had
almost controlled Europe. He hnd permitted himself to
be on terms of familinrity with the Revolution, and had
amiled wpon it: ironically, it is true, but the Revolation
had not percecived this. He had come in contact with,
known, observed, penstrated, influenced, set in motion,
fathomed, bantered, inspired all the men of his time,
all the idens of his time, and there had been moments
in his life when, holding in his hand the four or five
great threads which moved the civilized universe, he
had for his puppet Napoleon I, Emperor of thie French,
King of Italy, Protector of the Confederation of the
Rhine, Mediator of the Swiss Confederation. Tlat is
the game which was playved by this man,

After the Revolution of July, the old race, of which he
was the high chamberlain, having fallen, he found himself
once more on hig feet, and said to the people of 1880,
seated barc-armed upon 2 heap of paving-stones:—
Make me your ambassador !

He received the confession of Mirabeau, and the first
confidence of Thiers. He said of himself that he was a
great poet, and that he had composed a trilogy in three
dynasties :—Act L., the Empire of Bonraparte; Act II.,
the House of Bourbon; Act IH1., the House of Orleans.

He did ell this in his palace, and, in this palace, like g
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spider in his web, he ellured and eaught in guecession,
Ixevoes, thinkers, great men, conguerors, Kings, Princes,
Emperors, Bonaparte, Sieyds, Madame de Staél, Chateau-
briand, Benjamin Constant, Alexander of Russia, 'William
of Prussia, Francis of Austria, Louis XVIII., Louis-
Philippe, oli the gilded and glittering flies whe bnzz
through the history of the last forty years. All this
glistening throng, fazcinated by the penetrating eye of
this man, passed in twn under that gloomy entrance
bearing upon the architrave the inscription :—Horrr
TALLEYRAND.

Well, the day before yesterday, May 1T7th, 1838,
this man died. Doctors eame and embalmed the body.
To do this, they, like the Egyptiana, removed the
bowels from the stomach, and the brain from the skull.
The work done, after having {ransformed the Prince
de Talleyrand intc a mummy, snd nailed down thia
mumnny in a coffin lined with white satin, they retired,
leaving upon & table the brain—that brain which had
thonght so many things, inspired so many men, erected
so many buildings, led two revolntions, duped twenty
kings, held the world. The doctors being gone, a gervant
entered ; he saw what they bad left: Hulloa! they have
forgotten this. What was fo be done with it? It
oceurred to him that there was & sewer in the street; he
went there, and threw the brain into this sewer.

Finis rerum.



1839,
DIARY OF A PASSER-BY

DURING THE RIOT OF THE 12ra OF MAY,

®rxpay, JMuy 12fh

M. pE Tocori 4 has just left my honse.  We have Leen
talking of Spnin. To my mind, geopgraphically since
the formation of llie continents, historically sinee the
conquest of the (kaunls, politically since the Duke
d’'Anjou, Bpein forms an integral part of France. Jose
primera is the same fact ns Felipe quinto; the idea of
Louis XIV. was continned Ly Napoleon. We eannot,
therefore, without grave imjundence neglect Spain. In
illness, she weighs npon ns ; well and strong, she supports
us. It is one of onr wmembers; we cannot amputate it,
it must be tended and cured. Civil war is a2 gangrene.
Wou betide us if we let it grow worse, it will spread upon
us. French blood is largely mixed with Spanish blood
through Rousillon, Navarre, and Bemrn. The Pyrences
are simply a ligature, eiticacious only for a time.

M. de Togorer was of my opinion. It was algo, he
srid, the opinion of his uncle, the Duke de Frias, when
he was Pregident of the Counecil to Queen Christina.



Diary of a Passer-by. 5

We also spoke of Madlle. Rachel, whom he con-
Sidgred mediocre as Eriphila, and whom I had not yet
seen.

At three o’clock, I return to my study.

My little danghter, in a state of excitement, opens my
door and says: “ Papa, do you know what is going on?
There is fighting at the Pont Saint-Michel.”

I do not believe a word of it. Fresh details. A cook
in our house and the neighbowring wine-shop keeper
have seen the oeevrrence. I ask the cook to comeup. [t
istrne; while passing along the Quai des Orfévres, he sawa
throng of young men firing musket-shots at the Prefecture
of Police. A bullet struck the parapet near him. From
there, the asseilants ran 1o the Place du Chitelet and to
the Hétel-de-Ville, still firing. They set ocut from the
Morgue, which the good fellow calls the Jorne.

Poor young fools ! In lesa than tweuty-fonr hours, a
large number of those who set out from there will have
returned there.

Firing is heard. The houses mre in turmoil. Doors
and caeements open and shut violently. The womon-
rervants chat and laogh at the windows., It is said that
the insurrectivn has spread to the Porte Saint-Martin, I
go oui and follow the line of the Loulevards. The
weather is fine, There are crowds of promeunaders in
their Sunday dress. Drmms beat to nrms.

At the beginning of the Rue du Pont-aux-Choux are
some groups of people looking in the direction of the
Dne de I'Osgeille. There are 2 great erowd and a
great uproar close to an old fountuin whicli can be
scen from the boulevard, and which forms the angle
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of an open space in the old Rue du Temple. In the
midst of ihis hubbub, three or four lLittle tricologred
flags are scen to pass. Comments. It is perceived that
these flags are simply the ornamentation of a little barrow
in which some trifle or other is being hawked about.

At the beginning of the Rue des Filles-du-Calvaire,
groups of peaple look in the same direction. Some work-
men in Vlouses pass near to me. I hear one of them
say: ““ What does that matter to me? I have neither
wife, child, nor misiress.”

Upoun the Boulevard du Teniple the eqffs are closing.
The Cirgue Olympique is also closing. The Gaitd holds
out, and will give a performance.

‘The crowd of promenaders becomes greater at each
step. Many women and children. Three drummers of
the Nutionnl Guard—old soldiers, with scloun mien,
puss hy, beating to avius.  The fountnin of the Chateau
' Eau snddenly throws up its grand holiday streams. At
the back, in the low-Iving strect, the great railings and
doorwny of the Town Hall of the 5th Arrondissement
are tlosed ome inside the other. I notice in the door
little loopholes for mnskets,

Nothiug at the Torte Saint-Martin, but a large crowd
peacefully moving about acruss regiments of infantry and
cavalry stativned Letween the two gwiewnys. The Porte
Saint-Martin  Theatre cloges its box-office. The bills
arc being taken down on which I see the words Marie
Z'wdor. The pmnibuses are running.

Thiroughout this jonrney I have not heard any firing,
but the erowd and vehicles make a greai noiss.

I return to the Marais, In the old Rue du Temple,
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}he women, in a state of excitement, gossip at the door-
waye. Here are the details, The riot spread throughout

+ the neighbourhood. Towards three o’clock, two or three
hundred young men, poorly armed, suddenly broke into
the Town Hall of the 7th Arrondissement, digarmed the
guard, and took the muskets. Thence, they ran to the
Hdtel-de-Ville and performed the same freak, As they
entered the guard-room they gaily embraced the officer.
When they had the Hétel-de-Ville, what was to be done
with it? They went away end Jeft it. If they had
France, would they be less embarrassed with it than
they were with thie Hétel-de-Ville? There sre among
them many boys, fourteen or fifteen years old. SBome do
not, know how to load their muskets ; others cannot carry
them. One of those who fired in the Rue de Paradis fell
upon his hind-quarters after the shot. Two drummers,
killed at the head of their columns, are placed in the Royal
Printing Establishment, of which the principal doorway is
shut. At this moment, barricades are being made in the
Rue des Quatre Filg, at the corner of all the little Rues
de Bretagne, de Poitou, de Touraine, and there are
groups of persons listening. A grenadier of the National
Guard passes by in uniform, his musket upon his back,
looking about him with an uneasy look. It is seven
o'clock; from my baleony in the Place Royale platoon-
firing is heard.

Eight pom.—] follow the boulevards as far as the
Mbadeleine. They are covered with troops. National
Guards march at the head of all the patrols. The
Sunday promenaders intermingle with all this infantry,
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all thig cavalry, At intervals, a cordon of soldiers quietly.
empty the crowd from cne side of the boulevard toghe
other., There is a performance at the Vaudeville,

Oune a.m.—The boulevards are deserted. There re-
main ouly the reginients, who bivouac at short distances
apnrt, Coming back, I passed through the little streets
of the Marais, All is quiet and gloomy. The old Rue
du Temple is as black as a farnace. The Ianterns there
have been smashed.

The Place Royale is a camp. There are four great
fires before the Town Ilall, round which the suldiers
cliat and langh, gented upon their knapsacks, The flames
carve & black silhouette of rome and cast a glow upon
the faces of the others. The green, fresh leaves of the
spring trees rustle merrily above the braziers,

I had a letter to post. I tock some precautions in the
matter, for everything looks suspicious in the eyes of
these worthy Nativnal Guards, I recollect that at the
period of the riots of April, 1884, I passed by a guard-
house of the Nationul Guard with a volume of the works
of the Duke de Saint-Simon. I was pointed out as &
Saint-Simonian, and narrowly eseaped being murdered.

Just as I was going indoors agnin, a squedron of
hsnars, held in reserve all day in the courtyard of the
Town Mall, suddenly issued forth and filed past me ata
gnllop, going in the direction of the Rue Baint-Antoine.
As I went upstairs, I heard the horses' footfalls retreating
in the distance,
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’ Mospay, May 13k, 8 A

B&veral companies of the National Guard have come and

Joined the line regiments encamped in the Place Royale.

A number of men in blouses walk about among the
National Guard, observed and observing with an anxious
lock. An omnibus comes out upon the Rue du Pas-de-
la-Mule. Tt is made to go back. Just now, my floor-
polisher leaning upon his broom, said : ** Whose side shall
Ibe on?" He added a moment afterwards: “ What a
filthy government this is! I have thirty francs owing to
me, and cannot get anything out of the people 1™

The drums beat to arms.

I breakfast as I read the papers. M. Duflot arrives.
He was yesterday at the Tuileries. It was 2t the Sunday
reception; the King appeared fatigued—the Queen was
low-gpirited. Then he went for a walk about Paris. He
saw in the Rue du Grand-Hurleur a man who had been
killed—a workman, stretched upun the ground, in his
Sunday clothing, his forehead pierced by a bullet. It
was evening. By his side was & lighted candle. The
dead man hnd rings on his fingers, and his watch in his
fob-pocket, from which issued s great bunch of trinkets.

Yesterday at half-past three o’clock, at the first musket-
shots, the King sent for Marshal Scult, and said to him:
“* Marshal, the waters bacome troubled. Bome ministers
must be fished up."”

An hour afterwards, the Marshal came to the King

~and eaid, as he rubbed his hands, in his Bouthern accent :
¢ This time, Bire, I think we shall manage the business.”

There is, in fact, & ministry this morning in the
Moniteur.
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Mid-day.—I go out. Firing can be heard in the Rue
Snint-Louis. The men in blouses have been turned oftt
of the Place Royale, and now only those persons who,
live there are allowed to enter the street. The rioting is
in the Rue Baint-Louis. It is feared that the insurgents
will penetrate one by one to the Place Rovale and fire
upon the troops from behind the pillars of the arcades.

Two hundred and twelve years, two months, and two
duys ago {o-dny, Beavren, Bussy d’Amboise, and Buguet
on the one hand, and Boutlevills, Deschapelles, and
Laberthe on the oiher, fought to tho death with swords
and daggers in broad daylight, at this same time and in
this same Dlace Doyale, Pierre Corneille was then
iwenty-one yeurs of age. I hear a National Guoard ex-
press regret ot the disappearance of the railing which has
jnst Geen foolishly pulled down, and of which the frag-
ments are gtill at {his moment Iying upon the pavement,

Another National Guard says: “I myself am a
Republiean, as is natural, for 1 am a Swiss.”

The approaches to the Iluce Royale are deserted.
The firing continues, very sustuined, and very close at
Jand.

In the Tlue Saint-Gilles, before the door of the house
veenpied in 1784 by the famous Couutess Lomothe-
Valois, of the Diamond Necklace offair, a Manieipal
Gunrd bars my passage.

I reach the Tlue Saint-Louis by the Rue des Douze-
Porter. The Nluce Swnint-I.ouis hns a singular appear-
ance. At one of the ends ¢im be seen a company of
roldiers, who block up the whole street and advance
slowly, pointing their muskets, I am hemuned in by



Diary of a Passer-by. I

people running away in every direction. A young man
Ias just been killed at the corner of the Rue des Donze-
. Portes.

It is impossible to go any farther. I retuwrn in the
direction of the boulevard.

At the coruer of the Rue du Harlay, there is a cordon
of National Guarde. One of them, who wears the blue
ribbon of July, stops me snddenly. ** You connof pass!™
And then his voice suddenly became milder: * Reslly,
I do not advise you to go that way, Sir.” I raise my
eyes : it ie my floor-polisher.

I proceed further.

I arrive in the Ruoe Baint-Claude. I have only gom
forward a few steps when I see all the foot-passengers
burrying. A company of infantry has just appeared at
1he end of the street, near the church. Two old women,
one of whom carries & mattress, utter exclamations
of terror. I continme to make my wny towards thu
soldiers, who bar the end of the strcet. Bome youug
geamps in blouses are bolting in every direction nenr
me. Suddenly the soldiers bring down their mnskets
and present them. I have only just time to jump
behind a street post, which protects, ut all events, my
legs. I am fired upon. No one falls in the rireets. I
make towards the soldiers, waving my bat, thut they
may not fire again. As I come t¢lose up to them, they
open their rank< for mo, I pass, and not a word i
exchanged between us.

The Rue Suint-Louis is deserted. It has the appear-
ance which it presents at four o’clock in the morning in
summet : shops shut, windows shut, ne one about, broad
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daylight. In the Rue du Roi-Doré, the neighbours ch&t
at their doornays. 'Two horses, unharnessed from gome
eart, of which a barricade has been made, pass up the.
Rue Saint-Jean-Snint-Francois, followed by & bewildered
carter. A large body of National Guards and troops of
the line appear to Le in ambush at the end of the Rue
Baint-Anastase. T make inquiries. About half-an-hour
ago, seven or cight young workmen came there, dragging
muskets, which they hardly knew how to load. They
were youths of fourteen or fifteen yenrs of age. They
silently prepared their arms in the midst of the people of
the neighbourhood and the passers-by, who looked on as
they did suo, then they broke into a honwe where there
were only an old womnn and a little child. There they
sustained a siege of a few moments. The firing in my
direction wus aimed at nome of them who were running
away up the Tlue Saint-Claude.

All the shops are closed, except the wine-shop where
the insmcents drank, and where the National Guard are
drinking.

Three o'cloek.—I have just explored the Loulevards.
They are covered with people and soldiers. Tlatoon-
firing is heard in the Rue Saint-Martin. Before the
windows of Fiescld, I saw z lieutenant-general, in full
uniform, pass by, surrcunded by officers and followed by
a squadron of very fine dragoons, sabre in hand. Thereis
a sort of camp at the Chitenu d’Eau ; the actresses of the
Ambiga are on the balcony of their green-room, looking
on. No theatre on the boulevards will give a perform-
ance this evening.
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All pigns of disorder have diseppeared in the Rue
gaing Louis. The rioting is concentrated in the great
«central markets. A National Gnard gaid to me just now:
¢ There are in the barricades over there more than four
thousand of them.” I said nothing in reply to the worthy
fellow. In moments like this, all eyes are overflowing
vessels,

In an house in course of erection in the Rue des
Coutures-Saint-Gervais, the builder’s men have resumed
work. A man has just been killed in the Rue de la Perle.
In the Rue des Trois-Pavillons, I see some little girla
playing at battledore and shuttlesock. In the Rue de
I'Echarpe there is a laundryman in a fright, who says he
has seen cannen go by. He counted eight.

Eight p.m.—The Marnis remaing tolerably guiet. I
am informed that there are cannon in the Place de la
Bastille. I proceed there, but cannot make out any-
thing ; the twilight is foo deep. Several regiments
stand in gilent readiness, infaniry and cavalry. A crowd
asgembles at the sight of the waggons from which
supplies are distributed to the men. The soldiers make
ready to bivouac. The unloading of the wood for the
night-fires is heard.

Midnight.—Complete battalions go the rounds upon the
boulevards. The bivouacs are lighted ap in all directions,
and throw reflections as of a conflagration on the fronta of
the houses. A man dressed as & woman has just passed
rapidly by me, with a white hat and a very thick black
veil, which completely hides his face. As the church
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clocks were siriking twelve I distinctly heard, amidst the
silence of the city, two very long and sustained reposts of
platoon-firing, .

T listen as a long fils of carts, making a heavy irom
cluiter, pass in the direction of the Rue du Temple.
Are these cannon ?

Nine a.m.—1 return home. I notice from a distance
{hat the great bivouae fire lighted at the corner of the Rue
Hnint-Louis and the Rue de I'Echarpe hug disappeared.
As T approach, I gee amnn stooping before the fountain and
holding something under the water of the spout. I look.
The man looks uncasy. I see that he is extinguishing at
the fountain some half-burnt logs of wood ; then he loade
them upon his shoulders and makes off. They are the
lnst brands which the soldiers have left on the pavement
on quitting their bivouacs. In fact, there is nothing left
now but a few heaps of red ashes. The soldiers have
returned to their barracks. The riot is at an end. It
will at least have served to give warmth to a poor wretch
in winter time,



1840.
FUNERAL OF NAPOLEON.

NOTEs TARKEN ON THE SPOT.

December 15th.

I mavE heard the diums beat to arms in the strects
gince half-past six o’clock in the morning. I go out at
eleven. The streets are deserted, the shops shut; no
paseer-by is to be seen save, perhaps, an old woman here
and there. It is evident that all Paris has poured forth
towards one side of the city like fluid in a slanting vessel.
It is very cold; a bright sun, slight mists overhead. The
guiters are frozen. As I reach the Louis-Philippe bridge
8 cloud descends, and a few snowflakes, driven by the
northerly wind, lash me in the face. Passing near Notre-
Dame I notice that the great bell does not ring.

In the Rue Saint-André-des-Arts the fevered com-
motion of the féte begine to manifest itrelf. Aye, it is a
fate, the féte of an exiled coffin returning in trimmph.
Three men of the lower clasaes, of those poor workmen
in rags who are cold and hungry the whole winter-time,
walk in front of me rejoicing. One of them jumps about,
dances and goes through a thousand absurd antics, erying :
#Vive I'Empereur!” Pretty griscifes, smertly dressed,
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pass by, led by their student companions. Hired earri-
ages are making rapidly in the direction of the Invalides.
In the Rue du Four the snow thickens. The sky becSmes
black. The snowflakes are intersperned with white tear.’
drops. Heaven itself seems to wish to hang out signs of
mourning.

The storm, however, lasts but a chort time. A pale
astreak of light illumines the angle of the Rue de Grenelle
and the Rue du Baec, and there the Municipal Guards
stop the vehicles. I pass by. Two great empty waggona
conducted by artillerymen come from behind me, and
return to their quarters at the end of the Rue de Grenclle
just as I come out on the Place des Invalides. Here
I fear at first that all ig over, and thet the Emperor
bes passed by, so many are the passers-by coming
towards me who appear fo be returning. It is only the
crowd flowing back, driven by a cordon of Municipal
Guarde on foot. I show my ticket for the first platform
on the left, and pass the barier.

These platforms are iminense wooden structures,
covering, from the guay to the dome-shaped building,
all the grass-plots of the Esplanade. There are three of
these on oach side,

At the moment of my arrival, the gide of the platforms
on the right as yet hides the equare from my view. I
hear a formidable and dismel noise, It seems like inna-
merable haminers beating time upon the boarding. It is
the hundred thousand spectators crowded npon the
platforms, who, being frozen by the northerly wind, are
stamping to keep themselves warm umtil such time ss the
procession shall mrive. I climb up on the platform.
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The spectacle is no less strange. The women, nearly all
of them wearing heavy boots, and veiled like the female
ballad-singers of the Pont-Neuf, are hidden beneath
great heape of furs and cloaks; the men display necker-
chiefs of extraordipary size.

The decoration of the agnare, good and bad. Shab-
biness swmounting magnificence. On the two sides of
the avenue two rows of figures, heroio, colossal, pale in
this cold aunlight, producing rather a fine impression.
They appear to be of white marble ; but this marble is
of plaster. At the extremity, opposite the building, the
statne of the Emperor in bronze; this bronze is also os
plaster. In each gap between the statues a pillar of
painted cloth, and gilded in rather bad taste, surmounted
by a brazier, just now filled with snow. Behind the
atatues, the platforms and the crowd; between the
statues, & stragpling file of the National Guard ; above
the platforms, masts, on top of which grandly fluttered
gixty long tricoloured pennants.

It appears that there has been no time to finish the
decoration of the principal entrmuce to the building.
Above the railings has been roughly constimeted a sort
of funeral triumpbal arch of pninted cloth and crape, with
which the wind plays as with old linen clothes hung out
from the parret of a hovel. A row of poles, plain and
bare, rise above the cannon, and, from a distanee, look
like those small sticks which little children plant in the
sand, Cloths and rags, which are supposed to be black
drapery with silver spangles, flutter and flap together
feebly between these poles. At the end, the Dome, with
its fiag and mourning drapery, sparkling with a metallio

¢
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lustre, subdued by the mist in a brilliant sky, has a
sombre and splendid appearance. B

It is mid-day.

The cannon at the building is fired at quarter-hour
intervals. The crowd stamp their feet. Gendarmes,
disguised in plain clothes, but betraying themselves by
their spurs and the stocks of their uniforms, walk hither
and thither, In front of me a ray of light shows up
vividly n rather poor stetue of Joan of Are, who holds in
her hand a paln-branch, which she appears to use as a
shude, as though the run affected her eyos.

At a few steps from the statue a fire, at which a number
of men of the Nativnal Guard warm their feet, is alight
in 2 heap of saud.

From time to time military bandsmen invade an
orcheatra, yaivcd Lelween the two platforms on the
opposite side, perform a funeral flourish, then come
down agein hastily and disappear in the erowd, only to
reappear e moment after. They leave the musie for the
wine-shop-

A hawker passes aloug the platform, selling dirges at a
half-penny cach, and accounts of the ceremony. I buy
two of these decuments.

All eyes are fixed upon the ecorner of the Quai d'Orsay,
whence the procession is to come out. The cold sdds to
the feeling of impatience. Black and white lines of
vapour ascend here and there through the thick mist of
the Chemps-Elysdes, and detonations mre heard in the
disturiee.

Of a sudden, the National Guards hasten to arms. An
orderly oflicer crosses the avenue at a gallop., A line is
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formed. Workmen place Indders against the pillars and
be‘é‘.i.n.to light the braziers. A salvo of Leavy artillery
explodes loudly at the east corner of the Imvalides; a
denee yellow smoke, mingled with golden flashes, fills this
whole corner. From the position in which I am placed,
the firing of tho puns can be seen. 'They are two fine
old engraved cannon of the seventeenth century, which
one hears from the nvise are of bronze. The procession
approaches.

It is half-past twelve.

At the fur end of the esplanade, near the river, a
double row of mounted grenadiers, with yellow shoulder-
belts, solemnly debouch. This is the Gendarmerie of the
Heine. It is the head of the procession. At thir moment
the sun does its daty, and appeors in its glory. It is the
month of Austerlitz.

After the bearskins of the Gendarmerie of the Seine,
the brass helmets of the Paris Municipal Guard, then the
tricoloured pennants of the lancers, fluttering in the
air in charming fashion. Flourishes of trumpets and
beating of drums.

A man in a blue blouse climbs over the outside wood-
work, at the risk of brerking his neck on the piztfurn in
front of me. No one assists him. A spectator in
white gloves lovks at him as hie does so, and does not
hold out a hand to bimm. ‘The man, hvwever, reaches
his destination.

The procession, including generals nnd mershals, has
an admirable effect. The sun, striking the cumirasses of
the carabiniers, lights up the breast of each of them with
a dezzling star. The three military schools pass by with

G2
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erect and solemn bearing, then the artillery and infantry,
ag though going into netion. The ammunition waugons
have the spare wheel at the rear, the soldiers carry their
kuaprucks upon their bacrks. A short distance off, a
great statne of Louis X1V, of ample dimensions and
tolorably good design, gilded Dy the sun, secms to view
with amazement all thik eplendour.

The monuted National Guard appear. Uproar in
the ecrowd. It is sufficiently well disciplined notwith-
standing, but it is an inglorious regiment, and this
detenets from the cffect of a procession of this kind.
T'eople laugh. 1 hear this conversation: * Just look at
that fut colonel!  How stranpely he holds his sword!”
* Who is that follow 27 That is Montalivet.”

Interminable legions of the infantry of the National
Guard now march past, with arme reversed, like the line
regiments, leneath the shadow of this grey sky. A
mouuted Nationnd Guard, who lets fail k's shako, and
ro gullops bareheaded for some time, although successful
in catehing it, canses mucel anmusement to the gallery,
that i» to suy, tu n hundred thousand people.

¥rom thuwe to lime the procession halts, then con-
tinwes on its wny. The lighting of the braziers is
completed], wd they smoke between the statues like
great bowls of puneh,

Eapectation rises higher. Here is the black carriage .
with silver ornamentation of the chapluin of the Belle-
Poule, in the inside of which is seen a priest in mourn-
ing; then the great black velvet conch with mirror panels
of the ®t. Ifeluna Commission, four Lorses to each of
these two carrinees,
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Huddenly the canuon are discharged simultaneously
from three different points on the Lorizon, This triple
gound hems in the ear in a sort of triangle, formidable
and superb. Drums bent & salute in the distence. The
funeral carringe of the Emperor appears. The sun,
obscured until this moment, reappears at the same time.
The effect is prodigiouns.

In the distance is seen, in the mist and sunlight,
against the prey and russet background of the trees in
the Chnmps-Elysées, beyond the grent white phantom-like
statues, a kind of golden mountain slowly moving. All
that can be distinguished of it as yet is n sort of lumi-
nous glistening, which makes now stars, now lightning,
gparkle over the whole surface of the car. A mighty
roar follows this apparition. It would seem as though
this car draws afier it the acelamation of the whole city
s a torch draws after it it smuke.

As it turne in the avenue of the esplanade, it remins
for & few moments at a standstill, through some con-
tingency, before a statue which stands at the corner of
the avenue and of the quay. I have since ascertained
that this statue was that of Marshal Ney.

At the moment when the funerul car appeared, it wus
kalf-past one.

The procession resumes its progress. The car
advances elowly. The shape beginua to display itself

Here are the saddle-liorses of the mavshals and generals
who hold the corda of the Imperial pall. Here are the
eighty-six subaltern legionaries bearing the bannera of
the eighty-six departments, Nothing prettier to be con-
ceived than this square, sbove which flutter a forest of



22 Things Seen.

flags. Tt might be supposed that a gigantic ﬂeld «of
dalilina ia on the march.

lere comes a white horse covered from head to foot
with n violet pall, accompanied by a chamberlain in pale
Llue, embroidered with silver, aud led by two footmen,
dressed in green, with gold lace. It iz the Emperor’s
livery. A shudder goes through the erowd. It is Napo-
leow's churger! The majority firmly believed it. Had
the horse been ridden only for two years by the Emperor,
he would be thirty vears old, which is B good age for a
horse,

The fact is that 1hix polfrey is a good old supernume-
rary liorse, who has filled for sume ten years the office of
charger in all the military burinls over which the Funeral
Admindstrntion presides. This charger of straw carries
on his back the genunine saddle of Bonaparte at Marengo :
a erimson velvet saddle with & double row of gold lace,
tulernbly well worn,

Adter the horse come, in close and regular formation,
the five hunlred snilors of the Delle-Poule, youthfnl
fuces for the must part, dressed for aclion, with ronnd
inckots, ronnd varnished hats, ench with his pistol in his
belt, his boarding-axe in hand, and at Lis side a eword, a
cutlass with a lurge haudle of polished iron,

The salvoes centinue. At this moment the story goes
the round of the ¢crowd that the first discharge of eannon
at 1he Tovalides has cut off the legs of a Municipal Groard
at the thighs. Dy an oversight, the guu had not leen
unloaded. It is added that a man has fallen down in the
Place Louis XV. nuder the wheels of the ears, and Las
been crushed to death,
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« The car is now very near. I{ is almost immediately
preceded by the officers of the Belle-Poule, under the
'command of the Prince de Joinville, on horseback. The
Prince de Joinville's face is covered with a beard (fair),
which appears to me contrary to the rules of the naval
forces. He wears for the first time the grand ribbon of
the Legion of Honour, Hitherto, he figured upon the
rcll of the Legion only as a plain knight.

Arriving immediately in front of me, a slight momentary
interruption, I know not from what cause, takes plnce;
the car lalts. It remains stationary for m few minntes
between the statue of Joan of Arc and the statue of
Charles V.

I ean survey it at leisure. The effect, a8 & whole,
ig not wanting in grandeur. It is an enormous maes,
gilt all over, of which the tiers rise pyramid-like above
the four great gilt wheele which bear it, Under the
violet pall, studded with bees, which covers it from top to
bottom, some tolerably fine details may be observed: the
wild-locking eagles of the hase, the fourteen Victories
of the top-piece Learing upon a golden support the repre-
sentation of & coffin, The real coffin is invisible. It has
been deposited inside the basement, which detracts from
the sensational effect. That is the grave defect of this
car. It conceasls what one would wish to see, what
France has demanded, what the people expect, what
every eye seeks—the coffin of Napoleon.

Upon the sham garcophagus have been deposited the
ingignia of the Emperor, the crown, the sword, the
sceptre, and the robe. In the gilded orifice which divides
the Victories on the summit from the eagles at the bass,
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can be distincily seen, in spite of the gilding salready
partly chipped off, the joina in the deal planks. Anothdt
defect. 'This gold is merely imitation. Deal and paste-
board, that is the reality. I could have wished for
the Emperor's funeral car a splendour of a genuine
tinracter.

Nevertheless, the greater part of this seulptural com-
position has some bolduess and artistic merit, although
the conception of the design and tho ornamentation
hesitnte between the Tlenaissanee and the Rococo.

Two immense bundles of flags, conquered from ell the
nations of Europe, rise in gloricus splendour from the
front and rear of the car,

The car, with nll itz load, weighs twenty-six thousand
pounds. The coflin alone weighs five thousand pounds.

Nothing more surprising and more superb could be
imagined than the set of sinteen horses who draw the
ear. Tley are terrifie creatures, adomed with white
plumes flowing down to the haunches, and covered from
head to foot with a splendid enporison of gold-cloth,
leaving only their eyes visible, which gives them an
indeserilnble air of pliantom siceds,

Valets in the Tmperinl livery lend this Imposing
eavnlende.

On the other hand, the worthy and venernble generals
who hold the cords of the pall have an appearance as frr
removed from ihe fantastic as could well be conceived,
At the head, two marshals, the Duke de Reggio,® dimipu-

* The Duke de Repgiv do mot really hlind in one eye. A few
years aun, a~ 11w reenlt of a cold, the mar<lial hind en attack of locul
paralyeia which atfected the xight chicek and pupil. Since that time
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tive and blind in one eys, to the right; to the left, Connt
Molwor ; in the rear, on the right, an admiral, Bavon
Duperre, a stout and jovial snilor; on the left, a licu-
tenant-general, Count Bertrand—old, exhausted, broken-
down, a noble and illustrious figure. All four wear the
red ribbon.

The car, lct it be said by the way, was not intended to
be drawn by more than eight lLorses, REight lorses is
& symbolical number which has a significance in the
ceremoninl. Seven horses, nine horses, are a wag-
goner’s team ; sixteen horses are for a stonemason’s
dray; eight horses are for au Emperor.*

be cannot open the one eye, Huwever, throughont this ceremony lie
displayed wondeiful eourage. Covered with wounds and seventy-
five years of agv, he ramuuined in the open aw, in a temperature of
fuurteen degrees, from eipht o’cluck in the moruing until two ocloch
in the afternwon, in full uoiform and withoot a cloak, out of respect
for hiv peneral He made the joumey fran Cowrbivoie to the
Invulides on foot, on ki theeo brol- i Ly, ua the Duacliess e Roygyiv
wittily said to e, The Marehnl, in fact, having soffered two fruc-
tures of the 1ight leg aud one of the lult, bus really bl three legs
Droken.

After all, it is remarkuble that, out of su many veterans eaposiad
for so great ¢ length of tiwe to this severs cold, ne mishap should
luve happenal to any one of them. Btrunge to say, this funerdl did
ot bury anybody.

* 20th of Thiember, 1841 —1It has since becn ascertained thot the
maguificent saddle-clotl» of pold brocade which capuriwuel the
siateen horses were of spun glu~s.  An unworthy saving, Aun un-
sevmly deception. This eingular announcemient now appears in the
newspapers :—

& A lurge number of persuis wlio came to the spun-glass warchouse
st No. 97, Rue de Charonny, to see the mantle which adorned the
vides of the funeral cur of Napoleon, wislied tu keep o souvenir of
the great ceremenry Ly buying & few eugles fromu this mantle. The
manager of the establishinent, wlo, in obedirnce to the command of
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The spectators upon the platforms have coutinmed
without intermission to stamp with the soles of #heir
loots, except at thie moment when the eatafulquo passed
before them. Then ouly are the feet silent. One can
tell that n great thought flashes through the crowd.

The ear has resumed its progress, the drums beat s
snlute, the fiving of the canmon is more rapid. Napoleon
it at the gates of the Invalides, If is fen minutes to
two.

Behind the bier come in civilinn dress ell the sarvivers
of the Emperur's houschold, then all the swrvivors of the
soldiers of the Guard, clad in their glorious uniforms,
already unfamiliar to us.

The remainder of the procession, made up of regiments
of the regulnr army and the National Goard, oecunpies, it
ig mid, the Quai d"Oraay, the Lonis XV, bridge, the Place
de In Concorde and the Avenue des Champs-l"llysécs as
far ag the Are de I'Xioile.

The ear does not enter the eourtyard of the Invalides ;
the milings planted by Louis XIV. are too low. It
turng off to the right; sailors are seen to enter into
the basement and issue forth again with the coflin, then
disappear beneath the purch erected at the entrance to
the enclosure. They are in the courtyard.,

All is over for ihe spectators outside. They descend
very noisily and barriedly from the platforms.  Kuots of
the government, wna obliged to refuse them, is now n a position
to accede to their request.”

Bo we have a Imonze olatee in plister, rolid gold Victories in

pasteboant, an Trperial mantle in spun gloaes, and—a fortniyght after
the ceremony—cogles for sule,
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people stop at short distances apart before some posters
gtulk to the hoards and running thus: Leroy, refresh-
ment econtractor, Rue de la Serpe, near the Inralides.
Choice wines and hot pastry.

I can now examine the decoration of the avenus.
Nesnrly all these statnes in plaster are bad. Some are
ridienlons. The Louis XIV. which, at a distance, had
solidity, ia grotesque at near sight, Macdonsald is a good
likencsg, Mortier the same. Ney would be so if he
had not had so high a forehead given to him. In faet,
the senlptor has made it exeggerated and ridiculous in
the attempt to be melancholy. The head is too large.
In reference to this, it is said thet in the hurry of
improvising the statues, the messureinents have been
given incorrectly. On the day when they had to be
delivered, the statonary sent in a Marshal Ney a foot too
tall. What did the people of the Beaux-Arts department
do? They sawed out of ihe statue a slice of the stomach
twelve inches wide, and stuck the two picecs fogether
again ax well as they were able.

The bronze-coloured plaster of the statue of the
Emperor is stained and covered with sputs, which make
the imperial rohe look like a patchwork of old green
baize.

This reminds me, for the gencration of ideas is a
girange mystery, that this summer, at the residence of
M, Thiers, I Lenrd Marchand, the Emperor's valet-de-
chambre, say how Napoleon loved old coats and old hata,
I understand and share this taste. For a brain which
works, the pressure of a new hat is insnpportable.
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Tke Emperor, said Marchand, tock away with him
when lie quitted France, three coats, two strtouts and
two hatg; he got through his six years at Bf, Helena
with this wardrobe; he did not wear any uniform,

Marchand ndded other enrious details.  The IEmperor,
at 1he Tuileries, often appeared to rapidly change his
attire. In reality this was not so, The Emperor usually
wore civiliun dress, that is to say, lreeches of white
kerseymere, white silk stockings, sghoes with buckles,
But there wax always in the next apuiment a paiv
of riding-boots, lined with wkhite silk up to the kunecs,
When wnuything happened which wade it necessury
for the Hanperor to mount on horseback, he took off
his slippers, put on his boots, got inte his uniform, and
was transforined into a seldicr.  Then he returned home,
tovk ofl’ Lis buots, put on his <lippers again, and became
vuce mure & civilin,  The white breeclies, the slockings
and the xhoes were uever worn more than one any. On
the morrow these mperial cast-off clothes belonged to
the vulet-de-chambre,

It is three o’clock. A salvo of artillery announces
that the ceremony at the Invalides is at an end. I meet
B... Ie has just come ont. The sight of the coffin
has produced an ineffalile impression.

The words which were spoken were simple and grand.
The Prince de Joinville <aid to the king = ¢ Sirve, I present
to you the body of the FEmperor Napoleon,”  ‘The king re-
plied: “ I receive it in the rame of France” Then be
eaid to Bertrand: “ieneral, place upon the coffin the
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glorious sword of the Emperor. And to Gonrgaud :
“ General, place upon the coffin the hat of the Ewmperor.”

Mozart’s Feguiem had but little cffect. Beautifal
music already faded with age. Music too, alus, becomes
faded with age !

The catafalque was only finished one hour hefore the
arrival of the coffin.  B. . . was in the chueh at eight
o'clock in the morning. It was as yet ouly half draped,
aud ladders, tools and workmen encumbered it. The
erowd were coming in during this time. Large gilt palms
of five or gix feet in height were iried on the four corners
of the catafalque. But after being put in position they
were seen to produce but a poor effect. Tley were
removed.*

‘The Prince de Joinville, who had not seen his family
for six months, went up and hissed ihe hand of the
Queen, and Leartily shioock hauds with lis brothers and
sisters. The Queen received him in stately fashion with-
ont demunstration, as & Queen rather than as a mother,

During this time, the nrchbishops, enrés and priests
sung the Lleguicreut in pace around the coffin of Napoleon.

The procession was fine, but too exclnsively wilitury,
sufficing for Donaparte, not for Napoleon. All the
bodies in the State should have figured in if, at least

* 93rd of Twrswods r—S8ince the tran-tir of the voflin, the chaeh
of the Jmalules i open to the e wd who viwt it There pasy
through it daly a hondred thou-and e 1-6n-, f1un tew oclin k 10 the
manning until oy ok i the evoong The 1uhting of the
Cliagnt conts thie Beate 330 franrs a vy M. Duckat L Minter of
the Interior (who it may 1e stated 1y the nay i» sad t+ be a sun of
the Emperor), proan olewld at this oyjense,
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by deputy. The fact in, the thoughtlessness of th?
goverument hns becn extreme. It was in baste tg be
done with the nffuir. I'hilippe de Sézur, who followed
the car as a former aide-de-camp of ihe Emperor, told
me how at Courbevoie, on the banks of the river, in an
atmosphere of fourteen degrees, this morning, there was
not even a waiting-rovn with a fire in it. Thesc two
Lundred veterans of the Emperor’s household had to
wauit for an hour wd a half in a kind of Greek
temple exposed to the wind from all quarters of the
Compass,

The srme neglect was shewn with respect to the steamn-
Bionts which took the bady from Iavre to Paris, a journey
remnrkaide neviertheless for the earnest and solemn
demennony of the riverside populations. XNone of these
hoats was suitably fitted up.  Vietunls were wanting. Ne
beds,  Orders piven ihat no one shonld land. The
I'rince de Joinville was ul-]ig-'tl to hlt‘(‘ll, one of a party
of twenty, in n common rouin qpon a table. Others slept
andernenth. The men slept on the ground, and the
wore foriunnte upon benches or chairs. It seemed as
thongh those in aunthority were in ill-humonr.  The
Prinee complained openly of i, and snid @ In this eftair
all that cmanates from the people i great, all that
emaanates from the government is paltry,

Wishing to reach the (‘lnllll]1h-l::l_\‘h(?;':~. I crossed the
guspunion beidpe where T paid oy hul-penny, A real
act of gencrosity, for the mob which crowds the bridge
neglects to pay.

The legivns and wgiments are in bottle array in the
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Avenue de Neuilly, The avenue is decorated, or, rather,
d?lshgnoured along its entirc length by fearful statues in
plaster representing figures of Fame and triumphal
columns crowned with golden cagles and placed in a
blank space upon grey marble pedestals. The street-
boys amuse themselves by making Loles in this marble
which iz made of cloth.

Upon each column are seen between two bundles of
tricoloured flags, the name and the date of one of the
victories of Dunuaparte.

An inferior theatrical looking group cccupies the top of
the Arc de Triomphe : the Emperor erect npon a ear sur-
rounded by figures of Famse, huving on his right, Glory,
and on his left, Grandeur. What is the meaning of
statue of grandenr? How can grandeur be expressed
by means of a statue? Is it in making it larger than
the others 2 Thir is monumental nonsense.

This scenie effect, puorly gilt, is turned towards Paris.
By going to the other side of tho Are, one can sce the
back of it. It iz a regular theatrical eet picee. On the
side looking towards Neuilly, the Fanperor, the Glories,
and the Fames become simply pieces of framework
clumsily shapued.

With regard to this matter, the figures in the Avenne
des Invulides have been strangely choscu, be it said Ly
the way. The published list gives bold and singulur
conjunctions of names.—Here is one: Lobaw. Charle-
wegne, Kligus Capet,

A few months ago, I was taking & walk in these same
Champs-Elysées with Thiers, then Prime Minister. He
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wonld withont doult have managed the ceremony with
greater success. He would have put his heart injo it.
He had idens.  He loves aud appreciates Nupoleon. He
told me nome mnecdotes of the KEmperor. M. de Rémusat
allowed him to see the unpublished memoirs of Lis mother.
There ave in 1hen n hundred details. The Emperor
wns grood-nnfured med loved to tense people. To tenso
4 the muhice of good men,  Carcline, hiy sister, wanted
to bea (Queen. e made hera Queen—Quaeen of Naples.,
It the poor woman had mauy troublex from the moment
slie Liad a throne, nud beenme as she sat on it somewhat
cureworn and faded.  One day, Talmin was Lreakfasting
with Kapoleon—etiquette permitted Talms to come enly
to breakfasi, Hereupon, Queen Caroline, just arrvived
from Nuples, pale snd futigned, ealls npon the Eperor.
e looks nt lur, then turns towneds Talma, much em-
barrassed between those two majestien, My dear Tulma,"
Lie said, *ibey nll want to be Queens, they Iose their
beauty in conrequence. Yook at Caroline. She is a
Quceen i she is ngly,”

An I pass, the demolition is just being finished of the
innumerable stands, draped with black, snd omamented
with ront seats, which have been ereeted by speculators
at the entranee to the Avenue de Nenilly. Tpon one of
them, facing the Beanjon garden, T read this inseription :
—8ewtn o fet,  Awsterlitz grand stand. Apply to M.
Berthellvmat, rontictioner.

On the other side of the Avenne, upon n tliovwman’s
booth adorned with frightful pictorial sipus representing,
one of them the death of the Emperor, the other the
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egeountar at Mazagran, I read another ingeription:
Napoleon in kis coffin. Three half-pence.

Men of the lower classes pass by and sing : Long live
my great Napoleon ! Long live old Napoleon ! Hawkers
make their way through the ecrowd, shouting: Tobacco
and cigars ! Others offer to the passers-by some kind of
hot and steaming liquor out of a copper tea-urn covered
with a black cloth. An old woman at a stall coolly puta
on an under-garment in the midst of the barly-borly.
Towards five o’clock, the funeral car, now empty, returns
by way of the Avenue des Champs-Elysées to be put
up under the Ave de Triomphe. This is a capital idea.
But the magnificent spectre-horses are tired. They walk
with difficuity, and glowly, notwithstanding all the efforts
of the drivers. Nothing stranger can be imagined than
the shouts of hu-ho and dia-hu lavished upon this
Imperial, but at the same time fantastic, team.

I return home by the boulevards. The crowd there is
immense ; suddenly it falls back and looks round with a
certain air of respect. A man passes proudly by in its
midst. He is an old huzzar of the Imperial Guard, a
veteran of great height and lusty appearance. He is in
full uniform, with tight-fitting red trousers, a white
waistcoat with gold braid, a sky-blae pelisse, a busby
with a grenade and plaited Joop, his sword at his side, his
sabretache beating upon his thighs, an eagle upon his
satchel. All round him the little children cry: Vive
I'Emperenr |

It ig certain that all this ceremony has becn curiously
Iike & juggle. The government appeared to fear the
vhantom which it had raised. It seemed ag though the

I.
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object was both to show and to hide Napoleon. Every-
thing which wounld Lave been too grand or too toyghing
was Jeft out of sight. The real and the grandiose were
eoncenled beneaih more or less splendid coverings, the
Tmperind procession was juyyled into the military proces-
gion, the army was juggled into the National Guard, the
Chanibers were juggled into the Invalides, the coffin was
juggled into the cenotaph.

Wit wns wanled on the contrary was that Napoleon
should be taken up frankly, honoured, treated royally and
popularly as Emperor, aud then streagth would have
been found just where & failure almost took place.

To-day, the Bth of May, I returned to the Invalides
to see the 8L Jérome cliapel, where the Emperor is
temporurily plaeed.  All fraces of the ceremony of the
16th of December have disappeared from the esplanade.
The quincunxes have been ent out afresh: the grass,
however, Iinx not yet grown again.  There was some sun-
shine, accompanivd now and then by clouds and rain.
The {rees were green and lusty.  The poor old pensioners
wore talking quictly tu a gronp of youngsters, and walking
in their little pardens full of Lowjuets. 1t is thut
delightful period of the year when the late lilaes have
shed their petals, when the early laburnnms ave in bloom.
The great shadowa of the clonds pass rapidly across the
forecourt, where stands nuder an archivanlt on the first
floor, a plaster equestrian siatue of Napoleon, a rather
pitiful counterpart to the equestrian Louis XIV. boldly
chiselled in stene over the great portal.

All ronnd the court, below the eaves of the building,
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are still stuck up, as the last vestiges of the funeral, the
long parrow strips of black cloth npon which lLad been
painted in golden letters, three by three, tho names of the
generals of the Revolution and the Kmpire. The wind
begius, however, to tenr them down here and there. On
one of these strips, of which the forn end floated in mid-
air, I read these three names :

SAURET—CHAMBURE—NUG . ..

The end of the third name had bLeen torn and caried off
by the wind, Was it Jfuge or Huguet?

Some young sovldiers were entering the eclmech. I
followed these tourinurous, as the phrase goes now-a-dayn.
For in time of war the roldier calls the eitizen a pékin, in
time of pence the citizen calls the soldier a tonrlonron.

The church was bare aund cold, almost desevted. At
the end, n large gray cloth covering, stretehed from top to
boitom, hid the enormous archivault of the dwme. Behind
this covering could be heard the muffled and almust
funereal sonnd of hammers.

I walked about for an instant or two reading upon the
pillars the names of all the warriors buried tliore,

All along the nave above our heads, the flags conquered
from the enemy, that accumulation of splendid tatters,
were gently wafted near the roof. In the intervals between
the blows of the hammers, I heard a muttering in n corner
of the church. It was an old womau at confussion.

The soldiers went out and myself Lehind them. They
turned ito the right along ihe BDetz corridor, and we
mixed with a tolerably large aud very well-dvessed crowd

ns
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guiug in that direction. The corridor leads to the inner
conrt in which the minor entrance to the I’ome is sitpated.

There I found iliree more statues, of Iend, taken I
know not where from, which I remember to have seen on
this same spot as a little child in 1815, at the time of the
mutilation of buildings, dynasties, and nationr, which
took pluce at that period. These three statues, in the
worst style of the Fmpire, cold ag allegory, gloomy as
medioerity, stand alomgside the wall there, on the grass,
amidst a mass of architectural capitals, with an indescrib-
able suggestion of 1rngedics which Lave been damned,
One of them leads o lion by a chain, and represents
Might. Nothing ean appear go much out of place as a
statue standing upon the gronnd without a pedestal ; it
locks like u horse without a rider, or a king without a
throne. There are bat two alternatives for the soldier,—
battle or death ; there are but two for the king,—empire
or the tunb ; there are but two for the statue,—to stand
crect apninst the sky or to lie flul upon the gronnd. A
statue on foot puzzies the mind and bothers the eye.
One forgets that it is of plaster or bronze, and that
bronze dues not walk any more than plaster, and one is
tempted 1o say to this poor erenture with u human face
so awkward nnd wretched-looking in its ostentatious
attitude : * Now then, go on, be off with you, march,
keep going, move yourself!  The ground ix beneath your
feet. What wstops yom? Who hinders you?’ The
pedestal at least explains the want of motion. For
statues as for men, a pedestal iz a small wpace, narrow
and respectable, with fuur precipices around it,

After buving passed by the statues, I turned to the
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right and entered the church by the great door at the
rear, facing the boulevard. Several young women pass
through the doorwey at the same time as myself, langhing
and ealling to each other. The sentry allowed us to
pass. He was a bent and melancholy-looking old
soldier, sword in hand, perhaps an old grenadier of the
Imperial Guard, silent and motionless in the shadow,
and resting the end of lis worn wooden leg upon a
marble flenr-de-lys, Lhalf chipped out of the stone.

To get to the chapel where Napoleon is, one has to
walk over a pavement tesselated nith fleurs-de-lys. The
ecrowd, women and goldiers, were in haste. I entered the
church with slow steps.

A light from above, wan and pale, the light of a work-
shop rather than of a church, illuminated the interior of
the dome. Immediately under the enpola, at the gpot
where the altar was and the tomb will be, stood, covered
on the side of the aisle by the mass of black drapery, the
immense gcaffolding used in pulling down the baldachin
erected under Louis XIV. No trace of this baldackin
remained save the shafts of six great wooden columus
supporting the head. These colnmns, destitute of
capital or abacus, were still supported vertically by six
shaped logs which bed been put in place of the pedestals.
The gold foliage, the spirals of which gmve them a
certain appearance of twisted eolumns, bad already dis-
appeared, learing a black mark upon the six gilt shafts.
The workmen perched up here and there inside the
seaffolding looked like great birds in an enormous cage.

Othern, below, were tearing up the stone floor. Others
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aguin parsed up and down the church, carrying their
ladders, whistling and chatting. e

On my right, the chapel of Saint-Augustin was full of
débris. Huge blocks, Lroken and in henps, of that
aplendid mosaic work in which Touis XTIV, had set his
flenrs-de-dys and sunflowers, concenled the feet of Haint
Momica nud Saint Alipn, lovking wonder-stiicken and
rhocked in their niches. The statue of Religion by
Girnedon, oreet botween the two windowe, locked gravely
down upon this confusion.

Beyond the ehapel of Sajut-Angustin, some Inrge marble
slaby, which had formed the covering of the dome, plnced
vertieally ngainst ench other, half hid a white, war-like,
recnmbent figure of a wnerior beneath a rather high
prramid of bluck murble fiaed in the wall, Underneath
this figure, in a gap butween the flagatones, conld Le read
the three leiters—

UBA

It was e tomb of Varpan.

On the opposite ride of the churel, in front of the
tomb of Vaubuan, was the tomb of Turenne. The Iatter
hud been treated with greater respect than the other.
No acenmulation of ruins rested agninst that great
scalptural design, more pempous than funerenl, made for
the stage rather than the churely, in harmony with the
frigid andl exalted ctiquette which ruled the art of
Louniz XIV. No palirade, no mound of rubbish pre-
vented the passer-hy from szecing Turenne attired as a
Roman Emperor dyving of en Austrian bullet above the
bronge bos-relief of the battle of Turckheim, or from
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dpciphering this memorable date: 1675, the year in
which Tarenne died, the Duke de Saint-Simon was born,
and Louis XIV, laid the foundation-stone of the Idiel
des Invalides.

Oun the right, against the seaffolding of the dome and
the tomb of Turenne, between the silence of this
sepulebre and the noise of the workmen, in & little
barricaded and deserted chapel, I conld discern behind a
railing, throuph the opening of a white areh, n group of
gilt stotues, placed there pell-mell, and doubtless torm
from the baldachin, econversing npparently in whispers
on the subject of all this devnstation. There were six
of them, six winged and luminous angels, six golden
phantoms, gloomily illuminated by a pale stream of
sunlight. One of these statues indiented to the others
with uplified finger the chnpel of Baint-Jérome, gluomy,
and in mourning drapery, and seemed to utter with
consternation the word: Napoleon. Above these six
spectres, upon the cornice of the little roof of the chapel,
a great angel in gilt wood was playing upon a violonecllo
with eyes upturned to heaven, ahnust in the attitade
which Vercnese ascribes to Tintoretto in the Marringe at
Cana.

By this time, T had arrived at the threshold of the
chapel of Saint-Jérome.

A great archiveult, with a lofty door-curtain of rather
paltry violet cloth, stemped with a fret-work pattern, and
with golden palm-leaves; et the top of the door-curtain,
the Imperial escutcheon in painted wood; on the left,
two bundles of tricoloured flags, surmounted with eagles
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locking like cocks touched up for the occasion ; pen-
sioners wearing the Legion of Hononr, carrying yikes;
the erowd, ailent and reverential, entering under the
archway ; at the extremity, eight or ten paces distant, an
iron getcway, bronzed ; npon the gateway, whichis of a
heavy and fecble atyle of ornamentation, lions' heads, gilt
N.'s with a tinsel-like appearance, the armas of the
Empire, the main-de-justice® and sceptre, the latter
surmounted by & seated miniature of Charlemagne,
crowned and globe in hend; beyond the gateway, the
interior of the chapel, a romething indeseribubly august,
formidable, and striking: a swinging lamp alight, a
golden eagle with wide-spread wings, the stomach
glistening in the gloomy reflection of the lamplight, and
the wings in the reflectivn of the sunlight; under the
eagle, benenth a vast and dazzling bundle of enemies’
flags, the coflin, the cbony supports and brass-handles of
which were visible; upon the coffin, the great Imperial
erown like that of Charlemagne, the gold laurel dindem
Like that of Ceesar, the violet velvet pall studded with
bees; in front of ihe coffin, upon a credence-table, the
bat of Bt. Helena and the sword of FEylau; upon the
wall, to the right of the coffin, in the centre of a silver
shield, the word Wagram; on the left, in the centre of
another shield, another word: Austerlitz; all round,
upon the wall, a hanging of violet velvet embroidered
with bees and engles ; at the top, on the spandrel of the
nave, above the lamp, the eagle, the crown, the sword, and

* The main-de-justice wos the sceptre, surmounted by s hand,
which was used at the coropativn of the kings of France.—Truns-
lator's nols.
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the coffin, a fresco, and in this fresco the angel of judg-
mené gounding the trumpet over Baint-Férdme asleep—
that is what I saw at a glance, and that is what & minute
sufficed to engrave upon my memory for life.

The bat, low-crowned, wide-brimmed, but little worn,
trimmed with a black ribbon, out of which appeared n
small tricoloured cockade, was placed apon the sword, of
which the chased gold hilt was turned towards the
entrance to the chapel and the point townrds the coffin.

There was some admizture of meanness amidst all this
grandenr, If was mean on account of the violet cloth,
which was stamped and not embroidered; of the paste-
board painted to look like atone; of the hollow iron made
to look Like bronze; of that wooden escutcheun; of those
N.'s in tinsel; of that canvas Roman column, painted to
lock like granite; of those eagles almost like cocks. The
grandeur was in the spot, in the man, in the reality, in
the sword, in the hat, in that engle, in thoge soldiers, in
that assemblage of people, in that ebony coffin, in that
ray of sunlight.

The people were there as before an altar, in which the
Bupreme Being should be visible. But in leaving the
chapel, after having gone a hundred steps, they entered
to see the kitchen and the great saucepan. Such is the
nature of the people.

It was with profound emotion that I eontemplated
that eoffin. 1 remembered that, less than a twelvemonth
previonsly, in the month of July, a M. —— presented
himgelf at my house, and after having told me that he
wes in business ag a cabinet-maker in the Rue des



42 Things Seem.

Tourelles, and a neighbour of mine, begged me to give
him my advice respecting an important and pre~ious
article which he was commissioned to make just then.
As X am greatly intorested in the improvement of that
small jnternnd architecture which i called fumitore, I
respunded favourably ¢o the request, and accompanied
M. to the Rue des Tourelles. There, nfter having
mde me pass through several large, well-filled rocms,
and shown me an immense quantity of onk and mahogany
furniture, Gothie chairs, writing-tables with earved rails,
tables with twikted legr, namong which I wdmired a genuine
ald sidebonrd of the Renaissanee, inlnid with mother-of-
pear]l and marble, very dilnpidated and very charming--
the calinct-nmker showed me into a great workshop full
of activity, Imstle and neise, where some twenty workmen
were nl work upon some kind or other of pieces of Llack
wood which they bad in their hauds. 1 saw, in a corner
of the workshep, a hind of Iage black ebony boxz, about
cight feet Iomg and three feet wide, ornnmented at each
end with big brass rings. I went towards it. * That is
precisely,” said the employer, * what I wantied to show
to you.” This black box was the coftin of the Emperor.
I saw it then, I saw it agmin to-day, I saw it empty,
hollow, wide open. T saw it onee more full, tenanted by
a great souvenir, for ever closed.

1 remember that I eoutemiplated the inside for a long
time., 1 lovked especially st & Jong pale streak in the
ebony which formed the left-hand side, and I said to
myself: *In 2 few months the lid will be closed upon
thie coffin, and my eves will perhaps have been closed
for three or four thousand years before it will be given to
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any other human eyes to see what I see at this moment—
the inside of the coffin of Napoleon.’

I then took all the pieces of the coffin which were not
yet fastened. I raised them end weighed them in my
bands. The ebony was very fine and very heavy. The
head of the establishment, in order to give me an iden of
the general effect. hnd the Lid put on the coffin by six
men. I did not like the commonplace shape given to
the coffin, n shape given nowadays to all coffins, to all
altars, and to all wedding easkets. I sgbould have pre-
ferred that Napoleon should have slept in an Egyptian
tomb Lke Sesosiris, or in a Roman sarcophagus like
Merovée. That which is gimple is alvo imposing.

Upon the lid shome in tolerably large characters the
name : Napoleon.  * What metal ave these letters made
of " I axked the man. He replied : *“ Tu copper, but they
will be gilded.”” *These letters,” I rejoined, *‘ must Le in
gold. TIn less than a hundred years, copper letters will
have become oxydised and will have enten into the wood-
work of the coffin. How much would gold letters cost
the State 2™ ** About twenty thonsand franes, siv.” The
same evening, I ealled on M. Thiers, who was then Pre-
gident of the Council, e I explained the matier to him.
# You are right,” said 3. Thicrs, “the letters shall be
of gold ; T will go and give the necessary ovder for them.”
Three drys aftuwards, the treaty of the 15th of July
burst upon us; I do mnot know whether M. Thiers gave
the order, whethr it was executed, or whether the letters
on the coftin are gold letters.

I left the chapel of Saiut-Jéidme ms four o'clock wus
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striking, nnd X said to myself as Ileft : * To all appearancy,
here is a tinrel N which smashes, eclipses, and supergedes
tho marble L’s with their crownt and fleurs-de-lys of
Lounig XIV.; but, in reality, it is not so. If this dome
is narrow, listory is wide. A day will come when
Louis XIV. will have his dome restored to him, and a
wepulchre will be given to Napoleon. The great King
und the preat FEmperor will each Le at home, in perce
the one with the other, both venerated, both illostricns—
the one becruke he personifies royalty in the eyes of
Europe, ihe other beeanse he represents France in the
eyes of the world.’

To-dny, the 111l of March, 1841, three months after-
wards, I saw once more the Esplanade of the Invalides.

I went to ace an old officer who was ill. The wenther
was the finest imaginable ; the sun was warm and young;
it wag a dny for the end wther than the heginning of
Epring.

The whole explinade is in coufnsion. Tt is encumbered
with the ming of the funernl. The seaflolding of the
pintforme has been removed. The squares of grass
which they covered have renppenred, hideously eut np
by the decp ruts of the builder's waggons.  Of the statues
which lined the triempbal avenue, two only remain stand-
ing—Marceau and Duguesclin. Here and there heaps of
stone, the remains of the pedestalr. Soldiers, pensionera,
apple-women, wander about amidst this fallen poetry,

A moerry crowd was passing rapidly in front of the
Invalides, going to seo the artesian well. In a silent
corner of the Faplinade stood two cmnibuses, painted a
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chocolate colonr (Béarnaises), bearing this inscription in
largesletters :—
PUITS DE L'ABATTOIR DE GRENELLE.

Three months ago they bore this one :—
FUNERAL OF NAPQOLEON AT THE INVALIDES,

In the courtyard of the bailding, the sun cleered and
warmed a crowd of yonngsters and old men, the most
charming sight imnginable. It was public visiting day.
The curions presented themselves in proat numbers.
Gardeners were clipping the hedges. The lilacs were
bursting into bud in the little gardeus of tlie pensioners.
A little oy of fourteen years of age wae singing at the
top of his voice while sitting up on the earriege of the
lagt cannon on the right, the same one which killed a
gendarme in firing the fivst funeral salvo on the 15th of
December.

I may mention, by the way, that during the Iast three
months, thege excellent sixteenth and seventeenth centnry
pieces have been perched upon hideous little cast-iron
carriages, producing a most mean and wretched effect.
The old wooden earriages, enormous, sqnet, massive,
worthily supported these giznntic and magnificent bronzes.
A bevy of children, Ianguidly lovked after by their nurges,
each of whom was leaning against her soldier, were play-
ing amongst the twenty-four great culverins brought
from Constantine and Algiers.

These gigantic engines, at Ieast, have been spared the
affront of uniform carriages. They lie flat on the ground
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on the two sides of the gateway. Time has painted the
brouze m lighi and pretty green colour, and they are
covered with arnbesqgues on large plates. Some of them,
the least linudwomie, it must be admitted, are of French
wmufaeture.  Upon the breech is the inseription :—
Frawgois Durand, metal-fonnder to the King of France,
Algiers,

While T copied the inweription, a tiny little gil, pretty
and fresh-coloured, dressed adl in white, amused herself
by filling with sad, with her rddy little fingers, the
tovel-hale of one of these great Turkish cannons. A
pensioner, with bave sword, standing npon two wooden
legs, anel neo diombt puarding this artilloey, locked at her
s Ko dad so, mnd smidod

dust us 1 was loaving the Expliuade, towards three
o'vlock, n little group walled slowly acrvoss i, It was
composed of 2 man dressed in black, with n band of
erape on his arm aud hat, followed by three others, of
whom one, ¢lad in a blue blouse, Idd a little boy hy
the hand.  'The nmum with the erape lud under his arm a
Lhind of bux of a lightish colour, half bidden mmder a
Wack cluth, which he carried as o musiciap earries the
case 1n which his instrmment is kept. I appronched
them.  The Dlack man was an wdertaker’s mute ; the
box wos  child's coflin.

The eourse tahen by the little procession, parallel with
the fromi of the Invalides, interseeted at a right angle
that which three months sgo lind bueen followed by the
hearse of Napoleon.,
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ORIGIN OF FANTINE.

V. 1I, was elected to the Académic one Tuosday.
Two days afterwards, Madame de Girardin, who lived
at that time in the Iine Laffitte, invited him to dinner.

At this dinner was Bugeaud, as yet only n general,
wlo had just been appuinted QGovermor-Geueral of
Algerin, and who was just going out to Lis post.

Bugeaud wag then a man of sixiy-five yoars of age,
vigorous, with a very fresh complexion, and pitted with
small-pox. e had & certnin abrapiness of manner
which was never rudeness.  He was a mixture of rustic
and man of the world, ohi-fashioned and easy mannered,
having nothing of the Leaviness of the old wmartinet,
witty aud gallant.

Modame de Girardin placed the genernl on her right
and V. H. on her left. A conversation sprang up
between the poet aud the sollicr, Mudane de Girardin
acting as interpreter.

The generul was in very had hwnour with Algeria,
He maintained that this conguest precluded France
from spesking firmly to Europe ; that nothing was easier
to conquer than Algerie, that the furces could easily be
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blockaded thers, that they would be taken like rats, and
that they would make but one mouthful ; moreover, that
it was very difficult to colonize Algeris, and that the soil
wes unproductive; he had examined the land himself,
and he foand that there was a distance of a foot and a
Lalf between cach stulk of wheat.

“ 8o then,” said V. H., * that is what has become of
what was forinerly ealled the grauary of the Romans! But
even supposing it were as you say, I think our new con-
quest is a fortunate and grand affeir. It is civilization
trampling upon barbarism. It is an enlightened people
which goes out to a people in darkness. We are the
Cirecks of the world ; it is for us to illumine the world,
Oar mission is being accomplished, I only sing Hosanna !
You differ from mw, it is clear. You speak as a soldier,
as a man of aclion. I speak as a philosopher and a
thinker.” ¥

V. IL. left Madume de Girardin rather early. It was on
the 91l of January. Ii was snowing in larpe flakes. He
liad on thin shoes, and when he was in the street he saw
that it was impossible to return home on foot. He went

* 1n 1R I8 —five years aflerwards—the opinion of Marmhal Bageaud
had completely changed. e came to see Victor Huyw, then a
Pecr of Franee, to luge him to speak on the =nhject of the Dulget.
Bugeand rid, experience hal convinced him that the annexation of
Algeria to Franee had excellent peiuts ; that he hod discovered o
witalile ryelem of colonimtion ; that e would jwople the Mitidja—a
great teblc-land in the interior of Africa—with civilian colonists ;
that, side hy side, be would establirsh & eulony of noldiers, e took
a lanev oo a comparieon : the handle would Le the civilians, the
spear the troops ; so that the two coloniva woukd join without being
intermingled, &c,, &e. To sum up, General Bugeand, whom Africa
had mode a Manhel and Duke d'Iely, had become vary favourable
to Africa
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alopg the Ruse Taitbout, knowing that there was a cab-
rank 4n the bonlevard at the cormer of that sireet,
There was no cab there. Je wnited for one to come.

He was thus waiting Like nn orderly on duty when he
saw @ young man, well nnd stylishly dressed, stoop and
pick up a great handful of snow and put it down the
beck of a woman of the streets who stood at the cornmer
of the boulevard, in a low-necked dress. The woman
nttered a picreing shrick, fell upon the dandy and struck
him. The young man returned the blow, the woman
responded, and the battle went on in a crescendn, so
vigorously and to such extremitics that the police
hagtened to the gpat,

They seized hold of the woman and did not touch the
man.

Seeing the police laying hands upon her, the unfor-
tunate woman struggled with them. IDut, when she
was securely seized, ghe manifested the deepest grief,
‘While two policemen were pushiug her along, each hold-
ing one of her arms, she shouted: “I have done no
harm, I assure you! It is the gentleman who interfered
with me. I am not guilty; I implore you leave me
alone! I have dune no harm, renlly, realiy!”

“ Come, move on; you will have six months for this
business.”

The poor womean, at these words: * You will have six
monthe for thiz bnsiness," once more began to defend her
condnet, and redoubled her supplieations and entreaties.
The policemen, not mwuch moved by her tears, dragged
her to a police station in the Rue Chancbat, at the back
of the Opéra.

E
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V. H., interested in spite of himself in the
woman, followed them, amidst that crowd of .peopla
which i never wanting on such an oceasion.

Arriving near the station, V. H. conceived the idea of
going in and taking up the canse of the woman. But he
said to himself that he was well known, that just then
the newspapers had been fnll of his name for two days
past, and that to mix himself up in such an affair was to
lay himself open to all kiuds of disagreeable banter., In
short, he did not go in.

The office into which the girl had been taken was on
the ground-floor, overloohing the strect. He looked
through the windows at what wus going on. He saw the
poor woman lie down upon the floor in despair and tear
her hir; he was moved to pity, he began to reflect, and
the result of Lis reflectivns was that he decided to
go in.

Whent he set foot in the office, a man who was seated
before a talle, lighted by a candle, writing, turned round
and gaid to kim in a sharp, peremptory tone of voice :
“What do you want, gir?"” * 8ir, I was a witness of
what tovk pluce just now ; I come to make a deposition as
to what I saw, and to speak to you in this woman's
favour.” At these words, the woman looked at V. H.
in mute astonishment, and as though dazed. *“ Your
deposition, more or less interested, will be unaveiling,
This woman has been guilty of an assault in a public
thoroughfare. She struck a gentleman. SBhe will get six
monthg’ imprisonment for it.”

The woman once more began to ery, scream, and roll
ovar aud over, Other women, who had come and joined
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her; gaid to her: *'We will come and see yon. Never
mind. ZWe will bring you some linen things. Take that
for the present."” And at the same time they gave her
money and sweetmeats.

*“*When you know who I am,"” said V. H., ** you will,
perhaps, change your manner and tone, and will listen
to me.”

“ Who are you, then?”

V. H. saw no reason for not giving his name.

He gave his name. The Commissary of I'olice, for he
was a Commisgary of Police, wae prelific of excuses, and
became as polite and deferential as he had befure been
arrogant ; offered him a chair, and begged Lim %o be good
enough to be seated.

V. H. told him that he had secn with his own eyes a
gefitleman piek up A snowball and throw it down the back
of the woman; that the latter, who could not even sec
the gentleman, had uitered a cry indicating sharp pain;
that indeed she had sttacked the gentleman, but that
she was within her right; that apart from the rudeness
of the act, the vivlent and sudden cold oecasioned by the
snow might, in certain circumstanees, do the woman the
most serious injury ; that so far from taking away from
this woman, who had possibly a mother or a child to
support, the bread so misernbly carned, it should rather
be the man guilty of ihis assault upon her whom he
should condemn to pay a fine; in fact, that it wes not the
woman who should have been arrested, but the man,

During thizs defence, the woman, morc and more sur-
prised, beamed with joy and emotion. * How good the
gentleman in!"™ she said, “how good he is! I never

=3
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knew w0 good a gentleman, But then I never saw him.
I do not know him at all.” .

The Comnmissary of Police said to V. H.: “1 believe
all that you allege ; but the policemen have reported the
casp, and there is o charge made ont. Your deposition
will be ontered in the charge-sheet, you may be gore.
But justice must teke its course, and I cannot set the
woman at liberty.”

“ What! After what T have just told yon, and what ia
the truth—trnth which you cannot and do not doubt—you
are going to dctain this woman ? Then this justice ia a
horrible injustice | ™

“ There is only one eondition on which I could end
the matter, and that is that you would sign your deposi-
tion. Will youdo so?”

 If the liberty of this woman depends on my signature,
here it is.”

And V. H. signed.

Thoe woman coutinually repeated: * How good the
gentleman is! Iow good he i 1™

These unhappy women are nstonished and gratefal not
only when they are treated with sympathy; they are
none the less so when they are treated with justice,



1842.
FIESCHL

April 1468,

IN the Boulevird du Templo just now the house of
Fierchi is being pulled down. The rafters of the roof
are destitute of tiles. The windows, without glass or
frames, lay bare the interior of the rocoms. Iuside,
throngh the windows at the corner of the yard, can be
seen the staircase which Fieschi, Yepin, and Morey went
up and down so many times with their hideous project in
their heads. The yard is crowded with ladders and
carpenter’s work, and the ground floor is swrrounded by
& timber hoarding.

‘What can be seen of Fieschi’s room appears to have
been embellished nnd decurated by the different lodgers
who have inbabited it since. The walls and ceiling are
covered with a paper sprinkled with a small pattern of
greenish hue, and upon the ceiling an ormnmental bead-
ing, also papered, mnkes the outline of an Y. This
ceiling is, honever, nlready broken in and much erucked
by the buildur's pick-axe.

Upon the subject of the Fieschi trial, I have from the
Chancellor himself, M. Panquier, several details which
are not known.
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As long ss Fieschi, after Lis arrest, thought that’his
accomplices were in sympathy with himn, le rémained
gilent. One doy, he lenrnt throogh Lis mistress, Nini
Taesave, the one eved woman, that Morey said: “ Whata
pity the explosion did ot Lill kim!"” From 1hat moment,
TFieschi waa posscssed with hatred ; be denonnced Pepin
ad Morey, and was ag sssiduous iu 1uining them as he
bad previonsly been anxious to save them. Morey and
Pepin were arrested.  Fieschi Leeame the energetie sup-
porter of the prosccution. Ile entered into the most
minite  detnils, revialed everything, threw light on,
teaced, expluined, uuveiled, mnnarked everything, and
fuiled in nothing, never telling any fulsehood, and caring
little about putting Lis head under the knife, provided
the twoe other heads fell.

One day, he suid to M. Pasguier : * Pepin is such a
fool that he entered in his secount-book the money he
gave me for the machine, setting down what it was to be
used for. Make a xearch at his house. Take his aecount-
bouk {or the six first months of 1835. You will find at
the head of & page an entry of tlis hind made with his
own hand.” 1i- instructions are fullowed, the search is
orderced, the book in found. AL Pasqnicr exanines the
book, the Procurcur-Gienéral exnmines the Took ; nothing
is discovered.  This soems strange.  For the first time,
Fivseli was at fanlt.  1le is told of it : “ Luok again.”
Useless researches, trouble wasted.  The commissivners
of the Court ure reinforced by an old expmining mngis-
trate, whom this affair makes a Councillor at the Royal
Court in 1aris (M. Gaschon, whom the Chuncellor Pas-
quict, in lelling me all this, colled Gicon or Cachon).
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Phis judge, an expert, takes the bock, opens it, and,
in twe minutes, finde at the top of a page, as stated, the
memorandum which formed the subject of Fieschi’s accu-
sation. Pepin had been content to strike it through
carelessly, but it remained perfeotly legible. The Presi-
dent of the Court of Peers and the I’roenrator-General,
from a certain habit readily understood, had not read the
passages which were struck through, and this meworan-
dum had eseaped them.

The thing Leing discovered, Fieschi is brought for-
ward, and Pepin is brought forward, and they are
confronted with each other before the book. Consterna-
tion of Pepin, joy of Fieschi. Pepin falters, grows
confused, weeps, talks of his wife and his three children.
Fieschi triumphs. The examination was decisive, and
Pepin was lost. The sitting had been long ; ML I’asquier
dismisses Pepin, {akes out his waich, and auys to Fiepchi:
* Five o’clock! Come, that will do for to-day. It is
time for you to go to dioner.” Fieschi leaped up:
“Dinner! Oh! I bave dined fo-day. I hLave cut off
Popin’s head !

Fieschi was correct in the smallest particulars. He
sanid one day that at the moment of his arrest he had &
dagger upon him. No mention was to be found of this
dagger in auy of the depositions. *“Fieschi,” said M.
Pasquier, ‘‘ what is the use of tclling lice? You had
no dagger,” *“Ah{ President,” said Fieschi, * when L
arrived at the station-house, I took advantage of the
moment when the policemen had their backs turued to
throw the dagger under the camnp-bed on which I had
to gleep. It must be there still. Have & pearch mede.
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Thoee gendarmes are a fillhy lot. They do not swewp
nnderncath their beds," A visit was made to the stagion-
house ; the camp-lLed was rcmwved, aud the dapger was
found.

I was at tho Pecrs’ Court the day before his condemna-
tion. Morcy was pule and motionless. Pepin pretended
to be reading a newspaper. Fiocachi gesticulutind while
talking loudly and langling. At one moment, e rose
and paid: “My lords, in o few duys my Lead will be
gevered from my Lody ; I ehall be dend, and T shall rot in
the carth. I lhave comnnitted & crime, end 1 render a
gervice.  As for my crime, Iam going to expinte it. As
for my service, you wnill gnther the firuits of it. After
me, ne more riots, 1o wore assassittations, no more die-
turbanees. 1 shall linve soupht to kill the King; I
shall have succceded in saving him,”  Ulese words, the
gesture, the tune of voice, the hour, the rpot, struck me.
The man appwared to me evurageous and resolute. I
muid so to M. Pasquicr, who answervd me: * He did not
think he was to die”

He wos n brave, 8 wercenary, nothing olve. He had
scrved in the ranke, and he misxed up lis erime with some
sort of military ideab. * Your conduet is very dread-
ful,” M. Pasguicr snid to him; “to blow up perfect
strangers, people who have done you 1o hiem whatever—
pussers-by.”  Fierchi coldly replied: 1t is what is done
by soldiers in an wnbush.”



1842.
THE DEATH OF THE DUKE OF ORLEANS.

Yestinpay, July 18th, the Duke of Orleans died of an
accident.

On ihis subject, when one refleels upon the history of
the last hondred and fifty years, an iden crosses the
mind. Louis XIV. reigned, his gon did not reign;
Louis XV, rvigned, his son did not reign; Louis XVI.
reigned, his gon did not reign; Napoleon reigned, his
son did not reign; Charles X. reigned, his son did not
reign; Louis-Philippe reigns, his son will not reign.
Extraordinary fact! 8Six timeg in suecession human
foreright designates from amidst & whole people the head
which is to reign, and it is preciscly thut one which does
not reign. The fact is repented with dreadful and
mysterious persistency. A revolution comes about, a
universal upheaval of ideas which engulfs in u few yenrs a
past of 8ix ¢enturies, nud the whole social life of a great
nation ; tbis furinidable eommotion overturns everything
excepting the fuct to which weo have refored; this, on
the contrary, it causes to spring up amidst all that it
demolishes ; a great Fmpire is established, a Charle-
magme appears, n new world mises, the fact continues to
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repeat itself; it appears to be of the new world as well as
of the old world. The Empire falls, the old blood returns ;
Charlemugue has vanished, exile takes the conqueror,
and returns those who were proscribed; revolutions
gnther again and Lurst, dynastics change three times,
cvent followr event, the tide ¢bbs and flows ; still the faet
remains, perfect, uninterrupted, without modification,
without brenk.  Since mounrchies have existed, law says:
The cldest son of the King alicays reigns ; and now for a
hundred and forty years, the event has unswered: The
eldest sont of the King never reigns. Does it not seem as
theugh it is alaw which ik revealing itself, and reveanling
itkelf, in the inexplicable order of human oceurrences,
with o degree of persistency and exactilnde which up to
the present had belonged only to materinl facts 2 Would
it not be startling if certain laws of listory were to be
mude munifest to men with the snme preciseness, the
same inflexibility, and, ro to rpeak, the wame harshness,
4 the great laws of nature?

For the Dauke d'Orleans when dyxing, a few mattreases
were hurrivdly 1hrown upon the ground, and the head of
the bed wns made of an old arm-chuir turned upside
down.

A batterud stove was at the back of the Irince’s head.
Pote and paus and coarse enrthenware vesscls ornamented
a few bourds along the wall. A large pair of shears, a
fowling-picee, one or two penny evloured pictures fastened
with four mails, represented Mazagran, the Wandering
Jew, and the Attempt of Fieschi. A portrait of Napoleon
and a portrait of the Duke of Urleans (Louis-Philippe) as
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& Colonel-in-chief of huzzars, completed the decoration
of the wall. The flooring waea square of plain red bricks.
Two old wardrobes propped up the Prince's death-bed on
the left-hand side.

The Queen's chaplain, who assisted e viear of
Neuilly at the moment of the Ixtreme Unetion, is a
natural son of Napoleon, the .\bbé . . ., who much
resemables the Emperor, minus the air of geains,

Marshal Gérard was present at the death, in woiform ;
Marshal Soult, in a Llack cont, with his fare like
that of an old bishop; M. Guizot, in a black cout;
the King, in black trousers and a brown cout. The
Queen had on a violet silk gown {rinuned with black
lace.

July 2Ath.

God has vouclsafed two gifts to man: lope and
igmorance. Ignorance is the better of the two.

Every time the Duke d'Qrleans, the 1'rinee Royal, went
to Villiers to bis summer palacs, Lie passed by a rather
squalid-looking livuse, with vnly two stureys and a single
window to each of its two sforeys, and with & wretched
ghup, painted green, upon the level of the street.  This
ghop, withont auy window on the ruadway, had only one
door througl which could be seen in the shadow & counter,
a pair of seales, a few common wared displuyed npon the
floor, ablove whicl: was puiuted in dirty yellow letiers this
ingeription: Grocery Sromes. It is not quite certain
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that the Duke @’'Orlenus, young, light-hearted, merry,
happy, cver noticed this doorway; or if he occasiozally
cast &n oye npon it in passing quickly slony the road on
pleasure intent, he probably looked apon it us the door of
some wretched shop, some rookery, some hovel. It was
the doorway of his tomb.

To-day, Widnerday, I visited the spot where the Prince
fell, now cxactly a week ago. It is at that part df the
roadwny which is comprised between the twenty-sixth
and twenty-seventh tree on the left, counting the trees
from the interscetion of the rond in the open circus at
the Porte Muillut. The rondwny fromn side to side is
twenty-one puving-stones wide.  The Prince smashed his
furchead upon the third and fourth paving-stones on the
left, near the edge. 1Iad he been thrown eighteen
inches farther, he would have fullen on the bare carth.

The King has had the two bluod-gtained paving-stonea
removed, und to-day could still be distingnished in spite
of the mud of a ruiny duy the two new stones just put in.

Upon the wall opposite, between the two trees, a cross has
been eut in the plaster by passers-by, with the date : July
18th, 1842, At the side is written the word: Martir
(sic).

From the spot where the Prinee fell can be seen, on the
right, through a vista furmed by the hiouses and trees, the
Are de I'Etoile. On the same side, and within pistol-
slot, rises o great white wall surrounded by sheds and
rubbish, bordered by a moat and surmounted by a con-
fased muzs of cranes, windlasses and seaffoldings. These
are the fortifications of Paris.



The Death of the Duke of Orleans, 61

‘While I examined the two paving-stones and the cross
traced upon the wall, & gang of schoolboys, all in straw-
hats, suddenly surrounded me, and these young fresh-
looking and merry faces grouped themselves with heedleas
enriogity around the fatal spot. A few steps further on a
young nurse kissed and caressed a little baby, at the same
time shouting with langhter.

The house in which the Prinee expired is No. 4, and is
situated between a soap manufactory and a low eating-
housge and wine-shop keeper’s.  The shop on the ground-
floor is shut. Against the wall, on the right-hand side of
the door, was placed a rough wooden seat, npon which
two or three old women were basking in the sun. Over
their heads was stuck up, upon the green ground of the
colonred wall, a large bill, bearing these words : Esprit
Putot Mineral Water. A pair of whito calico curtains at
the window of the first floor seem to indicate that the
house is still occupied. A number of men, sitting at
tables and drinking at the neighbouring wine-shop,
talked and laughed noisily,. Two doors further on, upon
the house No. 6, nearly opposite the spot where the
Prince was killed, is painted up this sign in Llnck lettors:
Chanudet, stone-mason.

Singular fact ; the Prince fell to the loft, and the post-
mortem examination shewed that the body was contused
and the skull emashed on the right-hand side.

M, Villemain (it weas he himself who told me this the
day before yesterday) arrived at the Princc’s side hardly
half-an-hour after the accident. All the royal family were

already there.
On seeing M. Villemain enter, the King hastened
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towards him and said: “ Yt in a {errible fall; he is stll
unconreions, but there is no fracture, the limbs are all
supple and uninjured.”  'The King was right; the whole
hody of the Prinee was healthy and intaet save the head,
which, witliont outward 1ear or cut, was broken under the
ekin ke a plate, Villemnin told me.

In spite of what hus heen snid on the subject, the
Prince ncitber wept nor spoke.  The skull being shat-
tered and the brain torn, this wonld hitve been impossible.
There was but a particle of orgunic life. The dying
man did not see, feel, or sulier. M. Villemain only saw
him mave his Jegs Anice.

The left-hand <ide of the roud is oecupied by gardens
and swnmer houwis; on the rvight-band side there is
nothing but hovels.

On the 13th of Inly, when the Prince quitted the
Tuileries for the last {ime, he passed, fiest of all, that
haman momwmment whick awakens most powcrfully the
iden of cminranee, the oldlisk of Rnneses ; but he might
have called to minl that on this same spot had been raised
the scaftold of Lonis XYL Ile next passed the mona-
mend which awnkens in most splendid fashivn the idea of
glory, the Are de Triomphe de PEtoile ; but he might have
called to mind that under this rame arch had passed the
coffin of Napoleen. Five hundred steps further on, he
passed a romd which owes its oninous name to the in-
surrcction of the Gth of October, fomented by Philippe-
Fyalite against Louis XVI. This road is called the
Route de la Rérolte. Juet as they entered it, the horses
which conveyed the grandson of Egalitc ran away, revolied,
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ko to epeak, and two-thirds of the disinnee down this fatel
rond the Prince fell.

The Duke d'Orleans was named Ferdinand after his
grandfather of Naples, Philip after bis futher and lis
grandfather of l'rance, Louis after Lonis XVI., (lintdes
after Charles X., and Henyy after Henry V. ITu lis
burial certificatec was omitted {was it Ly design ?) his
Sisilian nnme of Rosulino. I confess I regvetted the
omission of this plessing pame, which recalled I’ulermo
and Bainte-Rosalie. Some sort of ridicule was feaved.
Rosolino rounds charming to pocts and whimsical to
commonplace people.

As I came back tuwards six o’clock in the ¢vening, 1
noticed a bill printed in large letters, sluck here and
there upon the walls, with the wovds : “ Fte at Newilly,
July 8rd.”



A DREAM.

November 141K,

Hreez ig a dream which I drenmt this night. I write
it solely on aecount of the date.

I was at home, but in a home which is not my own
and which T do not know. There were several large
reception-rooms, very bandsome, and brilliantly lighted.
It was cvening. A summer evening. I wns in one of
these rooma near 1 table with scme friends, who were my
friends in the dream, bat not one of whom do I know.
A lively conversation war going on, accommnied by
shouts of langhter. The windows were all wide open,
Swldenly 1 henr a noise behind me. T turn round, and
I see coming towards me, amidst a group of persons
whosn I do uot know, the Tiake d’Orleans.

I wint up to the I'rince with an eapression of delight,
but otherwise without surprise. The I’rince appeared
very lively and in good humour. I do not remember
whnt clothes he wore.

1 held ont my band to him, thanking him for coming
thus cordinlly to my house without sendiug up bis name,
I remember very distinetly having said to him :  Thank
you, Prince.” lle answered me with » shaks of the
hand.
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At that moment I turned my head and saw three or
fonr myen placing upon the mantelpiece n bust of the
Duke d'Orleans in white marble. I then pereeived that
there was already on the same mantelpiece another bust
of the Piince in bronze. The men placed the marble
bust in the place of the bronze bust and silently with-
drew. The Prince led me towards one of the windows,
which, ag I have said, were open. It seems to me that
in doing so we went out of one room into amother. My
maind is not ¢lear ns te this. The Irince and I gat down
near the window, which looked out upen a splemdid
prospect. It was the interior of a city. In my dream I
perfectly recognined this city, Lut in reality it wns a place
I had never seen.

Underneath the window stretched for a long distance
between two dark blocks of buildings a broad stream,
made resplendent in parts by the light of the maoon.
At the far end, in the mist, towered the two pointed and
enormous steeples of a strange sort of cathedral; on the
left, very near to the window, the eye looked in vain
down a little davk alley. I do not retnember that there
were in this city any Jights in the windows or inlhnbitants
in the streets.

This place was known to e, 1 repeat, and I wan
speaking of it to the Priuce nv of a ¢ity which T had
visited, and which ¥ congratulated him in baving comne
to see in his turn.

The sky was of a tender Llae and a lovely softness,
In one place some trees, barely visible, were wafted in
a gepial wind. The stream rippled gently. The whole
scene had an indeseribable air of calin. It seemed rs

¥
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though in this apot one could penetrate into the very
soul of things, I called the attention of the Prisce to
the fineness of the night, and I distinetly remember that
I gaid these words fo him: * You are & Prince ; you will
be taught to admire human politics ; learn also to admire
nature,”

As I was spesking to the Dunke d'Orleans, I felt that
my nose began to bleed; I turned, and I recognised,
meng some persous who were converning at a little dis-
tance behind us in low {ones, M. Mdlesville and M.
Blangqui. The blood which 1 felt strewining down my
month und cheeks was very davk and thick.  The Prince
looked at it as it streaned, and continued to speak to me
without betrmping nny rurprise. T tried to stop this
bleeding with wmy handkerchief, but without suceess. At
length I turned to M. Blangui, and said: *You are a
doctor : stop this bleeding, and 1iell me what it means.”
M. Blawmi, who was a doetor ouly in my dveamn, and
who in realily is o political econuiist, did not answer
me. 1 eontinmed to converse with the Prinee, and the
blood coutimmed 1o flow,

I do uet quite know Low if was that I ceased to take
any notice of 1le blood which deluged my face. At
this poiut there is a brief infervnd of mist and confusion,
in which T no hmger distingaish, exeept very imperfeetly,
the figures of e drenm. What I do know is, that
fddeuly T heand in the spavtment which we lind jnst
left a frosl commotion, ~imilar to that which bad n-hered
in the arrival of the Iuke d'Orleans.  One of my fiends
enme in and said to me: © It is Genernl La Favette who
has vome to sece you.,” I hastily rose, ond re-entered
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the first apartment. General La Fayette was veally there ;
I recogoised him perfectly, and I looked upon his visit
quite as & matter of course. He was leaning upon his
son George, who was broad-faced, mddy, and jovial
looking, and who laid lold of my hands, shaking them
very heartily., The general was very pale. He was
swrounded by many unknown persons.

It is impos«ible for me to reeall what T waid to the
general, and what he wsaid to me in reply, At the end
of n foew moments, he said 10 me: “¥ nmin a hwry, T
must go; give me your arm to the door” 'I'hen he
lennt his left elbow upon my right shonlder, sud hig
right elbow upon the left shonlder of bis son Ueorge, and
we made our woy at a very slow pace towurds the door.

Just as I arrived at tlie stairease, and was about Lo
descend with the genceral, I turned and cast a glance
belind me, My look evidenily darted at this ju-fant
through ilie thickness of all the walls, for I suw all over
geversl lnrge apartments. There was noe one in them
now; there were liglts everywhere still, but «d1 was
deserted. But I saw, zlone and still seated in the sine
place in the vecess of the same wimlow, the Dunke
d'Orleans looking sadly at me, At this mement I
awuke.

T had this dream on the night of the 13th to the 11th
of November, 1842, precisely four mouths niter the diuth
of the Duke d'Orlians, who was killed on the Jith of
Julv, and cn the very night of the day when the period of
mourning for the denth of the Prince expired.

t
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ROYER-COLLARD.

June 16¢A,

Yerrrrpay, at the Aeadémie, the sitting not yet having
begun, M. Royer-Collaed and M. Dallenche came and
sat benide me,  We cutered into conversntion. It was
rather o conversation between two tha three. I Jistened
more than 1 spoke.

* The hot weather has come at last,” said 3. Royer-
Collard.

“ Yog," replied M, Ballanche, “ but it is too hot. The
Jieat s already foo mueh for me.”

“ What ! are vou not a Southerner, then ?

“No. This heat overpowers me. 1 submit toit, I
resign myselt.”

* We must resign ournelves to the seasons as to men,”
saitl M. Rover-Collard.

* Nesiguation ix the hasis of everything.”

#1f we vonld not lewrn resignation,” continued M,
Ruyver-Caollnrd, * we should die of rage.” Then, after a
moment’s stlenee, and emphasizing his words in the
planner pecaliar to him : * I do not say we shounld die in
a rage ; 1 say we should die of rage.”
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“ As for me, anger is no longer a part of my disposi-
tion. T have none left.”

T no longer get angry,” rejoined M. Royer-Collard,
“ beeause I reflect that half~an-hour afterwards I ghall no
longer be angry.”

“ And I," replied M. Ballanclhe, ** no longer get angry,
because it upsets my mind.”

After ¢ moment’s silence he added with a smile: * The
laet time T was angry was at the period of the Coalition.
The Coslition—vyes, yes; the Coalition was my last fit of
anger.”

“ Even so eaxly as that ? Tno longer got nugry,” replied
ML Royer-Collard. *I lnoked on at what way being done.
I protested a great denl more inside than outside myself,
ag 8 man protests who does not spenk.  After that time,
I remained threoc years louger in the Chamber. I regret
it. It was three yours too long. T rewmined too long in
the Chamber; I should have retived frowm it sooncr.
Not, however, at the period of the Ilevelution of July ;
not at the peried of the refusal of the oath of allegianec ;
my motives would have been misunderstoml,”

I said : “ You are ripht; there wag in the Ilevolution
of July & basis of justice which you eannot ignore ; you
were not one of those who could protest agninst it.”

4 Neither did I do s0,” repliecd M. Rover-Collard,
smiling. “I do not blame thuse who acted otherwise
than as I did. Everyone has lis colscience, and in
public affeirs there are many ways of being honest.  Men
are honest according to their lights.”

He remained silent for a moment, as though scraping
up Lis recollections ; then he resumed 3
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“ Well, after all, Charles X,, too, was honest.” Then
le relapred into silence,

I Yeft him to ponder for & moment, and, wmhmg to
know his inncermost thoughts, 1 resumed @

“ Whatever niny have been said of him, he was, as a
king, on Lhonest man; and whatever may have been said
of him alsu, he only fell through iz own fault. Histo-
rinny may represent the inatter ns they please, but there
it is. It was (‘harles X. who overthrew Charles X.”

“Yes,” replied M. Royer-Collard, at the smme time
nodding Lis head with a grave token of ursent; “it ig
trne he overthrew himself s he wounld lave it. It i3 eaid
he had bad ndvisers. It ix fulle—fulse. No one advised
him. I{ has been said that he consulted Cardinal de la
Y¥arre, M. de Latil, M. de Poligone, his snite.  "Would to
Iicaven he had done so ! Noue of those who surrounded
Lim had Jost their hends as completely as he did ; none
of them would have given him such Lad adviee as he gave
himwelf. Al those who sorvouded the King—those
who wore ealled {he conrtiers—were wiser than himself,”

M. Royer-Collard renmined silent for a moment, then
eontinued, with a smd smile, which he often assumed
dwring the conversation :

13Winer, 1hat is to say, less insane,”

Ancother pantse 3 then he added @

# No, nobudy advised him."”

And after another ypause :

“ And nothing advised him.  He had always, from his
vonth upwardy, prescrved his own identity. He was still
the Count 4’ Artois ; he had not ehanged. Not to change,
if one should live to be eighty years of age, that was the
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only quality which he valued. He oalled that hoving a
personglity. He said that, since the Revolntion, there
had been in France and in the ern only two men, M. do
La Fayette and himaelf. e cstevmed M. de T Fayette,”

* As a matter of fact,” I said, * they were two braine
fashioned in very much the sume way. Dut they Lor-
boured & different idea—that iy nll.”

*“ And they were both of them constructed,” eontinucd
M. Royer-Collard, *“to pursue their ider teo the end.
Charles X. was destined to do what he did. It wus fatal.
I kuew it; I wns aequainted with the King, I saw him
from time to time, As ¥ was a Royalist, he used to
receive me with friendliness, and treat me kindly, I
readily foresaw the stroke which e was meditating. DL,
de Chateaubriand, however, did not believe in it, Tle
came to see me on lis return from Lis mission a5 Ambug-
sador st Rome, and asked me whot I thought of it. I
told him how it was. Opinions were divided.  The best
authorities donbied whether snel madness was possible,
Bat I myself did not dvnbt. T amwy sny, that on the
day when I took up to the King the Address of the two
hundred and twenty-one—~—it wag towwrds the eml of
February, 1830—1 read the cvents of July in hin looks.”

# How did he receive you 2" 1 naked,

“ Very coldly. With solemnity. With gentleness. T
read the Address to Lim, simply but fimly, without
emphasizing any of the passuges, but without slurring
any of them. The King Hstened to it os he would have
done to anything else. When I had finished * Jlere
M. Rover-Collard stopped short, aud theu odded, with
the same sad smile; * What I am guing to tell you is uot
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very king-like. ‘When X hed finished speaking—the king
was seated on what was called the throne—he drew forth
from under his thigh a paper, which he unfolded and
read to us. It was his reply to our Address. He showed
no anger.  Ife showed a good denl two years previously,
at the period of the other Address—you know, M. Bal-
lanehie, that which was drawn up by M. Delalot. It
was ihe ensiom to comuwmuicnts ithe Address to the
Cliauber on the previous evening, so that the King
might prepure his reply.  When the King received the
Delulod Address, in the presenee of the Ministers, he barst
into nuch n fit of rage, that Lis shouts could be heard
from the Cmrousel. 1o decared peint-blunk that be
would nof riecive the Address, and that he would dissolve
the Chmber.  The King was in a state of fury, and this
was at its height. The moment was a perilous one, M.
de Portalis, whe was then Keeper of the Seals, risked it.
You knaw AL de Portalis, Monsienr Vietor Hugo; I do
not tell you he is a hero, but see the influence of a
candid word upon nn obstinute disposition. M. Jde Por-
tnlix, standing before Chales X, simply said to him:
‘If anch are the indentions of the King for to-morrew,
the King nim«t pive us now his orders for the day after
to-morrow.”  dtranpe to say, these few words appessed
the anger of Charles Xo @ etigui pulreris jactw. He
turned with an aiv of veaution towards M, de Martignac,
and il 1o hine ¢ Well, Martignae, I will receive them ;
but sit dvwn at the table, tnhe a pen, and prepare me a
plain and uncompromizing veply, worthy of a king of
Franee.! M. de Muartignae obeved. As he wrote, the
anger of the King further subnided: and when M. de
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Martignae had finished, and he read to the King the
draft pf the angwer, alvendy much softened by the con-
ciliatory disporition of Mmrtignae, Chinxles X. scized the
pen to strike ont half of it, and tone down the remainder.
That is how anper disappears—oeven the anger of a king ;
even the anger of a stubborm man; even the anger of
Charles X.”

At this moment, as the ritting had already begnn a2
few minutes ngo, the Director of the Aenddmie (M.
Flourens) rang his Dell, nud an asher exied: “To your
seats, gentlemen.”

M. Royer-Collard roze, and said to nte: “But none
of these detnils will Lo gathered up, und they will never
appear in history.”

 Perhaps,” 1 replied.



1844
KING LOUIS-PHILIPPE,

Mo ple ber,

Kixa Louis-Philippe suid to we the other day :

1 was never in love It onee in my life.”

¢ And who with, Bire?” “ With Madame de Genlis.”
#Ah! but she was your tutor.”

The King lunghed, and replied

“As you pay.  Aund o strict tutor, I declare to you.
She bronght up oy sister and myself quite ferociously,
Getting up st six in the moming, summer and winter ; fed
upen miltk, roast meats mud bread; never any luxnries,
never any sweetments ; plenty of work nnd no play. It
was she who aceustomed me o sleep upon boardy. She
made me learn o grent vuvicty of manunl work ; thanks to
her 1 ean work n little at every trode, inelnding that of g
barber-surgeon. I bleed my man like Figaro. I am
a cabinet-mmker, o groom, a mason, a blucksmith. She
was rystematic and severe.  From n very little boy I was
afraid of her; I was a weak, lazy, and cowardly bor; I
was afraid of mice !  She made me a tolerably Lold man,
with some amount of spirit.  As I grew up, I perceived
that she was very pretty. T kuew nut what possessed me
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when she was present. I was in love, and did not know
it. e8he, who was an adept in the matter, understood,
and guessed what it was at once. She msed me very
badly. Tt was at the time when she was intimate with
Mirabeau. She constanily snid to me: ¢ Come, now,
Monsieur de Chartres, you great booby, why are you
always at my skirts?’ She was thirty-six years of age, I
was seventeen,”

The King, who saw that I was interested, continued :

“Mrdame de Genlis has been much talked about and
little known. She has had children aseribed to her of
whom she was not the mother, Pamels wnd Cashnir,
This iz how it wax: she loved unything beantifnl
or pretty, ahe liked to have mmiling faces aronnd her.
Pamela was an orphan whom she took up on account of
her beauty; Casimir was the son of her doorkeeper. She
thought the child chsyming ; the father used to bhent the
gon: ‘ Give him to me,’ she raid, one day. The man
congented, and that is how she got Casimir,  lo n little
while Casimir beeame the moster of the hon-e.  She was
old then. Pumeln she hd in her youth, in our own
time, Mudame de Cienlis adored DPamcela. When it
became necessary to go abroad, Madume de Gienlis set
out for London with my sister and a Inndred lonis in
money, She took Pamela to London,  The ladies were
wretched, and lived meanly in furnished apurtments. It
was winter timte. Tleally, Monsicur Hugo, they did not
dine every day. The tit-bits were for I'muela. My poor
pister sighed and was the victim, the Cindercllu. That
is just how it was. My sister and Pamela, in order to
economise the wretched handred Jonis, slept iu the same
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room. There were two beds, but only one blanket, My
wister had it ut first; but one evening Madame de G nlis
gaid to ber; ¢ You arve well nud strong ; Pameln is very
cold, I huve put the blanket on Ler bed.” My sister was
annoyed, but dared not rebel; she contented herself
with shivering (very night. Iowever, my sister and
myself Ioved Madame de Genlis.”

Madume de (ienlis died three months after the

tevolution of July.  She lived jnst long enough to see
bher pupil King, Louis-1’hilippe was really in some
degree of her mmhing ; she had edueated him as though
she had Leen o man, and not o woman. Bhe pogitively
refured to erown her work with the supreme education of
love. A sirunge thing this in a wonmn of no few seruples,
that she should hmve first shaped the heart, and that she
should have disduined 1o complete the work.

Wlen she saw the Dnhe d'(rleans King, she simply
suid : T am glud of it.”  Her last 3esrs were poor, and
almost wretehed, It is true she had ne skill in manage-
ment, aud senttercd Ler money brondenst in the gutter.
The King ofien went to <ee Jier; he visited her up to the
Inet days of her lite,  Ilis sister, Madame Adclaide, and
himself, never censed 1o pay every hind of respect and
deference to Madmme de Genlis,

Madame de Genlis complnined somewnhat of what she
enliedl the stinginess of the King., She said: “He was a
Priuce, I made # man of bim ; he was elumsy, I made a
ready mau of him ; he wns a bore, I made sn entertain-
ing man of hin ; he was a coward, I have made a brave
mnn of him ; he was stingy, I could not muke a genercus
nman of hin.  Liberal if you like, generous, no.”
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- Kepenilur,

M. Guizot goes out every day after Lreakfast, at mid-
day, and spends au hour at the residence of the Princess
de Liéven, in the Rue Saint-Florentin. In the evening
he returns, and except on official days, he =pends his
whole evenings there.

M. Guizot is fifty-sever years of age; the I'vinceas is
fifty-eight. With regard to this, the King said one
evening to M. Duchatel, Minister of the Interior: “Ilng
not Guizot & friend to advise him ? Let him heware of
those North-conntry women. He does not nuderstund
them. When a North-country woman is old, and gets
hold of a men younger than herself, she =ncks him dry.”
Then the King bursts out langhing. M. Duchiite], who
ig fat and stout, who wears whiskers, and who is forty.
five years of age, turns very red.

Oddll’

The King, when at home in the evening, does not
usually wear any decoration. Ile is attived in o brown
coat, black tromsers, and a waistcoat of Lluek satin or
white piqué. He has a white eravat, silk stockings, with
open-work in front, and polished shoes. Il wenrs o
grey toupet ouly slightly concendud, and arranged in the
style of the Itestoration. No gloves. lie iy lively,
good-natured, affuble, and chatty.

His travels in England delighted him. e spoke to
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me about them for an hour and a half, with much geati-
culation, aceompanied by many jmitations of Engligh
pronunciation and ways,

“ I was exceedingly well received,” he said, * Mobs
of people, acclamations, salvues of artillery, banquets,
ceremonies, fétes, visits from the Corporation, an address
from the City of London, nothing was wanting. In all
this, two things especially touched my feelings. Near
Windsgor, at a posting ntage, a man who had run after my
carriage, camo and stood close to me at the window,
shouting ;: * Vire le roi! Vive leroi! FViveleroi!l’ in
F¥rench. 'Then he added, also in French: ¢ Sire,
weleomno to this old English nation; you ure in a country
which knowe how to appreciaste you.’ That man had
never scen me before and will never see me again, Ha
expects nothing of me. It seemed to me as thongh it
was the vuice of the people. ‘This affected me more then
sny othoer compliment. In France, at the next stage
beyond Ku, a drunken man seeing me pass, shounted :
¢ There is the King come back; it ia all 1ight now:
the English are satisfied, and the French will be at peace.'
Tho contentment and peace of the two peoples, that
indced waus my uim. Yes, I wus well received in Eng-
lwad. Aund, if the Emperor of Russis compared his
receplion with mine, it must kave been quite painful to
Lim, he is so vain. He went to Englund blefore me
to prevent me from making my journey. It was a
foolish procecding. He would have done better fo go
after me. They would then have been vbliged to treat
bim in the same way, In London, in particular, he ia
not liked. I do not know whether they would have got



King Louis-Philippe. 79

the members of the Corporation to take the trouble to go
and gdb him. Those aldermen are very resolute.”

Louis-Philippe used to make great fun of the elder M.
Dupin, who, thinking to heighten the refinements of
Court langnage, calls Madame Adelaide, the sister of the
King, Ma bells demoiaelle.

BAINT CLOUD,
November,

The King yesterday looked fatiguned sand careworn,
When he perceived me, he led me into the apartment
behind the Queen's room and said to me, as he showed me
& large-sized tapestry couch, with parrots worked npon
it in medallions: *Let ua sit down on these birds.”
Then he took my hand, and said, in a somewhat bitter
tone of eomplaint; * Mongienr Hugo, I am misander-
stood. I am said to be proud, I am said to Le clever.
That means that I am a traitor. It grieves me. I am
simply an honest man. I go the straight rond. Those
who are acquainted with me know that T am not wanting
in fankness.  Thicrs, when he wag acting with e, toki
me one day that we were disagreed: °Sire, jon wre
proud, but I am prouder than you.' *The proof that
that is not so,” I replied, ‘1s that you tell me ro.' M. de
Talleyraud said to me one day: * You will neser make
anything of Thiers, who, for ull that, would be an exccllent
instrument. But he is one of those men who can ouly
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be used on condition of eatisfying their requivements.
And he will never be satisfied. The misfortuge for
himself as well as for you is that there is no longer any
possibility of his being a Cardinal,’ Thiers is clover,
but he has too much of the conceit of a self-made man.
Guizot is better. He is a man of weight, a fulerum ; the
mpeciea ig a rare oune, and I appreciate it. He is superior
even to Cesimir Pdrier, who had & narrow mind. His
was the soul of a banker, weighted to earth like an
iron-chest. Ah! How rare is & true minister! They
are all like schoolboys. The attendances at the Conneil
are irkeome to them ; the most important affaire are
disposed of at a gallop. Tley are in a harry to be off to
their departments, their commissions, their offices, their
gossippings., In the period which followed 1880, they
had s look of uneasiness and humiliation when I presided.
Moreover, no real appreciation of power, little grandeur at
heart, no sustained aim in poliey, no persistency of will,
They leave the Council as & boy leaves his class-room.
On the dny he Jeft the Ministry, the Duke de Broglie
jumped for joy in the Council chamber. Marshal Soult
arvives. © What is the matter with you, my dear Duke 1’
“Marshal, we are leaving the Ministry.'! *You entered it
like a wise man,’ said the Marshal, who had humoar,
‘and you leave it like o madman." Count Molé now, had
a way of yielding to me and resisting at one and the
game time. ‘I am of the King's opinion as to the general
question, but not as to the expedicney.,’ Monsienr Hugo,
if you only knew how things go on sometimes at the
Council! The Right of Search treaty, the famous
Right of Search, would you believe it, was not even read
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at the Council?t Marshal Sebastieni, at that time
Minister, said: Py read the freaty, gentlomen.' I
gaid : ¢ My dear Ministers, pray read the treaty.’ ‘O,
we have no time, we kmow what it is; let the King sign

it.? thav erid.  And T giened.”



1845.

VILLEMAIN.

Devember Tth.

Dunine the first days of Descember, 1845, I called on
Villewnin. I had not seen him since the 3rd of July,
exactly five months previously. Villemain had been
seized during the last days of Deccmber, 1844, with the
cruel complaint which marked the close of his political
career.

It was cold, the weather was melancholy, I was
melancholy myself : this was the time to go and console
somebody. Consequently I went to see Villemain,

He was then living in the rooms allotted to the life-
Secrctary of the Acndémie Frangaise, on the second
floor of the right-hand staircase, at the far end of the
second courtyard of the Institute. I ascended this stajr-
ease and rang at the door on the right ; no one came. I
rang a second time ; the door opened. It was Villemain
himself. }He was pale, dejected, attired in a long black
frock-cosat, buttoned at the top with one solitary button,
hig gray hair unkempt. He looked at me with & melan-
choly look, and said without a pmile: *“ Ahl it is you;
good morning.”
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Then he added: “I am slone; I do not know where
my soxyants are; come in.”

He led me through a long corridor into an apartment,
and thence into his bedroom. The whole abode is
depressing, and seems in gome way like the attic of a
convent. In the bedroom, lightad by two windows open-
ing on the courtyerd, the only furniture was a mabogany
bedstead, without curiaing or counterpane ; a sheet of
white paper carelessly thrown upon the bed ; one or two
horgehair chairs; a chest of drawers between the two
windows, and a writing-table covered with papera, booka,
newspapers, and opened letters. Nearly all these letters
hed printed headings, such as: House of Pecrs, Institute
of France, Conncil of State, Journal des Sarants, &e.
Uponr the mantelpiece, the Moniteur of the day, a few
lettera and a few books, among them the History of the
Consulate and the Empire by M. de Lacretello, which
has just appeared.

Near the bed was a child’s cot with mabogany rails,
covered with a green counterpane. Upon the wall,
oppokite the bed, hang three frumes containing the litho-
graphed portrait of Villemsin and the portraits of the two
eldest of his little daughters, painted in oil and tolerably
like. Upon the mantelpiece a clock, which is out of
order, and shews the wrong time ; in the fireplace, & fire
pearly out.

Villenain made me sit down and took hold of my
hands. ¥e was rather disordered looking, but gentle
and earnest. He asked me what I had been deing this
summer, and said he had been on a journey, spoke of
one or two common friends,—some with effection, othern

a3



84 Things Seen.

with distrust. Then his appearance became calmer, and
he conversed for a quarter-of-an-hour on literary topics,
adopting n high tone, clear, simple, clegant, thonghtfal,
although still gloomy and not laughing once.

Suddenly, he locked straight at me and said: “ I have
e puinfal matter in my mind, I am in trouble, I have dis-
tressing anxieties. If you only knew what conspiracies
there are agoainst me !

¢ Villemain,” I said, * be celm.”

“ No,” he rejuined, it iz really dreadful.” After
a pause, he added, as though spenking to himself :
# They began by separating me from my wife, I loved
her, and &iill love her. She had some mental failing;
that may have engendered delusions. But what is much
more certain is that thoy suceeeded in arousing in her an
rutipathy towards me, and then they separated me from
her, and afterwards separated my children from me.
Those poor little girls are charming. You saw them;
they are my delight, Well, I do not dare to go and see
them, and when I see them I rimply assure myself that
they are well, that they are bright and gay and fresh-
looking, and I am afraid even to kiss them on the fore-
head. Great Heavens, my very touch would be made an
excuse, perhaps, for harming them. How do I know
what devices they are capable of? ‘Therefore, I am
sepnrated from my wife, separated from my children,
snd now I am alone.”

After a pause, he continued :—*“No, I am not alone.
I am not even alone. I have anemies, everywhere-—here,
outside, around me, in my dwelling. The fact is, my
friend, that I made a misteke; X ought not o have entered
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upon political affairs. To succeed in them, to be firm
and streng, I should hove had a support; an internal
support, happiness; an extermal support . . . . some
one.” (He referred, doubtless, to the King.) *¢ These
supports both failed me. I foolishly threw myself amidst
men's hatreds. I was naked and unarmed. Thay fell
violently upon mc; at present I have done with every-
thing.!!

Then suddenly lovking at me with a certain lovk of
anguish: “My friend, whatever may be gaid to you,
whatever you may be told, whatever may be alleged about
me, my friend, promise me that you will not belicve any
of the calumnies. They are so scandalous, My life is
very gloomy, but quite blameless. If you only knew
what things they concoet; they are inconceivable, Oh!
how infamous they are. It is enough to drive me mad.
If it were not for my little girls, I shounld kill mywelf.
Do you know what they say? Oh! I will not repeat it
+ « » + They say that at night, workmen come in through
that window to sleep in my bed.”

I burst out loughing. *““And that distresses yom?
‘Why, it is foolish and absurd.”

“Yes,” he said, ““] nm on the zecond floor, hut they
are go cunning that they put great ladders at night
against the wall o make people believe it. And when I
think that these things, these villainies, are secretly told
and openly believed, and: no one defends me. Some
look on me coldly, others with dissimulation. Vietor
Hugo, swear to me that you will not Lelicve any
calumny.,”
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He stood up. I was profoundly touched ; I gaid a few
kind and friendly words to quiet hixa, *

He continued :

“Ah! What albominsble hatreds! This ia how it
began. When I went out of doors, they managed so that
everything I saw shonld have an ominous Iook. I met
only men buttoned np to the chin, people dressed in red,
extraordinary costumes; women dressed half in black,
half in violet, who Iooked at me and shouted for joy; and
everywhere hearses of litile children followed by other
little children, some in black, others in white. You will
tell me : ‘ Dut those are mere omens, and a vigorous mind
is not dinturbed by omens.’ Well, I know that. Itis
not the omeus which alarm me, it is the thought that I
was g0 much hated that people took all this irouble to
bring round about me so many depressing sights. If a
man hates me sufficiently to surround me constantly with
& flighi of crows, what appals me is not the crows, but
his hatred.”

Hoere I again interrupted him. * You have enemies,”
I eaid to him ; “ but you also have friends, think of that.”

He abruptly withdrew his bands from mine. ‘' Now,
just listen to what I az going to say to you, Victor
Hugo, and you will know what I have in my mind. Youn
will be able {o tell how I suffer and how my enemies have
succeeded in destroying all confidence and exelnding all
the light from within me, I no longer know what I am
doing, or what is wanted of me. Now, you, for instance,
are as noble a man as any that exists. You are of the
blood of La Vendée, of military blood ; I will go further,
and say of warriors’' bloed ; there is nothing in you that
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is not pure and loyal ; you are independent of everybody ;
1 havesknown you for twenty years, and I have never
seen you do eny act which was not upright and honour-
sble. 'Well, you may imagine my misery, for in my soul
end conscience, I am not sure you have not been sent
here by my enemies to spy upon me.”

He was in such anguish that I could not but pity him.
I took his hand once more. He looked st me with a
haggard look.

“ Villemain,” I gaid, *“ doubt that the sky is blue, but
do not doubt that the friend who addresscs you is
10]&1."

# Forgive me,” he rejoined, * forgive me. Ah! I
know the things I have been saying are abaurd. You, at
least, have never failed e, although you may lisve had
gometimes to complain of me. IBut I have so many
enemies. If you only knew! ‘This house is full of them.
They are everywhere, concecaled, invisible; they beset
me. I feel that their enrs are listening to me, I feol that
their Iooks are fixed upon me. What an anxiety it is
to live Iike this!”

At this moment, by one of those strange coincidences
which sometimes happen as though by design, a little
door hidden in the wainscotiug near the fireplace sud-
denly opened. He turned round on hearing the noise.

*“What is it?” He went to the door. It commuui-
oated with a little corridor. He locked into the corridor.

“ Is there any onc there ? ” ko asked.

There was no one.

# T4 in the wind,” I said.

He came back to me, placed his finger on his lips,
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looked straight at me, and said in a low fone, and with
an indescribable tone of horror, ¢ Oh! no.” ‘

Then he remained for some moments motionless and
stleut, with his finger npon his lips like someone listening
for something, and with his eyes half turned towards the
door, which he had left open.

I felt that it was time 10 speak earnestly to him. I
made him zit down again, and took him by the hand.

* Listen, Villomain,” I said, ‘f you have your enemies,
numerous enemies, 1 admit——"" He inferrupted me,
Lis face lighted up with a sad joy.

“Ah!” be said, * youn, at sl events, admit it. All
these foals tell me that I have no enemies, and that I am
drenming.”

# Yes,” I replied, ¢ you have your enemies; but who
has not? Guirot has encmies, Thiers has euemies,
Lamartine has cnemies. Have 1 not myself been fighting
for twenty jenrs? Have I not been for twenty years
past  hated, 1cnded, rold, betrayed, reviled, looted,
taunted, insulted, ealumniated ? IIave mot my books
been parodied and my dceds travestied? I also am besef
and epied upen, I also have traps set for me, and I have
even been made to fall in them, Whe knows that I was
not followed this very day as I came from my house to
yours ? Butwhat is all that to me? I digdain it. It is
one of the most difficult yet necersary things in life to
learn to disdain. Diedain protects and crushes. Itisa
breastplate and a club. You have enemies ? Why, it is
the story of every man who haz done a great deed or
created a new idea. It is the cloud which thunders
sround everything which shines. Fume must have
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enemies, as light must have gnats. Do not bother your-
self about it; disdain. Keep your mind serene as you
keep your life clear. Do not give your enemies the
eatisfaction of thinking that they cause you grief or pain.
Be happy, be cheerful, be disdainful, be firm.”

He shook his hesd sadly. * That is easy for you to
say, Victor Hugo. As for me, I am weak. Oh! I know
myself, I know my limitations. I have some talent in
writing, but I do not know how far it goes; I have somae
precision of thought, but X do not know how far it goes.
I am goon fatigued. I have no staying power. I am
weak, irresolute, hesitating. I have not done all that I
could have done. In the realms of thought, I do not
possess all that is needfnl for creating. In the sphere of
action, I do not possess all that is necdful for struggling.
Btrength is precisely what I am wanting in. And disdain
is & form of strength.”

He was lost in thought for a moment, then added, this
time with a smile: * Anyhow, you have dune me good;
you have quictcd me, I feel better. Equaninity is infee-
tious. OL! if X could only bring myself to treat my
enemies a§ you treat yours.”

At this moment the door opened, and two persons
entered, a M. Fortoul, I think, and a nephew of Ville-
main’s. I rose.

“ Are you going already ?” he said to me.

Ho conducted me through the corridor as far as the
stairease. ' There, my friend,” he said to me, "I
believe in you."

“Well,” I said, *1 have fold you to despise your
enemies. Do so. DBut you have two whom you must
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take into mocount, and of whom you must rid yourself.
These two enemies are solitude and brooding. Bolitude
brings sadness; brooding brings unemsiness. Do not
remain alone, and never brood. Move about, go out,
walk, mix your idens with the purrounding air, breathe
freely nnd with long breaths, visit your friends, come and
see me."”

* But will you be at home to me ?* he said.

“T shall Le delighted.”

“*When?”

“ Every eveuing if yon like.”

He hesitated, then said: “ Well, I will come. I wunt
to sec you often.  Yom have done me good. Good-bye.
I shall kee you Lefore long.”

Ho hesitated aguin, then added :

* But supposing 1 do not come 7"

“ Then,” I paid, ** I ghall comae to you.”

I shovk hands with him and went down the stairs,

As I reached tho bottom, and was about to step into
the courtyard, I heard lis vuice saying, **I shall see you
before long, ch?” I looked up. He had come down
one flight of staira to bid me good-bye with a gentle
emile.
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ATTEMPT OF LECOMTE.
Muy 814,

Tre Court of Peers is summoned to try the case of
another attempt upon the person of the King,

On the 16th of April last the Xing went for a drive in
the forest of Fontaineblean, in a char 4 banes. At his
gide wns M. de Montalivet, and behind him were the
Queen and several of their children. They were return-
ing bome towards six o'clock, and were passing by the
walls of the Avon enclosure, when two gunshots were
fired from the left. No one was hit. Rangers, gen-
darmes, officers of hussars who escorted the King, all
sprang forward. A groom climbed over the wall and
geized & man whose face was half magked with a necker-
chief, He was an ex-Ranger-general of the forests of
the Crown, who hed been dismissed from his post
eighteen months before for a grave dereliction of duty.
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June 14, midday,

The orators’ tribune and the President’s chair have
been remorved.

The accused is seated on the spot where the tribune
ugually stands, and is pluced with his back to a green
baize curtain, placed there for the trial, between four
gendarmes with grenadiers' hats, yellow shoulder-straps
and red plumes. In front of him are five barristers, with
white bands nt their necks and black robes. The one in
the centre has tho Cross of the Legion of Honour and
grey hair. It is Maitre Duvergicr, the Bditonnier.®
Behind the prisoner, red bencher, ovecupied by spee-
tators, cover the semicircle where the Chancellor usually
presides.

The priscner is forty-eight years of nge; he does not
appear to be more than about thirty-six. He has nothing
in his nppearance which would suggest the deed which he
has done, It is one of those calm and almost insig-
nificant countenances which impreys miber favourably
than otherwise. General Yoirel, who sits beside me,
sayk to me: ““ 11e looks n good-natured fellow.” However,
a dark ook gradually overspreads the face, which is some-
whnt handsome, although of a vulgar type, and he looks
like an ill-natored fellow. From the seat which I
oceupy, his hair and moustache appear black. He hax
a long face with roddy cheeks. He casts his eyes almost

# The Ritonnicr is the head of the Bar, and presides over the
Council which regmlutes the ctiguette of the professon.~—Translalor’s
nole.
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continually downwards ; when he raises them, every now
and then, he looks right up at the ceiling; if he were a
fanatic, I should say up to Heaven. He has a black
eravat, & white shirt, and an old black frock-coat, with
a single row of buttons, and wears no ribbon although
belonging to the Legion of Hononr.

General Berthuzdne leans forward townrds me, and
tells me that Lecomte yesterday remeined quiet rll day,
but that he became furious when he was refused & new
black frock-coat which he had asked for to appear in
before the High Cowrt. 'This ig a trait of character.

‘While the names of the Peers were being called over
his eyes wandered here and there. To the preliminary
guestions of the Chancellor he replied in a low tone of
voice. Bome of the Peers called out: * Speak up!®
The Chancellor told him to Jook towards the Court.

The witnesses were brought in, amongst whom were
one or two women, very stylishly dressed, and some
peasant women. They are on my right, in the lobby on
the left of the fribune. M. Decazes walks sboui among
the witnesses. M. de Montalivet, the firrt witness, is
called. He wears the red ribbon, together with two
slars, one of a foreign order. He comes in limping on
account of his gout. A footman, in & russet livery with
a red collar, assists him.

I have examined the articles brought forward in sup-
port of the indictment, which are in the right-hand pas-
sage. The gun is double-barrelled, with twisted barrels,
the breéch ormamented with arabesques in the style of
the Renaissance; it is almost a fancy weapon, The
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blouse worn by the assassin is blus, tolerably well worn.
The neckerchief with which he hid his face is a gotton
pneckerchief, coflee coloured, with white stripes. On
these articles is hung a small card bearing the signatures
of the prosecuting officials and the signature of Pierre
Lecomte.

June Béh.

During an interval in the sitting I observed the man
from a short distance. He looks his age. He has the
tanned skin of a huntsman and the faded skin of a
prisoner. When he speaks, when he becomes animated,
when he stands upright, his sppearance becomes strange,
His gesture is abrupt, his attitude fierce. His right eye-
brow rises towards the corner of his forehead and gives
him on indescribably wild and diabolical appearance.
He speuks in o muftied but firm tone.

At one point, explaining his crime, he said :

1 stopped on the 16th of Amil at the Place dn
Carrousel. 1t was raining. I stood under a projeeting
roof and lovked mechanically at some engravings, There
was & conversution going on in the shop at the side, where
there were three men and o woman, I listened mechani-
cally also. I felt sad. Suddenly I heard the name of
the King; they were talking of the King. I locked at
these men. 1 recognized them as servants at the Castle,
They said that the King would go the next day to
Fontainebleau, At that instant my idea sppeared. It
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appeared to me plainly, dreadfufly, It left off raining. I
stretched out my hand from heneath the projection of the
roof. I found that it no longer rained, and I went away.
I returned home to my room, to my little room, bave of
fornitare and wretched. I remained there alone for three
hours. I mused, I pondered, I was very unhappy. My
project continually recurred. And then the rain began to
come down again, The weather was gloomy; a strong
wind was blowing ; the sky was nearly black, I felt like
& madman, Snddenly I got up. Tt was settled. I had
made up my mind. That is how the idea came into my
head.”

At auother moment, when the Chaneellor eaid thet the
crime wag without a motive, he said ;

“How so? I wrote to the King, once, twice, three
times. The King did not reply. Oh! then .., .”

He did not finish what he had to smy; but his fist
clutched the rail fiercely. At this moment he was terrific.
He was a veritable wild man., He sits down. He is now
composed. Colm and fierce.

While the Procurator-General spoke, he moved about
like a wolf, and appeared fuorious. When his counxel
{Duvergier) : poke, tears came into his eyes. ‘They ran
down his cheeks, heavy and perceptible,
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Jun. 62

This is how it takes place. On his name being called
in a loud voice by the clerk of the Court, each Peer risea
and pronounces sentence also in a loud voice.

The thirty-two Peers who have voted before me have
all declaved for the parricide's penalty. One or two have
mitigated this to capital punishment.

When my turn cnme, T rose and said :

“ Considering the enormity of the crime and the pmall-
ness of the motive, it is impossible for me to believe that
the delinguent acted in the full possession of hie moral
liberty, of his will. I du not think he is a human creature
having an exact perception of his ideas and a clear con-
sciousness of his actions. I cannot sentence this man to
any other punishment but imprisomnent for life.”

I gaid these words in very lond tones. At the first
words all the Peers tumed round and listened to me in
the midst of a kilence which seened to invite me to con-
tinue. I stupped short there, however, and sat down
aguin.

The enlling of the names continned.

The Mnrquis de Boissy said :

¢ We have heard these solemn words. Viscount Victor
Hugo has given utterance to an opinion which deeply im-
presses me, and to which I give my adhesion. I think,
with him, that the delinquent ia not in full possession of
his renson. I declare for imprisonment for life.”

The calling of the nemes continues with the laugn-
briously monotonous rejoinder: * Capital punishment,
parricide’s penalty,”
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Proceeding by seniority, according to the dates at which
the members of the House have taken their seats, the
list comes down to the names of the oldest Peers. Viscount
Dubouchage being called in his turn, said :

‘“Being already uneasy in my mind during the trial,
owing to the manner of the accused, but fully convinced
by the observations of M. Vietor Hugo, I declare that, in
my opinion, the delinquent is not of sound mind. Viscount
Hugo geve the reasons for this opinion in a few words, but
in s way which appears to me conclusive. I support him
in his vote, and I declere, like himself, for imprisonment
for life.”

The other Peers, of whom a very small number re-
mained, all voted for the parricide’s penalty.

The Chancellor, being called on Inat, rose nnd said ¢

# I declare for the parricide’s penalty. Now A second
vote will be taken, The first vote is only provisional,
the second alone is final. Al are, therefore, at liberty to
retract or confirm their votes. An opinion worthy of
profound consideration in itself, not less worthy of con-
gideration owing to the qumiter whence it emanates, has
been put forward with authoity, althongh supported by a
very small minority, during the progress of the voting. I
think it right to declare here that during the eontinuance
of the long enquiry preceding the prosecution, during
seven weeks, I saw the mecused every day, I examined
him, pressed him, guestioned him, sud, as old Parlia-
mentarians say, *torned him round’ in every direction.
Never for a gingle moment was his clearness of perception
obscured. I mlways found that he reasoned correctly
according to the frightfal logic of his deed, but without
mental derangement, a8 also without repentance. Ho is
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not a madman. He is & man who knows what he wanted
to do, and who admits what he has done. Lot hym suffer
the consequences.”

The second call has begun. The number of Peers
voting for the parricide’s penalty has increzsed. On my
pame being called, I rose. I seid:

¢ The Court will appreciate the scruples of one in whose
conscience such formidable questions are suddenly agi-
tated for the first time. This moment, my lords, is &
solemn one for all, for no one more than for myeelf. For
eighteen years past I have had fixed and definits ideas
upon the subject of irreparable penalties. Those idens
you are acquainted with. As a mere author, I have pub-
lished them; a8 & politician, with God’s help, I will
apply them. As a general rule, irreparable penalties are
repugnent to me ; in no particuler instance do I approve
of them. I have listened attentively to the observations
of the Chancellor. They are weighty, eoming from so
eminent a mind. I am struek by the imposing uneanimity
of this imposing assembly. But, while the opinion of
the Chancellor and the unanimity of the Court are mnch,
from the point of view of discussion, they are nothing in
face of onc’s conscience. Before the speeches began, 1
read, re.read, studied sll the docnments of the trial;
during the pleadings, I studied the attitude, the looks,
the gentures, I scrutinised the soul of the accused. Well,
I tell this Court, composed as it is of just men, and I tell
the Chancellor, whoee opinion has so much weight, that
I persist in my vote. The nccused has led a solitary lLife.
Bolitude is good for great, a~d bad for little minds.
Bolitude disorders those minds which it does not en-
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Lighten. Piermre Lecomts, a solitary man with & small
mind, was necessarily destined to become a savage man
with & disordered mind. The aitempt upon the King,
the attempt on a father, at snch a time, when he was
surrounded by his family; the attempt upon a small
crowd of women and children, death dealt out hap-
hazard, twenty possible erimes inextricably added to &
crime determined upon,—ihereis the deed. It is mon-
strous. Now, let us exnmine the motive. Hereitis:
A deduction of twenty francs out of an annual allowanee,
a redignation accepted, three leiters remaining um-
answered. How can one fail to be struck by such a
reconcilintion and such an abyss? I repeat, in conclu-
gion, in the presence of these two extremes, the most
monstrous crime, the mest ingigniGoant motive, it is
evident to me that the thing is absurd, that the mind
which has made such & reconciliation and erossed such
an sbyss, is an illogical mind, and that this delinquent,
this assassin, this wild and solitary man, this fierce,
savage being, is a madman. To a doctor, perhaps, he is
not a madman ; to a moralist e certainly is. I will add
that policy is here in harmony with justice, and that it
iz alweys well to deny human reason to a crime which
revolts against nature, and shakes society in its founda-
tions. I adhere to my vote.”

The Peers listened to me with profound and sympa-
thetic attention. M. de Boissy and M. Dubouchage
remained firm, as I did.

There were 283 voters, This is how the votes wero
distributed ;:—

ol
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198 for the parricide’s penalty;
88 for eapital punishment ;
8 for imprisonment for life.

The entire House of Peere may be eaid to have been
displeased at the execution of Lecomte. He had been
condemned in order that he might be pardoned. It was
an opportunity for mercy held ont to the King. The
King engerly geized such opportunities, and the House
knew this. When it leayrned that the execution had
actunlly taken place, it was surprised, almost hurt,

Immediately after the condemnation, the Chancellor
end Chief President Franck-Carré were summoned by
the King. M. Franck-Carré was the Peer who had been
delegated to draw up the case. They went to the King
in the Chancellor’s carriage. M. Franck-Carré, altkongh
he voted for the parricide’s penalty, was openly in favour
of a pardon, The Chancellor also leant in this direction,
although he would noi declare himself on the subject.
On the way he said to President Frank-Carré: X
directed the enquiry, I directed the prosecution, I directed
the trinl. I had some influence over the vote. I will
not give my opinion on the subject of a pardon. I havs
enough responsibility as it is. They will do what they
like-li

In the cabinet of the King he respectfully adopted the
same tone. He declined to commit himzelf to a definite
opinion on the subject of & pardon. President Frank-
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Cwré was explicit. The King saw what was the real
opinioneof the Chancellor.

Mafire Duvergier had conceived an affection for his
client, as & barrister alwaye does for the client he has to
defend. It is a common result. The Public Prosecutor
ends by bating the accused, and the counsel for the
defence by loving him. ILecomte was sentenced on &
Friday. On the Saturdey, M. Duvergier went to see the
King. The King received him in o friendly manner, but
said: “I will see about it; I will consider it. The
matter is a grave one, My dunger is the dnnger of all,
My life is of comsequence to France, so that I must
deford it. However, I will think the matter over. You
know that 1 detest capital punishment. Every time I
have to sign the dismissal of an appeal for a pardon I am
the first to suffer. All my inclinations, all my instinets,
all my conviotions are on the other side. However, lama
Constitational King; I have Ministers who decide. And
then naturally I must think a little of myself toc."

M. Duvergier was dreadfully grieved. He eaw that the
King would not grant a pardon.

The Council of Ministers wag unanimously in favour
of the execution of the sentence of the Court of Peers.

On the following day, Sunday, M. Duvergier received
by express a letier from the Keeper of the Seals, Martin
du Nord, announcing to him that the King thought it
right to decide that the law should take its course. He was
still under the influence of the first shock of hope
definitively shattered, when a fresh express arrived.
Another letter. The Keeper of the Seals informed the
Bitonnier that the King, wishing to accord to the con-
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demned man, Pierre Lecomte, a furtker token of his
goodwill, had decided that the yearly allowanes of the
said Lecomte should revert to hiz sister for her lifetime,
and that His Majesty had placed an immediate eam of
three thousand francs at the disposal of the sister for her
mesistange, “ I thought, M. ls Batonnier,” paid the
Keeper of the Beals, in conclusion, *‘that it wonld be
agreeable to you to communicate yourself to the unhappy
woman this evidence of the royal favour,”

M, Duvergier thought he had made some mistake in
reading the firet letter. ** A further token,” he said to
one of his friends, who was present. * I wae mistaken,
then. The King grants the pardon.” DBut he re-read
the letter, and saw that he had read it only too correctly.
A further token remained inexplicuble to him. He refused
to accept the commission which the Keeper of the Seals
asked him to undertake.

Ag to the gister of Lecomte, she refused the three
thousand francs and the pension ; she refused them, with
something of scorn and aleo of dignity. * Tell the
King,"” she said, ‘‘that I thank him. I should have
thanked him better for something olse. Tell him that
I do not forget my brother so guickly as to take his
gpoils. This is not the boon that I expected of the
King. I want nothing. I am very unhappy and miser-
able, I am nearly starving of hunger, but it pleases me
to die like this, since my brother died like that. He
who causes the death of the brother, hes no right to
support the aister.”

M. Marilhac plays throughout this affair a lugubricusly
active purt. He was u member of the Commiggion of the
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Peera during the preliminaries to the trial. He wanted
to omié from the brief for the prosecution the letter of
Doctor Gallois, in which he spoke of Lecomte as & mad-
man. It was at one moment proposed to suppress the
letter.

Lecomte displayed some courage. At the last moment,
however, on the night preceding the execution, he asked,
towards two o’clock, to see the Procurator-General, M.
Hébert, and M. Hébert, on leaving him after an interview
of & quarter of an hour, snid: “He has completely
collapsed; the mind is gone.”

Juns 12

I dined yesterday at the house of M. Decazes with
Lord Palmerston and Loxrd Lansdowne.

Lord Palmerston is a stout, short, fair man, who is
said to be & good talker. His fuce is full, round, broad,
red, merry and shrewd, slighily vulgar. He wore a red
ribbon and & star, which I $hink is that of the Bath.

The Marquis of Lansdowne affords a striking contrast
to Lord Palmerston. He is tall, dark, spare, grave and
courteous, with an air of breeding, a gentleman. He had
a star apon his coat, and round his neck n dark-blue
ribbon to which hung a gold-enamelled decoration, round-
shaped, and surmounted by the Irish harp.

M. Decazes brought these two gentlemen to meet me,
Wo spoke for gome minutes of Ireland, of bread-stuffs,
und of the potato disease,
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“Ireland’s disense is graver still,” I said to Lord
Palmerston. .

“Yen,” he replied; *the Ivish peasanta are very
wreiched. Now, your country folk are happy. Ah!
You ave fevoured by the skies. What a climate is that
of France 1 ”

“Yes, my Lord,” I rejoined, *but you are favoured
by the sea. 'What & citadel is England1”

Lady Pulmerston is graceful and talke well. Bhe must
have been charming at one time. Sheisnolonger young.
Lord Palmerston married her four years ago, after a
mutual passion which liad lasted for thirty years. I con-
clude fromn ihis that Lord Palmerston belongs a little o
history and a great deal to romance.

At table, I was between M, de Montalivet and Alexandre
Dumas. M. de Montalivet wore the cross of the Legion
of Honour, and Alexandre Dumas the cross of an order,
which he told me was that of 8t. Jolm, and which I
believe to be Piedmontese.

I led up iz conversation with M. Montalivet to the
event of 1he 16th of Ayil. 1le was, it is well known, in
the char & banecs by the King's side.

“What were yon conversing with the King about at
the moment of the report ? ” I said.

“1 eannot remember,” he replied. ™1 took the
liberty of questioning the King upon this subject. He
oould not recall it either. The bullet of Lecomte de-
stroyed something in our memory. All I know is that
while our conversation was not important, we were very
intent upon it. If it had not absorbed our attention, we
should certainly have perceived Lecomte when he stood
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up above us o fire; the King, at all events, wonld have
done smo, for I myself was turning my back somewhat to
speak to the King. Al that I remember is that I wag
gesticulating very much at the moment. ‘When the firat
ghot was fired, some one in the suite eried: ‘It im a
hunteman unloading hig gun,” T said to the King: ‘A
strange kind of hunisman to fire the remains of his
powder at kings.,'! As I finished speaking, the second
shot went off. I cried: ‘It is an assassinl’ ‘Ohl’
said the King, ‘not so fast; do mot let us judge too
hastily. Wait, we shall see what it means.” You see in
that the character of the King, do you not? Calm and
serene in the presence of the man who has just fired at
him, almost kindly. At this moment, the Queen touched
me gently on the shoulder; I turned round. SBhe shewed
me, without uttering a word, the wadding of the gun
which had fallen upon her lap, and whick she had just
picked up, There was & certain enlmness in this silence
which was solemp and touching. The Queen, when the
earriage leans over a little, trembles for fear she will be
upset ; she makes the sign of the cross when it thunders ;
she ig afraid of a display of fireworks ; she alights when a
bridge has to be crossed. When the King is fired upon
in her presence she is calm,”
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July 20th, Mudnight,

Svzanxg, the chambermaid, Las just returned home.
She has been to the féte to see the fireworks. On coming
in—gle was radiant—she said: “Oh! what a lucky
thing, madam. It was my cousin who arrested the man
who fired upon the King,” * What! Has anyone fired
at the King?"™ * Yes, and my cousin arrested the man.
‘What » lacky thing | It was this evening, just now. The
King was on the Laleony. The man fired two pistol-
shots together, and missed the King. Oh! how people
applauded! The King was pleased. He pointed out
himpelf where the smoke came from. But my cousin,
who ig a policeman in plain clothes, was there close to
the man. He only had to turn round. 1ietook the man
into custody.” “'Whlat is his neme 7" ' Joseph Legros.”
““The assassin 2" *“No, my cousin., He is a tall fellow.
The man is little. I do not know his name, I have for-
gotten it. He looked sad; he pretended to be crying.
‘When he was taken away, he eaid: * Oh! dear, I must
die then.’ Hbe ia fifty years old. Some gold was found
on him. I should think he will have a bad time of it
to-night. My consin is delighted, and the curé also in
delighted.” (This is a canon of Notre-Dame who residea
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in the same building as the cousin in the police.) * What
luck, eh! Madam, what luck1”

July 30th,

There is close to here, in the Rue de Limoges, a honse
with & carriange-way of solemmn and gloomy appenrance,
some old cowrt-house, with a little square yard. On the
left-hand side of the door i & great black beard, in the
ventre of which are the Arms of France. Upon this
board iz an inscription in wooden letiers, formerly gilt,
and running thus:

aramant,
SOUYENIRS & USEFUL ™ 8¢  qrFice REQUISITES
JRTICLES k:ﬂ“a- y

_A of avery kind.
for Ladies. o

MANUFACTORY OF FANCY ARTICLES IN EMBOSSED STEEL

AND OTHER QOODS.

8 — JOBEPH HENRI — 8

Joseph Henri is the assaesin, He has s wife and three
children,



108 Thsngs Seen.

On the right-hand side in the courtyard there is a house-
door, above which is seen : '

JOSEPH HENRL

THE WAREHQUAA IN ON THE FIEAT FIOOR.

The whole honse is of a fallen and dismal appearance.

Avgust Lit.

The day before yesterday I went to inscribe my name
at the palace of the King, who has gone to Eu, This is
done upon = kind of register, with a green parchment
back like a laundress's book. There are five registers,
one for each member of the Royal family. Every even-
ing the registers are forwarded to the King, and the Queen
carefully reads them,

I do not suppose people inseribed their names at the
residence of Louis XIV. or of Napoleon.

This yeminds me of the firast time I dined at the
Tuileries. A month afterwards I met M. de Rémusat,
who was among the guests, and who gays: ** Have you
paid your visit of digestion ?”

Homely manners are charming and graceful, but they
go rather too far sometimes. I thoroughly understand
royalty living s homely life, but this granted, I prefer the
patriarchal style to the homely siyle. Patriarchal life is
as simple as homely life, and a8 mejestic ag royal life.
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M. Lebrun, who came to leave his name at the mame
time ag I did, was telling me that & fow years ago the
King of the Belgians was gt the Tuileries. M. Lebrun
goes to see him. He speanks to the hall-porter. * Can I
see the King of the Belgians, please?” * The King of
the Belgiang? Oh! yes, sir, in the second courtyard
throngh the little door. Go up to the third floor and
turn to the left along the corridor. The King of the
Belgians ia No. 9.”

The Prince de Joinville lives in a little attic af the
Taileries. The Duke of Baxe-Coburg is lodged in the
Louvre in a corridor. Like the King of the Belgians, he
has his card nailed npon the door: Duke of SBaxe-

Coburg,

Avugust 2508,

The trial of Joseph Henri beginz to-day in the Court
of Pecra,

The prisoner is brought in after the Court is seated by
four gendarmes, of whom two hold him by the arme.
There were six to Lecomte. Joseph Henri is a little
man, who appears over fifty years of age. He is dressed
in a black frock-coat, he has a black silk waistcoat and
black cravat, whirkers, black hair, a long nose. He wears
eye-glasses.

He enters, bows three times to the Court, as an aotor
bows to the pit, and sits down. During the calling of
the names he takes snuff with a profound look of ease,
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i The Chancellor tells him to rise, and agks him his
surname and Christian names. He replies in & low tone
of voice, in a subdued and timid maoner. * Speak
lounder,” gaid the Chancellor. The prisoner repeats his
repha} oudly and very distinctly. He looks like s worthy
citizén who is taking out & passport, and who is being
“fuestioned by the government employs. He sita down
and whispers a few words to his counsel, M. Barpche,
Bitonpier of the order of barristers. 'There are five
barristers at the bar. Among the crowd which throngs
the semi-circle behind the prisoner is & priest, Not far
from the priest is & Turk.

The prisoner is se short that when he stands up he
does not reach nbove the heads of the gendarmes sented
beside him, From time to time he blows his nose loudly
in & white handkerchief with blue squares. He has the
appearance of a country registrar. His person altogether
suggests something ineffably mild, sad and snbdued.
Every now and then, however, he holds his head in his
two hands, and a look of despair penetrates through the
air of indifference. Ile is, in fact, despairing end in-
different at one and the same time, When the Procurator-
General and the Chaneellor tell Lim that he is playing a
part, he looks at them without any appearance of resent-
ment, and like a man who does not understand.

He speaks a great deal, rather fast, sometimes in low,
at others in very loud, tones. He appears to see thingg
only through a veil, and to hear only through a screen.
One wonld imagine there was a wall, barely transparent,
between the real world and himsel, He looks fixedly,
just as if he is seeking to make out things and dis-
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tinguish faces from behind a barrier. He utters rambling
words in a subdued manner. They have & meaning,*
however, for & thoughtful person.

He concludes & long explanation thug: “My crime
is without a stain. At present my soul iz as in &
labyrinth,"

The Procurstor-Creneral paid to him: “I am not fo
be imposed on by you. You have an object, and that is
to eszeape the death penalty by appearing to invite it,
and in this way to secure zome less grave penalty.”

“Pooh!"™ he excleimed; ““how can you say so?
Other penalties are a punishment, the penalty of death
is annihilation.”

He stood musing for a moment, and then added:
“For eighteen years my mind has suffered. I do not
know what state my mind is in; I cannot say. But you
see I am not trying to play the madman.”

“You had,” the Chancellor said, '* ferocious ideas,”

Ho replies: *‘1 had no ferocions idenz; I had only
ideas” (here he indicmtes with a gesture an imaginary
ftight of birds hovering round his head) ** which I thonght
eame fo me from God.”

Then he remains gilent for a moment, and continues,
almost violently: ““I have suffered a great deal, a great
deal ” (folding his arms). * And do you think I soffer
no longer ?™

Objection is made to certain passages of what he hag
written.

“Just as you please. All that I have written I have
written, written, written ; but I have not read it.”

At another moment he hreaks out unexpectedly
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amidst the examination with this: “‘1 have beliefs. My
“principsl belief is that there are rewards and pounishments
above.”

The names of all the regicides, of Fieschi, of Aliband,
of Lecoimnte, are mentioned to him. His face becomes
clouded, and he exclaims: “ How is it yon speak to me
of gll those whose names yon have just mentioned ?*

At this moment Viennet comes to the back of me and
says: *“ He is not & madman, he is a fool.”

For mygelf I should have said the precise contrary.

He is asked: ‘“Why did you write to M. de Lamartme
and M, Raspail ?”

He repliee: “Because I had read some of their
writings, end they appeared to me to be philanthropists ;
and because I thought that philanthropy should not be
found only in a pen point.”

He frequently concludes hig replies with this word
addressed to the Court, and attered almost in a whisper:
“ Appreciate 1"

The Procurator-General recapitnlates all the charges,
and concludes by asking him : * What Lave you to say
in reply 2"

' I have no reply to make.”

And he places his hand on his forehead as if he had a
pain there.

In the midst of & long rambling statement, mingled
here and there with flashes of intelligence, and even of
thoughtfulness, he stops short to ask for a basin of soup,
and gives a number of directions to the attendent who
brings it to him. He has a fit of trembling which is
plainly perceptible. He drinks a glass of water several
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times doring the examination. He trembles so violently
that he, cannot carry the glass to his lips without holding
it with both hands.

He calls the Procurator-Gleneral Monsieur le Pro-
curewr. 'When he speaks of the King, he says His
Majesty.

During the very violent speech for the prosecution of
the Procurator-General he makes signgs of approval.
During the speech for the defence of his counsel he
makes signs of disagreement. However, ha liatens to
them with profound attention. At one point M. Hébert
said : * The prisoner has no political aniaus. He oven
protests his respect and admiration for the King.” Joseph
Henri nods his head twice in fokem of assemt. At
another moment the Procurator-Greneral says that the
prisoner wants to pecnre a ludierously inadequate punigh-
ment, He says “No,” with a shake of his head, and
taken scuff.

During the temporary rising of the Court, Villemain
came to me in the reading-room and said: * What do
you think of all thin? It seems to me that no one here
is genuine: neither the prisoner, nor the Procarator-
General, nor the Chencellor. They all look to me an
thongh they are shamming, and as though not one of
them says what he thinks. There is something false,
equivocal, and confused in this affair.”

During the trial Villemain contemplated Joseph Henri
with fixed and melancholy interest.
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Augugt 2TiA,

The deliberation began at twenty minutes past eight
o'clock. The Peers, without swords or hats, sit with
olosed doors; only the clerks are present. On taking
their seats the Peers cried out on all gides: ““ Open the
ventilators ; let us have some light; give ns some airl”

The bheat that was in the hermetically sealed room
WAS OVErpowering.

Two questions were nsked by the Chancellor:

* Is the prisoner Henri gnilty of the attempt npon the
life of the King? Is he guilty of an attempt upon the
person of the King?"

I should not omit to say that during the calling of the
names, Lagrenée said to me: “ I shall be the only one
of the diplomatic body who will not vote for the sentence
of death.” I congratulated him, snd Le went and sat
down again behind the bench occupied by Bussiére.

Another Dcer, one of the new ones, whom I did not
know, left his seat, came towards me, and seated him-
self upon the empty chair at the side, saying to me: “You
do pot know me ?"'  ‘‘No.” *Well, I nursed you when
you were little, no higher than thet, npon my knees. I
am & friend of your father’s. I am General Rapatel.”

I remembersd the name, which my father had often
mentioned. I shook hands with the general. Wa con-
versed affectionately. He spoke to me of my childhood,
I gpoke to him of hiz great battles, and both of us
became younger again. Then silonce took place, The
voling had begun.

The voting went on, on the question of an attempt on



Altempt of Joseph Henrs. 115

the life or an attempt on the person, withount its being
ascertaimed beforehand whether the difference in the
crime involved any difference in the penalty. However,
it was soon evident that those peers who decided that it
was an stiempt on the person did not desire the death
penalty, and the mejority of this opinion became larger
and larger.

Ag the gecond vote was about to be taken, I gaid: “It
results from the deliberation on'the whole, and from the
earnest views which have been put forward, that, in the
opiniozn of all the judges, the words * person of the King’
have a double pense, and that they signify the physical
person and the moral person. These two sensee, how-
ever, are distinct to the copscience, although they are
confounded in the vote. The physical person has not
been injured, has not beem seriously menaced, as nearly
all my noble colleagues are agreed. It is only the moral
person who has been not only menaced, but even injnred.
Having given this explanation, and with this reserve,
that it is perfectly understood that it is the moral parson
only that is injured, I associnte myeelf with the immense
majority of my colleagues, who declare the prisoner,
Joseph Hepri, guilty of an attemapt upon the person
of the King."

The clerk proclaimed the result :—

One hundred and twenty-two Peers decided for an
attempt on the person; thirty-eight for an attempt on
the life ; four for an act of contempt.

The eitting was suspended for a guarter-of-an-hour.
The Peers laft the Court, and became scattered in groups

in the lobby. I oconversed with M. de la Redorte, and 1
18
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told him, that if it came to the point, I admitted State
policy as well as justice, but on the condition that I
should consider State policy as the human voice, and
justice as the Divine voice. M. de Mornay came up to
me and said that the Anciers abandoned the death
penalty ; that they were pensible of the feeling of the
House, and gave way to it; but that, in agreement with
the majority, they would vote for penal servitude for life,
and I was asked to give my support to this vote. T said
that it was impossible for me to do so; that I congratn-
lated our Anciens on having abandoned the death penalty,
but that I should not vote for penal servitude; that, in
my opinion, the punishment exceeded the offence; that,
moreover, it was not in harmony with the dignity of the
Chamber or its precedents.

The sitting was resumed at half-past four.

‘When my tum came, I simply said: * Detention for
life.”

Boveral Peers gave the same vote. Thirteen in sll
Fourteen voted the death penalty; a hundred and thirty-
three penal servitnde for life.

Several Peers said to me : * Yon ought to be satisfied ;
there is no death sentence. The judgment iz a good
one, I replied: * It might have been better.”

The Procurator-General and the Advocate-Genersl
were bronght iu, in scarlet robea ; then the public rushed
in noisily. There were a number of men in blouses.
Two women who were among the erowd were turned out.
The names of the Peers were called ; then the Chancellor
read the judgment amidst profound silence.
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» P.S.— September 124,

The punishment has not been commuted; the judg-
ment will be carried out,

Joseph Henri, who had been transferred from the
Luxembourg and from the Conciergerie to the prison of
La Roquette, started the day before yesterday for Toulon
in a prison van with cells, accompanied by eight felons.
While the irong were being placed upon him, he was
weak, and trembled convulsively; he excited the com-
passion of everybody. He could not believe that he was
really a convict, He muttered in an undertons: ** Oh,
dear! if I had but known!™



VISIT TO THE CONCIERGERIE.

I roMEMBER that, on Thureday the 10th of September
1848, 8t. Patient’s day, I decided to go to the Académie.
There was to be a public meeting for the award of the
Montyon prize, with a speech by M. Viennet. Arriving
at the Institute, I ascended the staircase rather irreso-
lutely, In front of me, ran up boldly and cheerfully,
with the nimbleness of a schoolboy, a member of the
Institute in full dress, with his coat buttoned up, tight-
fitting, and =nipped in et the waist—a lean, spare man,
with active step and youthful figure. He turned round.
It was Horace Vernet. Hre had an immense moustache,
and three crosses of different orders suspended from his
neck. In 1848, Hornce Vernet was certainly niore than
sixty years of nge.

Arriving at the top of the staircnse, he entered. I
felt neither so young nor so bold as he, and I did not
enter.

In the street ontside the Institute, I met the Marquis
of B. *““You have juat come away from the Aeadémie ?”
he arked. * No,” I replied; ‘ one cannot come away
without going in. And vou, how is it you are in Paria ?”
1 have just come from Bourges." The Marquis, & very
warm Legitimist, had been to see Don Carlos, son of
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him who took the title of Charles V. Don Carlos, whom
the faithfal called Prince of the Asturias, ard afterwards
King of Bpain, and who was known to European diplo-
macy as the Count de Montemolin, looked with some
amount of annoyance upon the marriage of his eousin,
Dona Issbella, with the Infante Don Francisco d'Assiz,
Duke of Cadiz, which had just been concluded at this
very moment. He plainly showed the Marquis how sur-
priged he felt, and even lot him gee a letter addressed by
the Infante {0 Lim, the Count de Montemolin, in which
this phrase occurred, word for word: “I will abandon
all thought of my cousin as long as yon remain between
her and me.”

We shook hands, and M. de B. left me.

As I was returning by the Quai des Morfondns, I
passed by the lofty old towers of Saint-Louis, and I felt
an inclination to visit the prison of the Conciergerie a$
the Palais de Justice. It is impossible to say how the
iden came into my head fo go in and see how man had
confrived to render hideous in the inside what is g0
magnificent on the cutside. I turned to the right, however,
into the little courtyard, and rang at the grating of the
doorway. The door was opened, I gave my name. I
had with me my Peer's medal. A doorkeeper was put at
my pervice to serve as a guide wherever I wished to go.

The first impression which strikes one on entering a
prison is a feeling of darkness and oppression, diminished
respiration and perception, something ineffably nausecus
and insipid, intermingled with the funereal and the Ingu-
brious. A prison has its odour es it bas its chiercecurs.
Its air is not air, its daylight is not daylight. Iron bars
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have some power, it would seem, over those two freeand
heavenly things,—air and light.

The #irst room we came to mnootherthan
the old gnard-room of Saint-Louis, an immense hall
ent up into s large nnmber of compartments for the
requirements of the prison. Everywhere are elliptical-
pointed arches and pillars with capitals; the whole
scraped, pared, levelled, and marred by the hideouns taste
of the architecta of the Empire and the Restoration, I
make this remark once for all, the whole bnilding having
been served in the same fashion. In this warders' room
could still be seen on the right-hand side the nook where
the pikes were stacked, marked out by a pointed moulding
at the angle of the two walls.

The outer office in which I stood was the spot where
the toilet of condemned eriminals took place. The office
itself was on the left. There was in this office a very
eivil old fellow, buried in a heap of cardboard cuses, and
surrounded by neats of drawers, who rose as I entered,
took off his cap, lighted a candle, and said:

"“You would like, no doubt, to see Héloise and Abé-
lard, Bir?"” “ By all means,” I said, “ there ia nothing
I shonld like better.”

The old man took the candle, pushed on one kide a
green case bearing this inecription: Discharges for the
montk, and showed me in a dark corner behind a great
nest of drawers, a pillar and capital, with a representation
of a monk and a nun back to back, the nun holding in
her hand an enormous phallns. The whole was printed
yellow, and wag called Héloise and Abélard.

My good man continued ;
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*Now that you have seen Héloize and Abélard, you
would po doubt like to see the condemned cell 2™

* Certainly.,” I said.

“Show the gentleman the way,” said the good man to
the turnkey, ]

Then he dived omce more into his cases. This
peaceful ereature keeps the register of the sentences and
terms of imprisonment.

Ireturned to the outer office, where I admired as I
passed by a very large and handsome shell-work table in
the brightest and prettiest Louis XV. taste, with a
marble border; but dirty, unsightly, daubed with colour
which had once been white, and relegated to a dark corner.
Then I paseed through a gloomy room, encombered with
wooden bedsteads, ladders, broken panes of glass, and
old window-frames. In this room, the tarnkey opened a
door with a fearful noige of heavy keys and drawn bolts,
and seid : * That is it, Sir.”

I went into the condemned cell.

It was rather a large place, with a low arched ceiling,
and paved with the old stome flooring of Bt. Louis,
square blocks of lias stone alternating with slabs of slate,

Some of the paving-stones were missing here and there,
A tolerably large semi-circular vent-hole, protected by
its iron bars and projecting shaft, cast a pale and wan sort
of light ingide. No furniture, save an old cast-iron stove
of the time of Lomis XV., ornamented with panels in
relief, which it is impossible to distinguish owing to the
rust, and in front of the skylight a large arm-chair, in
oak, with an opening in the seai. Tle chair was of fhe
period of Louis XIV., and covered with leather, which
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was partly torn awsy so as to expose the horsehair.
The stove was on the right of the door. My guide
informed me that when the cell was occupied, a fold-
ing bedstead was placed in it. A gendarme and a
warder, rclieved once every three hours, watched the
condemned man day and night, standing the whole time,
withont a chair or bed, so that they might not fall
asleep.

We returned to the ounter office, which }ed to two more
rooms, the reception-room of the privileged prisoners
who were able to receive their visitors without standing
behind a double row of iron bars, and the saloon of the
barristers, who are entitled to communicate freely and in
private with their clients. ‘This * saloon,” for so it was
described in the inscription placed over the door, was &
long room, lighted by an opening in the wall, and
furnished with long wooden benches like the other one.
It appears that some young barristers had been guilty of
sbuging the privilege of a legal téle-i-téte. Female
thieves and poisoners are cocasionally very good-locking.
The abuse was discovered, and the ‘*saloon ™ was pro-
vided with a glazed doorway. In this way it waa
possible to see, although not to hear,

At this juncture, the Governor of the Conciergerie,
whose name was Lebel, came up to us. He was a
venerable old man, with some ghrewdness in his leok
He wore a long frock-coat, and in his buttonhole th.
ribbon of the Legion of Honour. He begged to be
excused for not having ascertained before that I wasin the
place, end asked me to allow him to accompany me in
the tour of inspection which I wished to make.
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The ounter office led through an:ronbamermtoa
long, wide, and spacious vanlted passage.

“#What ig that #” I asked M. Lebel

* That,” he said, **was formerly conneeted with the
kitchens of Baint-Louis, It was very useful fo us during
the riots. Y did not know what to do with my prisoners.
The Prefect of Police sent and asked me: ‘ Have you
plenty of room just now? How many prisoners can you
aoccommodate?’ I replied: ‘I can accommodate two
hundred.’ They scnt me three hundred and fifty, and
then said to me: ‘How many more can you accommo-
date ?' I thought they were joking. However, I made
room by utilizing the Women's Infirmary. ‘You ean,’ I
said, ‘gend a hundred prisoners.” They sent me three
hundred. This rather annoyed me; but they said :  How
many can you still find room for?’ ‘You can now
send as many as you like.' Bir, they sent me six
hundred! I placed them here; they slept upon the
ground on trusser of straw. They were very excitable,
One of them, Lagrange, the Republican from Lyons, said
to me: ‘Monsisur Lebel, if you will let me see my
gister, I promise you I will make all the men keep quiet.’
I allowed him to see his sister; he kept his word, and
the place, with all its six hundred devile, became a little
heaven. My Lyons men thus continued well behaved
and civil ountil the day when, the Xouse of Peers
having begun to move in the matfer, they were brought
in contact, doring the official inquiry, with the Paris
rioters, who were of Sainte-Pélagie. The latter said to
them: * You must be mad to remain quiet like thet. Why,
you shonld complain, yon should shout, you ghould be
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furions." My Lyons men now became farions, thanks to
the Pariginng, They becams perfect Satans. OF! what
trouble I had! They said to me, * Monsicar Lebel, it is
not because of you, but of the government. We want to
show our teeth to the government.” And Reverchon then
undressed himself and stood stark naked.”

* ¥e called that showing his teeth, did he?” I asked
M. Lebel.

In the meantime, the turnkey had cpened the great
railinge at the far end of the corridor, then other railings
and heavy doors, and I found myself in the heart of the
prison.

T could ace, throngh the rniled arches, the men’s exer-
cise.yard. It was a tolerably large oblong courtyard,
above which towered on every side the high walls of Saint-
Louis, now-a-days plastered and disfigured. A number of
men were walking up and down in groups of two or
three ; others were seated in the corners, upon the stone
benches which surround the yard. Nearly all wore the
prison dress—large waistcoats with linen trousers; two
or three, however, wore black coats. One of the latter
was clean and sedate-looking, and had a certain in-
degeribable air of B town-bred man. It was the wreck of
a gentleman.

This yard bad nothing repulsive-looking about it. It
is true that the sun was shining brightly, and that every-
thing looks smiling in the sun—even a prison. There
were two beds of Aowers with trees, which were small but
of a bright green, and, between the two beds, in the
middle of the yard, an ornamentsl fountain with a stone

basin.



Visit to the Conciergerie. 12§

This yard was formerly the cloister of the Palace.
The (tothic architect surrounded the four sides with a
gallery ornamented with pointed arches. The modern
architects liave covered these arches with masonry; they
have placed steps and partitions in them and made two
gtoriee. Each arcade made one cell on the ground
floor and one on the first floor. These cells, clean and
fitted with timber flooringe, Lad nothing very repulsive
sbout them. Nine feet long by six feet wide, & door
opening on to the corridor, » window overloocking the
ground, iron bolts, a large lock and & railed opening in
the door, iron bars to the window, a chain, & bed in the
angle on the left of the door, covered with coarse linen
and coarse Dlanketing, but very carefully and neatly
made, that is what thege cells were like. It was recrea-
tion time. Nearly ull the cells were open, the men being
in the yard. Two or three, however, remained closed, and
some of the prisoners, young workmen—shoemakers and
hatters, for the most part—were working there, making
a great noise with their hemmers. They were, I was
told, hard-working and well-conducted prisoners, who
preferred fo do some work rather than go out for
exercise.

The quarters of the privileged prisoners were sbove,
The cells were rather Inrger, and, as a resnlt of the
groater liberty enjoyed here at a cost of siztecn centimes a
day, rather less clean. As & general rule, in a prison,
the greater the cleanliness the less liberty there is.
Theee wretched beings are so constitated that their
cleanliness is the tokem of their servitude. They were
not alone in their cells; there were, in some cases, two
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or three together; there was one large room in which
thers were six. An old man with a kindly and Bonest-
looking face was enguged in reading. He lifted up his
cyes from his book when I entered, and looked at me like
a country ¢nré reading his breviary and seated upon the
graes with the sky above his head. I made inquiries,
but I could not discover of what this goodman® wes
accuged. Upon ihe whitewashed wall, near the door,
these four lines were written in penecil :—

Dans ln gendarmerio,
Quand un gendarme 1if,
Tous les gendarmes rient
Lans la gendarmeric,t

Beneath them, u parodist had added :—

Hiune la Conciergoris,
ihnd un concicrye vif,
Tows les concierges rient
Lins la Conciergerie.

M. Lebel called my attention in the yard to the spot
where a prisoner had made his escape e few years before,
The right angle formed by the two walls of the yard at
the northernmost end had sufficed for the accomplish-
ment of the man's purpose. e planted his back in this
sngle and drew himself up solely by the muscular foree of

#* Sic in the original.—-Translater's nots,

1 An untronelatable pun vwpon the words une gendarmerds, or o
station of the mounted police, and un gendarme rit, in English, « g
policerpan laughe In the jaredy which follows, the jest is
heightened, of conrse, by ruaking all the concierges laugh in the
Conciergerie, as though it were a place full of cosncierges, or door-
keepers.— Trandlalor's nots,
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his shouldera, elbows, and heels, as far as the roof, where
he eaught hold of a stove-pipe. Had this stove-pipe
given way under his weight, he would have been & dead
man. On reaching the roof, be climbed down agnin into
the outer enclosure and flad. All this in broad day-
light. He wes captured again in the Palais de Justice.
His pame was Bottemolle. *Buch an escape was de-
serving of better Iuck,” said M. Lebel. ‘I was almost
sorry to see him brought back.”

At the beginning of the men’s yard there was, on the
left, a little office reserved for the chief warder, with s
table placed at a right angle before the window, a leather-
covered chair, and all kinds of card-board cases and
papers upon the table. Behind this table and chair was
an oblong space of ahont eight feet Ly fonr. It was the
pite of the cell formerly occupied by Louvel. The wall
which divided it from the office had been demoliahed.
At a height of about seven feet the wall ended, and was
replaced by an iron grating reaching to the ceiling. The
cell was lighted only through this and through the window
in the door, the Light coming from the corridor of the
office and not from the courtyard. Through this grating
and through the window of the door Louvel, whose bed
was in the corner at the far end, was watched night and
day. For all that, moreover, two turnkeys were placed
in the cell itself. When the wall was pulled down,
the architect preserved the door,—a low-Iying door,
armed with a great sgquare lock and round bolt,—and
had it boilt into the outer wall. It was there I
maw it. .

I remember that in my early youth I saw Louvel cross
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the Pont-au-Change on the day on which he was taken to
the Place de Gréve. Ii was, I think, in the month of
June. Tle sun shone brightly. Louvel was in g cart,
with his arms tied behind his back, a blue coat thrown
over lis shoulders, and a round hat upon his head. He
was pale, I saw bim in profile. His whole countenance
sugpested a sort of earnest ferocity and violent determi-
nation, There was something harsh and frigid in his
appearance,

Before wo left the men’s quarters, M. Lebel said:
" Here is a curious spot.” 'And he made me enter a
round, vaulted room, rather lofty, sbout fifteen feot in
diameter, without any window or opening in the wall, and
Tighted only through the doorway. A circular stone bench
stretched all round the chamber.

“Do you know where you are now?” asked AM.
Lebel.

“ Yen,” I replied.

I recognised the famous chamber of torture. This
chamber occupies the ground-floor of the crenecilated
tower, the pmallest of the three round towers on the
quay.

In the centre was an ominous and singular-looking
object. It was a sort of long and parrow table of lLins-
stone, joined with molten lead poured into the crevices,
very heavy, and supported on three stone legs. This
table was about two and a half feet high, eight feet
long, and twenty inches wide. On leoking up I saw s
great rusty iron hook fastened in the round stone which
forms the key-stone of the arch.

This object is the rack- A’leather covering used to be
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put over it, npon which the victim was stretched. Ra-
vaillac yemained for six weeks upon this table, with his
foet and hands tied, bound at the waist by a sirap at-
tached to a long chain henging from the ceiling. The
last ring of this chain was slipped on to the hook which
I ntill saw fixed above my head. Six gentlemen gnards
and six guards of the Provost's department watched him
night and day. Damiens was guarded like Ravaillac in
this chamber, and tied down upon this table during the
whole time accupied by the inquiry and the trial of Lis
case. Desrues, Cartonche, and Voisin were tortured
upon it. The Marchioness de Brinvilliers was stretched
upon it stark naked, fastened down, and, so to speak,
quartered by four chains attached to the four limbs, and
there suffered the frightful *extraordinary torture by
water,”” which caused her to ssk: ‘ How are yon going
to continue to put that great barrel of water in this little
body 2™

A whole dark history is thers, having filtered, so to
gpeak, drop by drop into the pores of these stones, these
walls, this vault, this bench, this table, this pavement,
this door. There it all is ; it has never quitied the place.
It has been shut up there, it has been bolted up. Nothing
has egeaped from it, nothing has evaporated ; no ons has
ever spoken, related, betrayed, revealed anything of it.
This erypt, which is like the mounth of & funnel turned
upride down, thia ease made by the hands of man, this
stone hox, has kepl the secret of all the blood it hes
drunk, of all the shrieks it has stifled. The frightful
occurrences which have taken place in thie judge's dem
still palpitate and live, and exhale all sorts of horribla
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miasms. What a strangs abomination is this chamber,
what a strange abomination this tower placed in the very
middle of the gquay, without any moat or wall to separate
it from the passer-by! Inside, the maws, the boots, the
wooden horses, the wheels, the pincers, the hammeys
which knock in the wedges, the hissing of flesh tonched
with the red-hot irom, the spluttering of blood upon the
live embers, the cold interrogatories of the magistrates,
the despairing shrieks of the tortured man; ontside,
within four paces, citizens coming and going, women
chattering, children playing, tradespeople selling their
wares, vebicles rolling along, boats upon the river, the
roar of the city, air, sky, sun, liberty !

It is a gloomy reflection that this tower without win-
dows has always seemed silent to the passer-by; it made
no more noise then than it does now. What must be
the thickness of these walls, for the sound of the street
not to have reached the tower, and for the sonnd of the
tower not to have reached the atreet !

I contemplated this table in particular with a curioeity
filled with awe. Bome of the prisoners had carved their
names upon it. Towards the centre, eight or ten letters
beginning with an M and forming s word which was
illegible were tather deeply cut. At one end bhad been
written with & punch the name of Merel. (I quote from
memory and may be mistaken, but I think that iz the
name.)

The wall was hideous in its nakedness. It seemed ag
though one felt its fearful and pitiless solidity. The
paving was the same kind of paving as in the eondemned
cell, that is to ray, the old black and white gtones of Saint-
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Louis in alternate squaves. A large square brick stove
had taken the place of the old heating furnace for the
instruments of torture. This chamber is used in winter-
time as & place of warmth for the prisoners.

‘We then proceeded to the women's building. After
being in the prison for an hour, I was already so accus-
tomed to the bolta and bars that I no longer noticed them,
any more than the air, peculiar to prisoners, which suffo-
cated me as I went in. It would be impossible, therefore,
for me to say what doors were opened to enable us to
walk from the men's to the women’s quarters. I do not
remember. I only recollect that an old woman, with &
noge like a bird of prey, appeared at a railing and opened
the gate to us, asking us if we wished to look round the
yard. We accepted the offer.

The women’s exercise-yard was much smaller and
much more gloomy than that of the men. There was
only one bed of shrubs and flowers, n very narrow one,
and 1 do not think there were any trees. Instead of the
ornamental fountain there was a wash-hounse in the corner.
A female prisoner, with bare arms, was inaide, washing
her clothes. Eight or ten women were seated in the
yard in a group, talking, sewing and working. I raised
my hat. They rose, and looked at me with curiosity.
They were for the most part apparently of the lower
middle class, and presented the appearance of small
shopkeepers about forty years of age. That appeared
to be the average age. There were, however, two or three
young girls.

By the side of the yard there was a little chamber into
which we entered, There were two young girls there,

x 1
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one seated, the other standing. The one who was seated
appenred ill ; the other was tending her. .

T asked : * What is the matter with that young girl 2”

“ Oh! it iz nothing,” said the other, a tall and rather
handsome dark girl with blue eyes; “ she ig subjeet to it.
8he is not very well. She was often taken like it at
Snint-Lazare, We were there together. I look after
her.”

# What is she charged with ? " I continuned.

# She iz » servant. She stole pix pairs of stockings of
her employers.”

Just then the invalid turned pale and fainted. She
was 8 poor girl of sixtecn or seventeen years of age.

f Give her rome air,” T said.

The big girl took her in her arme like a child, and
earried her into the yard. M. Lebel gent for some ether.

*¢ Bhe took six pairs of stoekings,” he said ; *“ but it is
her thivd offence.”

'We returned to the yard. The girl lay upon the stones.
The women crowded round her, and gave her the ether to
smell. The old female warder took off her garters, while
the big dark girl unlaced her clothing. As she undid her
stays, she paid :

“ This comes over her every time she puts on stays. I
will give you stays, youn little fool ! ”

In those words, little fool, there was somehow or other
a tone which was tender and sympathising.

‘We left the place.

One of the peculiarities of the Conciergerie is that all
the cells occupied by regicides since 1880, are in the
women's quarters.
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X entered, firat of all, the cell which had been occupied
by Lecwmte, and which had just been tenanted by Joseph
Honri. It was a tolerably large chamber, almost vast,
well lighted, and having nothing of the cell about it but
the stone floor, the door, armed with the biggest lock in
the Conciergerie, and the window, a large railed opening
opposite the door. This chamber was furnished as
follows: in the corner near the window a boat-shaped
mahogany bedstead, four and a half feet wide, in the
most imposing style of the Restoration; on the other
gide of the window, & mahogany writing-table ; near the
bed, a mahogany chest of drawers, with lacquered rings
and handles ; upon the chest of drawers, a looking-glass,
and in front of the looking-gluss & mahogany clock in the
form of & lyre, the fece gilded and chased; a sguare
carpet mat at the foot of the bed; four mabogany chairs
covered with Utrecht velvet; between the bed and the
writing-table, a china stove. This furniture, with the
exception of the stove, which wonld shock the taste of
commonplace people, is the very ideal of a rich sghop-
keeper. Joseph Henri was dazzled by it. I asked what
had become of thin poor madman. After having been
transferved from the Conciergeric to the prison of La
Boquette, he had set out that very moruing, in the
compuny of eight felons, for the conviet-prison of
Toulon.

The window of this cell loocked ont on the women's
exercise-yard. It was ornamented with a rusty old pro-
jecting shaft full of holesa. Through these holes could be
seen what was going on in the yard, an amusement for
the prisoner not altogether without drawbacks for the
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women, who thought themselves alone and secluded from
observation in the yard, !

Near by was the cell formerly occupied by Fieschi and
Aliband. Quvrard, who was the first to occupy it, had a
marble chimney-piece placed in it (S8aint Anne marble,
black, with white veing) and a large wooden partition,
forming & recess and dressing-room, The forniture was
of mahogany, and very similar to that of the apartment
of Joseph Henri, After Fieschi and Alibaund, this cell
had had for its occupants the Abbé de Lamennais and
the Marchioness de Larochejecquelein, then Prince Louis
Napoleon, and finally, that ** stupid Prince de Berghes,”
ag M. Lebel pnt it.

Opposite these two cells wae the entrance to the
Women's Infirmary, a long and broad chamber, too low-
lying for its size. There were a scove of beds there,
with no one in the beds. I expressed surprige at this,

“I hardly cver have any invalids,” said M. Lebel.
“In the first place, the prisoners only stay here a short
time. They come to awsait their tvial, and go awey
immediately afterwards ; if aequitted, st liberty; if con-
victed, to their destinntion. As long as they are here,
the anticipation of tlicir trial keeps them in a state of
excitement, which leaves room for nothing elge. Yes,
they bhave no time to get ill in; they have another sort
of feverishners than fever. At the period of the cholers,
which wae also the great period of riots, I had seven
bundred prisoners here. They were everywhere, in the
doorways, in the offices, in the waiting-rooms, in the
yards, on the beds, on straw, on the paving-stones.” I
said: Good Heavens! It is to be hoped the cholern
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will not come in addition to all this, 8ir, I did not
have a gingle man invalided.”

There ig certainly a moral in these facts. They show
that strong mental excitement i8 a preservative against
all ailments. In times of pestilence, while sanitary and
hygienic measures should not be neglected, the pecple
should be entertained with grmnd jfétes, grand perform-
ances, noble impresgions. If no one troubled about the
epidemice, it would disappear.

“When they had, in the cells on the opposite side, &
prisoner guilty of an attempt on the person of the King,
the Women's Infirmary was converted into a guard-room,
Here were installed fifteen or twenty warders, kept
secluded from the outer world like the prisomer himgelf,
seging no one, not even fheir wives, and this for the
whole time of the preliminaries of the trial, sometimes
gix weeks, at others two months. That iz what is
done,” added M. Lebel, frorn whom I had these details,
** when I have regicides.”

This phrase fell from him in the most natuoral manner
poseible ; to him it was & sort of habit fo kave regirides.

‘*You spoke,” I said, ““in a contempinous maaner of
the Prince de Berghes. 'What do yon think of him ?”

He wiped his eye-glasses on his sleeve, and replied :

“Oh! aa for that, I do not think anything about him ;
he wags a wretched great simpleton, well bred, with ex-

.cellent manners, and s gentle expression, but a fool.
‘When he arrived here, I put him af first in this chamber,
in this Infirmary, which is of & good size, so that he
might have space and air. He sent for me. ‘Iz my
cage & serious one, gir 7’ he asked. J stammered a few
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hesitating words. ‘Do you think,' he added, *that I
shall be able to get away this evening?’ ‘Oh, no,’ I
paid. ‘'Well, to-morrow, then ?’' *Nor to-morrow,’ I
replied. *Whet ! do you really think they will keep me
here for a week?' °¢Perhaps longer.’ ‘More than a
week | More than a week! My case really is a serious
one, then? Do you think my case is serious?' He
walked about in every direction, eontinuing to repeat this
question, to which I never replied. His family, however,
did not abandon him. The Duchess his mother, and the
Princess his wife, enme to see him every day., The Prin-
ceas, & very pretty little woman, agked if she might share
his prison cell. X gave her to understand that this was
impossible, Ar a matter of fact, what was his offence ?
Forgery, certainly ; but without any motive. It was an
act of stupidity, nothing more. The jury found him
guilty becaase he was a prince. If he had been mome
rich tradesmnn's son, he would have been acquitted.
After he was sentenced to three year~' immisonment, ha
was left here for some time with ine, and then ke was
transferred to a sanptorivm, of which 2 whole wing
was secured for his exclusive use. Tle has been there
nearly a year now, and he will be Ieft there for six months
longer; then le will be pardoned. So that his being a
prince damnged him at his trial, but it benefits him in
his imprisonment.

As we crossed the passage, my guide stopped me and
called my nttention to a low door abount four-and-s-half
feet in height, armed with an enormons square lock and a
great bolt, very similar to the door of Louvel's cell, It
was the door of the cell of Marie-Antoinette, the only
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thing which had been preserved just as it was, Louis
XVIIlahaving converted her cell into a chapel. It was
throngh this door that the Queen went forth to the
Revolutionary Court; it was through it also that she
went to the geaffold. Tle door no longer turned on its
hinges. Sines 1814, it had been fixed in the wall.

I have said that it had been preserved just as it was,
but I was mistaken. It was daubed over with a fearful
nankeen-colonred pieture; but this is of no consequence,
What sangninary sonvenir is there which has not been
painted either a yellow or a rese colour ?

A moment afterwards I was in the chapel, which had
formerly been a cell. If one could have seen there the
bare stone floor, the bare walls, the iron bars at the open-
ing, the folding-bedstead of the Queen, and the camp-bed-
stead of the gendarme, together with the historic sereen
which separated them, it would have created a profound
feeling of emotion and an unutterable impression. There
were to be seen a little wooden naltar, which would have
been a disgrace to a village church, a coloured wall
(yellow, of conrse), small stained-glass windows, as in o
Turkish cqfé, a raised wooden platform, and upon the
wall two or three sbominable paintings, in wlhich the bad
siyle of the Empire had a tussle with the bad taste of
the Restoration. The entrance to the cell had been re-
placed by an archivault cut in the wall. The vaulted
passage by which the Queen proceeded to the Court had
been walled up. There is a respectful vandalism that is
even more revolting than a vindictive vandalism, becanse
of its stnpidity.

Nothing was to be geen there of what came under the
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eyes of the Queen, unless it was a small portion of the
paved flooring, which the boards fortunately.did not
entirely cover. This floor was an old-fashioned, chev-
roned pavement of bricks, laid on horizontally, with the
narrow gide apperinost.

A straw chair, pleced upon the platform, marked the
spot where the bed of the Queen had rested.

On coming away from this venerable spot, profaned by
a foolish piety, I nent into a large spartment st the side,
which had been the place of incarceration for the priests
doring the Terror, and which had been converted into
the chapel of the Conciergerie. It was very mean-
looking, and very ugly, like the chapel-cell of the Queen,
The Revolutionmy Court held its sittings above this
apartment.

While walking about in the depths of the old building,
I perceived here and there, through openings in the walls,
immense cellars, m)sterious and desexted ehambers, with
portcullises opening on to the river, fearful dungeons,
dark paseagos. In these erypts spiders’ webs ebounded,
as well a8 mossy stones, sichly gleams of hight, vague and
distorted forms. I asked M. Lebel: “What is this
place ?” He replied: *This is no longer used.” Wkat
Liad it been used for ?

We had to go back through the men's yard. As we
passed through it, AL T.ebel pointed out to me a staircase
near the latrines. It was here that s murderer named
Savoye, who bad been condemned to the galleys, hed
hanged himself, not many days previously, to the railings
of the bannister. “The jurybave made a mistake,” said
this man; “I cught to have been condemned to death,
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I will gettle the matter.” He settled it by hanging himself.
He wasdut under the special supervision of & prisoner
who had been raised to the functions of a warder, and
whom M. Lebel dismissed.

While the Governor of the Conciergerie furnished me
with these defsils, a decently-dressed prisoner came up
to vs. He seemed to wish to be spoken fo. I asked
him several guestions. He was a yonng fellow who had
been a working embroiderer and lace-maker, afterwards
the assistant fo the Paris executioner, what was formerly
called the “headsman’s valet,” and finally, he said, a
groom in the King's stablen,

* Pray, sir, aek the Grovernor not to have me put in the
prison dresg, and to leave me my fainéeni.,” This word,
which has {0 be pronounced faignant, means a cloth coat
in the latest alang. He had, in fact, a tolerably good
cloth cont. I obtained permisgion for him to keep it,
and I got him into eonversation.

He spoke very highly of M. Sanson, the executioner,
his former master. M. Sanson lived in the Rue du
Marpig.du-Temple, in an igolated louse, of which the
julousies were always closed Ie received many visits,
Numbers of English people went to see him. When
visitors presented themselves at Al Sanson's, they were
introduced into an elegant reception-room on the groend
floor, furnwshed entively with mohogany, in the midst of
which there was an excellent piano, always open, and
provided with pieces of music. Bhortly afterwards,
M. Banson arrived, and asked his visitors to be seated,
The conversation turned npon one topic and another.
Generally, the English people asked to aee the guillotine,
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M. Sanson complied with this request, no doubt for some
cougideration, and conducted the ladies and genlemen to
the adjoining atreet (the Rue Albouy, I think), to the
house of the scaffold-manufacturer. There was a shed at
this place, where the guillotine was permanently erected.
The strangers grouped themselves around it, and it was
made to work, Trusses of hay were guillotined.

One day, an English family, consisting of the father,
the mother, and three pretty deughters, fair and with rosy
cheeks, presented themgelves at Sanson’s residence, It
was in order to see the guillotine. Sanson took them to
the carpenter's and set the instrument at werk. The
kuife fell and ruse again several times at the request of
the yonng ladies. One of them, however, the youngest,
was not patisfied with this. She made the executioner
explain to her, in the minutest details, what is called the
toilet of the condemned. Still she was not satisfied, At
length, she turned Liesitatingly towards the executioner :

*t Mousieur Sunson!” she said,

“ Mademoisclle,” suid the executioner.

*What is done when the man is on the scaffold ? How
ix Lie tied down 2"

The executioner esplained the dreadful matter to
her, and suid: ““We call that ° putting him in the
oven.'”

“*Well, Monsieur Sunson,” said the young lady, “1I
want you to put me in the oven.”

The executioner started. He made an exclamation of
surprise. The young lady insisted: **I faney,” she
said, “ that I ghould like to be able to say 1 have been
tied down om it.”
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Bannon spoke tothe father and mother. They replied :
¢t Ag sheyhes taken o fancy to have it done, do it.”

The executioner had to give in. He made the young
miss eit down, tied her legs with a pisce of string, and
her arms behind her back with a rope, fastened her to
the swinging plank, and strapped her on with the leather
strap. Here he wanted to stop. * No, no, that is not
yet all,” she said. Sanson then swung the plank down,
placed the head of the young lady in the dreadful neck-
piece, and closed it upon her neck, Tlen she declared
she wos satisfied.

‘When he afterwards told the story, Sanson said: I
guite thought she was going to say atlast : * That is not
all ; make the knife fall.’"

Nearly all the English visitors ask to see the knife
which cut off the head of Louis XVI. This knife was
sold for old iron, in the same way as all the other guillo-
tine-knives when they are worn out. English people will
not believe it, and offer to buy it of M. Sangon. If he
had eared to trade in them, there would have been ane
many knives of Louis XIV. sold as walking-sticks of
Voltaire.

From his anecdotes of Sanzon, the fellow, who said he
had formerly been a groom et the Tuileries, wanted to
proceed to anecdotes of the King. He had heard the
conferences of the King with the ambagsadors, &e. . . .
¥ did not trouble him., I thounght of his being a Gaseon,*
atd an embroiderer, and his political revelations nppeared
to be only fancy articles of a superior description,

* The people of Gascony are proverbiaily mpposed to be hatchet~
throwers.—Transialor’s nots.
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Up to 1826, the Conciergerie had no other entrance but
a grating opening into the courtyard of the Balais de
Justice. It was throngh this that eriminals condemmned
to death came out. In 1828 was made the doorway which
is to be seen upon the quay between the two great round
towers. These two towers had upon the gronnd floor, like
the tower of the torture-chamber, a room without & window.
The iwo grotesque Grothic arches, without any vonsasoir
or equilateral triangle for a base, which are still admired
here to this day, and which are masterpieces of ignorance,
were opened in these splendid walls by a sort of stone-
mason, named Peyre, who held the office of architect to the
Palais de Justice, and who mutilated, dishonoured, and
disfigured the building as may be seen. These two
rooms, thus lighted, make two fine circular apartments.
Their walls are ornamented with inlaid Gothic arches,
of admirable purity, resting upon exquisite brackets.
These charming friumphs of architecture and sculpture
were never intended to see the light of day, and were made,
strange tuv sny, for hoiror and darkness.

The first of the two rooms, the nearest to the men’s
yard, had been converted into s dormitory for the warders,
There were in it & dozen beds arranged like the rays of a
star round a stove placed in the centre. Above each bed,
@ plank fixed in the wall through the delicate mulliona of
the architecture, held the personal belongings of the
warders, generally represented by & brush, a trunk, and
an old pair of boots. Over one of the beds, however,
beside the pair of boots, which was not wanting in any
single instance, was a little heap of bocks. I noticed
thin: it was explained to me. It was the Library of a
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warder named Peiget, to whom Lacenaire had imparted
literary tastes. This man, seeing Lacenaire constantly
reading and writing, first admired and then oonsulted
him. He was not without intelligence; Lacenaire
advised him to study. Some of the books which were
there were those of Lacenaire. Lacenaire gave them to
him. Peiset had bought a few other old books upon the
quays; he took the advice of Lacemaire, who said:
“ Read this,” or “‘do not read that."” By degrees, the
jailor became a thinker, and it was thus that an intelli-
gence had been awakened and had expanded in thix
repulsive atmogphere.

The other room conld only be entered by a door which
bore this inscription: * Entrance reserved for the
Governor.” DI Lebel opened it for me very politely,
and we found ourselves in his sitting-room, This apart-
ment was in fact transformed into the Governor’s sitting-
room. It wng almost identical with the other, but
differently furnished. This sitting-room was made up
in extraovdibary fashion. The archifecture of Saint-
Louis, a chandelier which had belonged to Ouvrard,
hideous well-paper in the Gothic arches, a mahogany
writing-desk, some articles of furniture with unbleached
ealico coverings, an old legrl portrait without any case or
frame and nailed askew upon the wall, some engravings,
some heaps of paper, a table looking like a counter;
altogether, the room thus furnished, had the charac-
teriatics of a palace, a prison-cell, and a shop parlour.
It was patibulary, magnificent, ugly, ridiculous, sinister,
royal, and vulger.

It was into this apartment that the visitors of the privi-
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leged prisoners wers shown. At the time of his detention,
of which many traces remained at the Conciergeris, M,
Ouavrard used to see his friends here. The Prince de
Berghes used to see his wife and mother here. * What
does it matter to me if they do receive their visitors
hore 2" gaid M. Lebel. ‘' They think themeselves in a
drawing-room, and they are none the less in a prisen.”
The worthy man looked profoundly convinced that the
Duchess and Princess de Berghes must have thought
they were in a drawing-room.

It was there also that the Chancellor Duke Pasquier
wap in the habit of preparing the preliminaries of the
official inquiries confided to him in respect of the prose-
cutions before the House of Peers.

TLe Governor's room communicated with this apart-
ment. It was very mean and ugly locking. The species
of den which served as his bedroom was solely dependent
upon the doors for light and air, that iz to say, sofaras I
conld sce, for I passed rapidly through. It was clean,
although of a rather mouldy-smelling cleanliness, and
had all sorts of frames in the corners, and old-fushioned
nick-nacks, and all thoge minutise which one sees in the
roome of elderly people. The dining-room was larger,
and had windows. Two or three good-locking young
ladies were seated there upon straw-bottomed chairs, and
were at work nnder the eye of a lady of sbout fifty years
of age. They rose with a modest and pleasant look as I
passed, and their father, M. Lebel, kissed them on the
forehead. Nothing stranger could be imagined than this
Anglican DPresbyterian's home, surrounded by the in-
famous interior of a prison, and walled round as it were
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and preserved in all its purity amidst every vice, every
crime, ofery disgrace, and every shame.

*“But,” I said to M. Lebel, * what has become of the
hall of the chimney-piecen? Whereisit?”

He appeared to turn it over in his mind like a person
who fails to nnderstand.

*“The ball of the chimney-pieces? Did yon gay the
hall of the chimney-piecen ?

*“Yes,” I rejoined, * a great hall which was under the
salle des pas perdus,® and where there were in the four
corners four enormous chimney-pieces, constrnoted in the
thirteenth century. Why, I remember distinetly having
come fo see it gome twenty years ago in company with
Rossini, Meyerbeer, and David d’Angers.”

“Ah!* gaid M. Lebel, “I know what you mean.
That is what we call the Kitchens of Saint-Liouis.”

“Well, the Kitchens of Saint-Louia then, if that is
what you call them. But what has become of thig hall ?
Beaides the fonr chimmey-pieces, it had some handsome
pillars which supported the roof. I have not seen it even
now. Haa your architect, M. Peyre, hidden it away ?**

“QOh! no. Only he has made some alterations in it
for us.”

These words, quietly uttered, made me shudder. The
hall of the chimney-picces was one of the most remark-
able monuments of the Royal and domestic architecture
of the Middle Ages. What might not a creature like the
architect Peyre have done with it # M. Lebel continued :

¢ We pearcely knew where to put our prisoners during

% The outer hall of & French Court of Justice, to which the public

are sdmitted,—Transialor's nole,
3
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the time when they have to undergo their preliminary
examination. M. Peyre took the kitchens of Saint-Louis
and made a meagnificent souriciére® with three com-
partments,—one for men, one for women and one for
juveniles. He contrived this in the best manner possible,
and he did not destroy the old hall to any great extent, X
assure you.”

' Will you take me to it? " I said to M, Lebel.

* By all means.”

‘We passed through long, wide, low, and narrow corridors
and pasgages. Here and there we came across a stair-
ense crowded with gendarmes, and we saw pass amidst a
bhubbub of policemen and warders, some poor wretch
whom the ushers handed to each other, at the same time
saying to each other in a loud tone of voice, the word:
Digponilble.t

*“What does that word convey?” I said to my
guide.

“It means that he has s man whom the examining
magistrate has done with, and who is at the disposal of
the gendarme.”

*To set him at liberty ?*

* No, to iake him back io prison.”

At length the last door opened.

“ Here you are,” said the Governor, ‘‘in the room
you ave looking for.”

I look round.

I was in darkness.

#* A room in which qeisoners are temporarily detained.—Ivans-
lator's nete.
t Avniluble, or ready to be disposed of —Tronslaior’s nols,
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I had a wall in front of my eyea.

My eyeballs, however, gradually became aoccustomed
to the darkness, and after a few moments, I distinguished
on my right, in a recess, a lofty and magnificent chimney-
piece, in the shape of an inverted fannel, built of stone,
and resting, by means of an open buttress of the moat
exquisite style, against a pillar which stood in face of it.

“Ah,"” I said, “here is one of the chimney-pieces.
But where are the others ?

“ This ia the only one,” replied M. Lebel, * which
remaing intaet. Of the three othern, fwo are completely
destroyed, and the third is mutilated; it was necessary
for a souricidgre. It is because we had to fill up the
intervals between the pillars with stone-work. Wa had
to put up pertitions. The architeot preserved this
chimney-piece as & specimen of the architectural style of
the period.”

* And,” I added, *‘ of the folly of the architects of our
time."” Thus, there wag no hall, but a number of eom-
partments, and out of four chimney-picces three were
destroyed. This was effected under Charles X. This
is what the sons of Saint-Louis made of the souvenirs of
Saint-Louis.

« It is true,” continued M. Lebel, * that this souricidre
might very well have been placed elsewhere. But then
you know they did not think of that, and they had this
hall available. However, they arranged it very well. It
is divided by stone walle in longitudiral compartments,
Lighted each by one of the windows of the old kall. The
firat is that of the juveniles. Should you like to
go in?"

s
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A tumkey opened a8 heavy door with a peep-hole
bored through it, by mesns of which the jdterior of
the souriciére could be watched, and we went in.

The juveniles' souricizre was an oblong room, a paral-
lelogram, provided with two stone benches on the two
principal sides. There were three boys there. The
eldest waa rather a big boy. He appeared to be about
seventeen years of age, and was clad in frightful old
yellowish clothes.

I spoke to the youngeat, who had a rather intelli-
gent, nlthough an enervated and degrnded face.

* What is your age, boy ?”

] am twelve, air.”

* What have you done to be in here?"

1 took aome peeches,”

““ Where ?”

“In a garden at Montrenil.”

“ By yourself 2"

“ No, with my friend.”

* Where is your friend ? "

He pointed out the other one, who was clad like him-
self in the prison material, and was a lLttle bigger than
hiwself, and said : * There he is,”

““You got over a wall, then ?"

“No, sir. The peachezs were on the ground, in the
road.”

“You only stooped down ? "

“Yes, sir.”

* And picked them up? ™

“Yes, sir,”
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At this point, M. Lebel leaned towards me and eaid:
** He hagealready been taught his lesson.”

It was evident, in fact, that the child was telling a lie.
There was neither decision nor candour in his look. He
cast hiz eyes down obliquely, as he Jooked at me, a3 &
sharper examines his victim, end moreover with that
delighted expression of m ¢hild who makes a man his
dupe.

“ You are not telling the truth, my lad,” T resumed.

“Yen, I am, sir."”

This * Yes, I am, gir,” was said with that kind of
mnpudence in which one feels that everything is wanting,
even assurance. He added, boldly:

¢ And for that I have been sentenced to three years’
imprisonment. But, j'en rappefle.” *—** Have not your
relatives come to ¢laim you ?'—* No, sir,”—* And your
friend, was he sentenced ? ¥~ No, hig relatives claimed
him.”—* He is a better boy than you, then ?"

The boy hung down his head.

M. Lebel eaid to me: * He hag been sentenced to be
detained for three years in & House of Correction, to be
brought up there—acquitted, that is to say, for not
having acted ‘ with discretion.' The misfortune and the
grief of all the litile vagabonds it to be under sixteen
years of age. They have a thousand ways of trying to
persuade the authorities that they are sixteen years of
age, and guilty with discretion. In fact, when they are
gixteen years and cne day old they are punished with a few

#* For Pan appelle, meaning that he has appealed agninst the sen-
tence,— Translator's note,
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months' imprisonment for their prenks. If they are a
day less than sixteen years old, they have thrpe years'
detention at Ta Roquette.”

I gave a small sum of money to these poor little
wretches, who, perhaps, were only wanting in education.

All things considered, rociety is more guilty towards
them thun they are guilty towards society. We may ask
them: What have you done with our peachea? Very
well. But they might reply: 'What have you dore with
our intelligence ¢

*“Thank you, sir,” said the youngster, puiting the
money in his pocket.

*“T would lhave given you twice as much,” I told him,
“if you had not told a lLie.”

* Bir,” gaid the boy, “1 have been sentenced, but jen
rappelie.”

* It was bnd to tah peaches, but it was worse to tell
a lie.”

The child did not appear to understand.

1¢ J'en rappelle,” he said.

We quitted the eell, and, as the door was closed, the
boy followed ue with a look, while still repeating: * Jen
rappelle.”  The two others did not breathe a word. The
juilor bolted the door while muttering : ** Keep quiet, my
little rats.”* This word reminded ua thet we were in a
“ gouriciire.” ¢

The second cowmpartment was set apart for men, and
was exactly similar to the first. I did not go in, but con-

* Equivalent to * my little dears."—Tranalafor’s nofe.
¥ In allusion to ite other signification of o monse-trap —Trans-
lator’s wole.
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tented myself with looking throngh the peep-hole. It
was full of prisoners, among whom the turnkey pointed
out to me a yonth with a prepossessing countemance,
tolerably dressed, and wearing a thoughtfal air. This
was an individual nemed Pichery, the ringleader of a
gang of thieves who were to be put on their trial in a fow
daye' time.

The third slice cut out of the Kitchens of Saint-Lonis
was the women’s jail. It was thrown open to us. I saw
only seven or eight inmates, all more than forty years of
age, with the exception of a youngish woman who sfill
retained some remaine of good looks. Thia poor ereature
hid herself behind the others. I understood this bashful-
ness, and I neither asked nor permitted any question.
All kinds of little articles of women’s luggage, baskets,
flat baskets, work-bags, pieces of knitting just begun, en-
cumbered the sfone benches. There were aleo great
pieces of brown bread. I took up a piece of this bread.
It was of the colour of road scrapings, smelt very nasty,
and stuck to the fingers like birdlime.

“What is that?* I said to M. Lebel. "It is the
prison bread.”—** Why, it is detestable !”—*‘ Do you
think so #'"—*' Look at it yourself.”—* 1t is a coutractor
who pupplies it."—“ And who makes his fortune, does he
not 2"

**M. Chayet, Secretary st the Prefecture, hag to
exemine the bread; he considers it very good, so good
that he does not have any other on hig own table.”

#M. Chayet,” I gaid, “is wrong to judge the bread
eaten by the prisoners by the bread he receives himself,
If the speculator does send him every day s delicacy,
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that does not prove that he does not send filth to the
prisoners.” v

*You are right; I will speak abont it.”

I learnt afterwards that the quality of the bread had been
looked into and that an improvement had been effected.

On the whole, there was nothing remarkable in this
cell, unloes it was that the walls were covered all over
with inscriptions in black merks. Here are the three
which stood out prominently in larger letters than the
others ;:—* Corset,”"—** Je¢ suis codanée & six moie pour
racabonage,”'—** Amour pour la vie”*

The three doors of the compartments opened on the
same passage, & long dark corridor, at the two ex-
tremities of which, like two ptone tiaras, were the
rounded forms of the two chimney-pieces which had been
preverved, and of which, as I had elready said, there was
only one which was perfect. The second had lost its
principal ormament—its buttress. Of the othera all that
remained visible was the sites on which they had stood
in the corners of the juvenile compartment and the
women'’s compartment.

It wae npon the easternmost of these two latter
chimney-pieces that the curious figure of the demon
Mehidis was carved. The demon Mahidis was a Persian
demon which Saint-Louis brought back from the Cru-
suden. It was to be seen upon the chimney-piece with

% The Grst appears to be the name of & prisoner. The second
an illiterate inscription hy some woman, to the effect that she has
been rentenced to wix monthe’ imprisonment an & vagabond. The
wumwngdecﬁmfwmpm unknown.—Trans-

s nols,
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ita five heads, for he had five heads, and each of these
five heagls had composed one of those songs which are
called ragas in India, and which are the oldest musie
kmown. These ragas sre still celebrated and dreaded
throughout Hindostan, on account of their magic powers.
There is no juggler who is bold enough fo sing them.
Omne of these ragas sung et nuddar makes the night
fall instently, and conjures up from the ground an
immense circle of darkness, which spreads as far as the
voice of the singer will earry. Another is called the
Thupuck raga. Whoever sings it perishes by fire. A
tradition relates how the Emperor Akbar one day was
emitten with a desire to hear this raga sung. He sent
for a famous musician named Naik-Gopaul, and said to
him: ‘“Bing me the Thupuck raga.” Thereupon the
poor tenor, trembling from head to foot, falls upon the
Emperor's knees. The Emperor had his whim and waa
inflexible. The only concession the tenmor could obtain
was to be sllowed to go and see his family for the lasi
time. He sets out, returns io the town in which he lives,
makes his will, embraces his old father and mother, says
adien to all that he loves in the world, and returne to
the Emperor. Six months elapsed. Eastern kings have
melancholy and tenacions whims, ““Ah! there you sare,
muysician,” said Shah Akbar, in a sad but friendly tone,
*“weleome. You are going to sing me the Thupuck
raga.”’ Naik-Gopaul trembles and implores once more.
But the Emperor is inexorable. It wes winfer fime.
The Jumne was frozen over; people were skating upon
it. Naik-Gopaul has the ice broken and gets into the
water up to hia neck, He hegins to sing. At the second
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verse the water became warm ; at the second stanza ths
ice melted ; at the third stanza the river began fo boil
Nnik-Gopaul was cooking; he was covered with blisters.
Instend of singing, he oried: * Mercy, Sire!”—*“Go
on,” paid Akbar, who was no mean lover of musie
The poor wretch went on singing ; his face was crimson,
hie eyes started out of hie head, but he continued to sing,
the Emperor listening meanwhile with ecstasy. At length
8 few sparks shot out of the hair of the tenor, which
stood on end.—" Mercy!"” he cried, for the laat time.
“8ing!” snid the Emperor. He began the last atanza
amidst shrieks. Suddenly the flames burst forth from
his mouth, then from his entire body, and the fire con-
gumed him in the midst of the water. That is one of
the babitual effects of the music of this demon Mahidia,
who was represcnted upon the demolished chimney-piece.
He had a wife nnmed Parbutta, who is the author of what
the Hindoos call the sixth rage. Thirty raginis, & musie
of a feminine and inferior character, were dictated by
Boimba. It was fo these three devils or gods that was
due the invention of the gamut, composed of twenty-one
notes, which forms the basis of the musie of India.

As wo withdrew, three gentlemen in black coats, con-
ducted by a turnkey, passed ncar us; they were visitors.
“Three new members of the Chamber of Deputies,”
M. Lebel informed me in a whisper. They had whiskers
and high cravats, and spoke like Provincial academicians.
They were lavish in expressions of admiration ; they were
in ecatasies more partienlarly at the work which had been
done in the way of embellishing the prison and making it
suitable to the requirements of the police suthorities.



Visit to the Concievgerie. 155

One of them maintained that Paris was being prodigiously
embellished, thanks to the architects of taste who were
modsrnizing (sic) the ancient buildings; and he asserted
that the Académie Franguise ought to make these Paris
embellishments the subject of a prize competition in
poetry. ‘This set me thinking that M. Peyre has done for
the Palais de Justice what M. (Godde has done for Saint-
Germain-des-Pras, and M. Debret for Saint-Denis; and
while M. Lebel was giving some instructions to the
warders, I wrote with a pencil upon a pillar of the hall
of the chimney-pieces these verzes, which might be sent
in for the competition if ever the Académie should set up
the competition desired by these gentlemen, and which, I
hope, would secure the prize :

L'n sizain vaui une longiue ods

Pour chanter Dubret, Peyre et Godde ;
L'oison glovesant, Tdns qus brast,
Fltent Qodde, Peyrs ot Debret ;

Ei i dindon, digne compére,

Admire Debret, Godde st Peyro®

As M. Lebel twrned round, I had finished. He con-
ducted me to the outer door again, and I issued forth,
As I went away, some one of a group of men in blouses
at the back of me, who appeared to be waiting on the

* This might be rendered ;

S\ lines ave worth a lengthy ode

Tu <ing of Debret, Peyre, and Godda ;

The go-ling's hiss, the donkey's bray,

Acclaimn them sll, Godde, Peyre, Debret ;

The tmakey, too, a worthy mate,

Must worship this irinmvirate.—Transdator's nola,
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quay, said : “ There is one of them who has been dis-
charged. Hoe is a lucky fellow.”

It appenrs that I looked like a thief. However, I hed
spent two hours at the Conciergerie, the mitting of the
Académie must etill be going on, and I reflected, with
much inward satisfaction, that if I had gone to it. I
should not have been ** discharged ™ thus early.



COUNT MORTIER.

Novembor 1168,

Yesrervax Chancellor Pasquier comes to the house of
Mme, de Boignes, and finds ker in great agitation, hold-
ing a letter in her hand. * What ia the matter, madame ?**
—* This letter which I have received. Read it."” The
Chancellor took the letter; it was signed Mortier, and
said in effect: ** Madame, when you read this letter my
two childrer and myself will no longer be alive.”

It was Count Mortier, a Peer of France, and formerly
an Ambaseador, but where I cannot remember, who wrote.
M. Pagquier was much concerned. M. Mortier wasa
known as8 & confirmed hypochondriac. Four years ago,
at Broges, he ran after his wife, with a razor in his hand,
with the intention of killing her. A month ago he made
a similer attempt, which led {0 a separation by the
terms of which M. Mortier retained the enstody of the
children, a little boy of seven years of age, and a little
girl of five. His hypochondria was caused, it appears,
by jealousy, and developed into uncontrollable passion.

The Chancellor gends for his carriage, and does not take
g chair, * Where does M. Mortier live ?"—* In the Rue
Neuve Saint-Augustin, in the Hétel Chatham,” said
Madame de Boignes.
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M. Pasquier arrives at the Hétel Chathem, he finds
the staircase orowded, a Commiggary of Police,a lock-
smith with his bunch of keys, the door barriceded. The
alarm had been given. They were going to break open
the door.

“I forbid you,” said the Chancellor. * You wonld
exasperate him; and if the mischief were not yet dome,
he would do it.”

For some time, however, M. Mortier had not anawered.
There was nothing but a profound silence behind the
door ; a terrible silence, for it seemed that if the children
were otill living they should be crying. *f It seemed,”
said the Chancellor, when he told me this to-day, * as if
it wag the door of a tomb."

The Chancellor called ont his name :

" Count Mortier, it is I, M, Pasquicr, the Chancellor,
your colleagne. You know my voice, do you not 9"

To this a voice replied: ** Yes.”

It was the voice of M. Mortier,

The onlookers breathed again.

'Well,” continmed M. Pasquier, *“ you know me;
open the door.”

*“No,” replied the same voice. Then it obatinately
refused to speak again, All was silence once more.

This happened several times. He replied, the dialogue
continued, he refused to open, then he remained silent.
Those outside trembled for fear that in these brief
intervals of gilence he might do the dreadful deed.

In the meantime, the Prefect of Police had arrived.

“It is I, your colleague, Delessert, and your old
friend.” (They were schoolfellows, I think.)
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This perleying lasts for more than an hour, At
length, he consents to open the door, provided they give
him their word they will not enter. The word is given;
he half opens the door ; they go in.

He was in the anteroom, with an open razor in his
hand ; behind him was the inner door of his rooms,
locked, and with the key removed. He appeared
frengied.

“If any one approaches me,” he said, ** there will be
an end of him and me. I will remein alone with
Delessert and speak to him ; I eonsent {¢ that.”

A risky conversation this, with a furious man armed
with a razor. M. Delessert, who behaved bravely, nsked
everyone else to withdraw, remained nlons with M.
Mortier, and after & refusal, which lasted for a space of
twenty minutes, persuaded him to put down the razor.

Once disarmed, he was secured.

But were the children dead or living ? It was terrible
to reflect npon. To ell questions on the snhject he
replied :

“ It is nothing to do with you."”

The inner door is broker open, and what is found at
the further end of the rooms ? The two children crouch-
ing under the furniture.

This is what had happened.

In the morning, M. Mortier said to his children: *I
am very unhappy. You love me and I love you. I am
going to die. Will you die with me ?"

The little boy said resolutely :

“No, pepa.”
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As for the little girl, she hesitated. In order to
persuade her, the father passed the back of the razor
gently round her neck, and said to her:

** There, my dear, it will not hurt yon any more than
‘hnt.,l

' Well, then, papa,” gaid the child, *“I do not mind
dying.ll

The father goes out, probably to fetch a second razor.
Directly he goes out, the little boy rushes to the key,
lays hold of it, shats the door, and locks it twice on the
ingide,

Then he takes his gister to the furthermost end of the
rooms and geta under the furniture with her,

The doctors declared that Count Mortier was a
melanchely and dangerous madman. He was taken to
s madhouse,

He bad a mania, in fact, for razors. When he was
scized, he was scarched ; besides that which he had in
his hand, one wag found in each of his pockets,

On the same day the news arrived in Parig that my
colleague, Count Bresson, had cut his throat at Naples,
where Ite had recently been appointed Ambassador.

This was a grief to us all, and a great surprice. From
& mere worldly point of view, Count Bresson wanted
nothing. He was a Peer of France, an Ambassador, &
Grand Cross of the Legion of Honour, His son had
Iately been created & Duke in Spain. As an Ambas-
gador, he had a salary of two hundred thousand franes a
year. He was an earnest, kindly, gentle, intelligent,
sensible man, very rational in everything, of high
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stature, with broad shounlders, 8 good square face, and at
fifty-five, years of age looked only forty ; he had wealth,
greatness, dignity, intelligence, health, and was fortanats
in private as in public life. He killed himself.

Nourrit also went to Naples and killed himaelf.

Is it the climate ¢ Is it the marvellous sky ?

Bpleen is engendered just as much under a blue sky as
under a gloomy gky. More so perhaps,

As the life of even the most prosperous man is alwayn
in reality more sad than gay, & gloomy sky is in harmony
with ourselves. A brilliant and joyous sky mocks us.
Nature in its sad aspeets regembles ns and eonsoles us:
nature, when radiant, impassive, serene, magnificent,
transplendent, young while we grow old, smiling when
we are sighing, superb, inaccessible, eternal, contented,
ealm in its joyousness, has in it something oppressive.

By dint of contemplating the sky,—ruthless, unrelent-
ing, indifferent, and sublime,—one takes a razor and makes
an end of it |

Dacember 1t

In the new hall for private meetings at the Académie,
the statue of Racine has been placed in a corner, and the
statue of Corneille in the centre, behind the President's
chair.

Formerly it was Racine who was in the centre and
Corneille in the corner. This is a step in the right
direction. Another demolition, another reconstruction,

"
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and it will be Molidre who will be put in the place of
honour, -

Decomber 18k,

Reception at M. Guizot's.

M. Guizov’s aged mother is eighty-four or eighty-five
years old. Bhe attends the evening gatherings, seating
herself in the corner by the fire-place, and wearing a
chemisette and a black cap amidat all the laces and the
stars and ribbons. In this room of velvet and gold one
wonld think she must be an apparition from the Cevennes.
M. Quigot said o her one day: “ Do you remember,
mother, the time when your grandmother spoke to us of
the dragoons who pursued her in the mountains and of
the bullets which pierced her clothes ? "

At the period of M. Guizot’s birth, *89 had not yet
restored to Protestants their civil rights. They were
outlawed. M. Guizot was thus legally a bastard when
he was born. He was inseribed in no register when he
oame into the world, and would be uneble to prove his
French nationality.

M. Guizot came up during the evening to a group of
which I happened to make one, and said to me;

M. Gurzor : “ Well, we are going to begin the struggles
onece more."”

I: * You do not fear anything in our Chamber ?”

M. Guizor: “ No. The Opposition intimates to me
that it will not harass me much, excepting M. de
Boissy, who bag not informed me beforehand of what he
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mtends to do at all. M. de Montalembert will speak
about Cracow. Bat we shall have a parsgraph in the
8peech from the Throne, which T hope will leave nothing
to be aaid.”

I: “And you will be quite right. As for myself, my
opinion is this, If the Chamber had been mitting at the
time of the Cracow affair, I should have spoken and I
should have said: I ask permission to congrainlate
France. To get rid of Cracow is to restore to us the
Rhine. The treaties of 1815 no longer exist. Those
treaties were made against us, they are violated against
18, they will be violated again against us; the final
violation will be for us to make. I congratulate France,
and T glorify Poland.”

ViscovnT DE Fravigny: * That may be. But is it
not a misfortune that some governments . . ."

M. pE LiGrENEE : " Monarchical governments !

M, pe Fraviewy: “ .-. . . set the example of the
infraction of treaties and the violation of international
law!*

I: “It is nothing new. M. Guizot, who is & great
historian, knows better than we do that nothing is more
frequent in the history of Europe. All governments
have from time to time violated every law, beginning
with the law of nations, Cannon were called the ultima
ratio. 'Who has might has right; that was the maxim.
The little were devoured by the great; the fowls eaten
by the foxes ; the foxes eaten hy the wolves; the wolves
eaten by the lions : that was the practice. That which
is new is the respect for law. It is the glory of the

civilization of the nineteenth ceninry to wish the weak to
3
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be respected by the strong, and to rank eternal morality
higher than pikes and muskets. The three Powers which
have destroyed Cracow have committed a blunder, not
because they have violated the tradition of past cen-
tuties, but because they have ouiraged the spirit of the
time."

M. Gurzor: *“Junt so.”

M, oi: Fravignr: *Dut the history of the Popes
then . . ."

I: *“The history of the Popes is better than the his-
tory of Kings, but it has elso ita dark spots. Popes
themselves have also been false to their word and violated
their plighted faith.”

M. Guizot {laughing): **Oh! do not let us say any
harm of the Papacy just now. There is & Pope whom 1
esteem, and for whom I have a warm regard.”

: “ Granted, But the preceding one, Gregory XVI.!
An for Pius IX., I am nlso among those who live in
hopes.”

M, Guizor ; * I esteem him because he appreciates and
invites advice, because he asks for one’s opinion, although
judging rationally for himeelf afterwards; because he
wishes to do what is right, seaks it, and often discovers
it. I esteermn him because he concedes gracefully, and
with a goodwill, that which is just. I esteern him because
he knows also how to say : ‘I will merer do that’ He
hae gentleness and firmness.”

I: “JIf Pios IX. likes, he may hesome the most
powerful sovereign in Europe. No one realizes what a
Pope might beeome. A Pope who would follow the drift
of his times might govern and might move the world,
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He has 80 enormous & lever—faith, the conscience, the
mind ! » Every goul is & mine ready to be fired by the
spark which would flash from such & Pope. What a con-
flagration, if it plensed him! What a coruacation, if he
so willed it 1 *



1847.

Jonsory 6tA.

Tuk Mnrquis of Normauby, the English Ambassador,
eaid to me yesterday: “ When the secret history of the
Cracow affair is known, it will be known that Russia said
to Austria, ‘ Take Cracow, will you ? '—* No.'—* Well,
then, I will teke it.' Austria yielded.” * Then,” I paid,
“her audacity is obedience, her violence cowardice, her
usurpation an abdication.” Lord Normanby is & man of
sbout fifty years of sge, iall, fair, with a pronounced
English look, elegant, graceful, high bred, good-natured,
and dandyish. He has been Viceroy of Ireland and Home
Becretary in England. He is the author of two or three
novels of Righ-life. He wears a blue ribbon over his
white tie, and a diamond star npon his dress-ooat. Ha
speaks French with difficulty but with humonr,

Lord Normanby spoke to me of O’Connell, who, in
1847, ia beginning to break up. His seventy-three years
weigh him down, notwithstanding bis tall figure and wide
shoulders. This map, of such violent and bitter eloquence,
is in a drawing-room obsequious, full of compliments,
modest to humility, mild to affectation. Lord Normanby
said to me: / O'Connell is affected.”

0'Connell has in County Kerry an old sncestral hall,
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where he goes to shoot for two months in the year,
receiving guests and entertaining them like an old county
gentleman,® keeping up, Lord Normanby also told me, a
savage hospitality.

His eloquencs, adapted to the masses and to Ireland,
had little influence upon the Commons of England, How-
ever, he had during his life two or three great successes
in Parliament. But the platform suited him better than
the tribune.

Janunry 14h.

Yesterday, Thursday, I dined at the hounse of M. da
Salvandy, Minister of Public Instruction. There were
present, Lord Normanby, British Amhassador; the Duke
de Careman, & young nobleman, intelligent and artless,
much occupied in philosophio stndies; Dupin, the elder,
with his rough bourgeois air; M. de Rémusat, the eight
days old Academician, a keen and well-balanced mind ;
M. Gay-Lussac, the chemist, whom fame has made a
Peer of France, and to whom nature has given the face of
& worthy peasant; the other chemist, M. Dnmas, A man
of talant, his hair rather too elaborately curled, and dis-
playing very prominently the ribbon of a Commander of
the Legion of Honour; Bainte-Beuve, bald and little;
Alfred de Musset, with his youthful hair, his fair beard,
hia equivocal opinions, and his intellectnal countenance ;
M. Ponsard, a men of thirty-two years of age, with strange-
looking features, Iarge dull eyes, rather narrow forehead,

# In the original “ford campagnard.”—Tramalaior's nots.
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the whole in a framework of black beard and black hair,
8 hero of the shop-girls, a great poet to the bqurgeots;
M. Michel Chevalier, with his close-cropped head, his
receding forehead, his bird-like profile, and his spare
figure; Alfred de Vigny, another fair man with & bird-
like profile but with long hair ; Viennet, with his grimace;
Beribe, with his peaceful air, rather anxious about & piece
of his which was being played the same evening at the
Gymnase, and which failed; Dupaty, sad after his fall of
the 7th at the sitting of the Académie; Montalembert,
with his long hair and English appearance, mild and dis-
dainful ; Philippe de Ségur, a light and lively talker, with
an aquiline nose, deep-sunk eyes, grey hair, combed in
imitation of the Emperor ; Generals Fabrier and Rapatel,
in full uniform,—Rapatel with his round, homely face,
Fabvier with his flat-nosed lion's face; Mignet, smiling
ard cold; Gustave de Beaumont, with dark, firm and
energetio face; Halévy, always timid; the astronomer
Leverrier, rather red-faced ; Vitet, with his tall figure and
his amile, which ig smiable, although it lays bare his teeth ;
M. Victor Leclere, the candidnte for the Académie, who
had that morning been rejected; Ingres, the table rising
to his chin, o that hiz white tie and his Commander's
ribbon seemed to come from under the table-cloth;
Pradier, with hiz long hair and his air of a man of forty
at sixty years of uge; Auber, with his head on one
gide, his pclite manners, and his two crosses at his
button-hole.

I sat beside Lord Normanby, whe is a very amiable
man, although the Ambassador of ill-humour; I called
his atiention to the end of the table thus composed:
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Ingres, Pradier, Auber; painting, sculpture, and

mausie. ,

Mme. de Balvandy had Lord Normanby on her right,
and M. Gay-Lussac on her left; M. de Salvandy had on
bie right M. Dupin, and on his left, M. de Rémusat.

Fabruary Bih,

Yesaterday, I was at the Tuileries, There was a repre-
gentation there, After the opera, every one went into the
side-rooms in which the buffet was placed, and began to
converse.,

M. Guizot had made during the day in the Chamber of
Deputies, a very noble, very fine, and very spirited speech
sbout our budding dispute with England. This speech
was much epoken of. Some approved, others condemned.
Baron de Billing passed close to me, with a lady whom I
could not see on bis arm.

* Good evening,” he said. * What do you think of the
speech?” T replied: *“I am pleased with it. I like
to see thiat we ave at length holding up our hends again
in this country. It iz said that this boldness is im-
pradent, but I do not think so. The Lest way not to have
a war is to show that one does mot fear it. See how
England gave in to the United States two years ago ; she
will give in in the same way to France. I.et us be firm,
others will be gentle; if we are gentle, others will be
insolent.”

At this moment the lady to whom le was giving his
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arm turned towards me, and I recognized the wife of
the English ambassador. She looked very digpleased.
Bhe #aid :

 Oh, Monsieur 1"

I replied :

* Ah, Madame! ™

And the war ended there. God send that that may
be the only interchange of words between the Queen of
England and the King of France!

Saturday, February 20¢h.
Opening of the Théitra-Hirtorique. I came out from
it at half-past three in the moming.

Afmch 214

Mdlle, Mars was the only person represented in the
statuary of the porch of the Thédtre-Historique.

Mdme. d’A . . . . hearing this, said:

¢ Thia places her in the list of the dead; she has not
long to Lve.”

Mdlle. Moxs died on the 20th of March, & month to s
day after the opening of the Théitre-Historique. She
was sixty-nine years of age; two yearas older than Mdlle.
Georges, Mdlle. Mars was fifty-two years old when she
first performed her original part of Dona Sol, a character
supposed to be seventeen.

Bhe leaves a son, in the banking house of Edward.
No letters announcing the decease, owing to the difficulty
of putting :

¢ Madamoiselle Mars is dead. Her gon has the honour
to inform you of the fact.”
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. Afarch 20th.

I have been at the buvial of Mdlle. Mms. I arrived at
twelve o'clock. The hearse was already at the Made-
leine. There was an immense crowd, and the most
brilliant sur imaginable. It was the day of the flower-
market in the square outside the church, I penetrated
with considerable difficalty as far as the steps, but there
it was impossible to go any further; the only door was
crowded: no one could get in. I sawin the dark interior
of the church, through the dazzling light of midday, the
ruddy stars of the wax-tapers stuck round a tall cata-
falque. The paintings on the ceiling formed a mystio
background.

I heard the funeral chant, the souud of which reached
as far as where I stood, and all round me the remarks
and shouts of the crowd. Nothing is 20 ead as a burial:
one sees only people who are langhing. Every one gaily
necosts his neighbour and talks of his concerne.

The church and the front gate are hung with black
drapery, with an escatcheon of silver Iace, containing the
lotter *“M.” I approached the bearse, which was of
black velvet with gilver-lace ornamentation, with the same
lotter *“M.” A few tufts of black feathers had been
thrown upon the place intended for the coffin.

The people of Paris are like the people of Athens—
frivolons but intelligent. There were men in blouses
there, with their sleeves tucked up, who said some true
and foreible things npon the stage, npon art, upon the
poets. They sought and distinguiahed in the crowd men
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whose pames are famous. ‘These people must have
glory. When there is no Marengo or Austerktz, they
love and must have their Dumas and their Lamartines,
These are like a light towards which all eyes are eagerly
directed.

I remained under the peristyle, sheltered from the
sun by a column. One or two poets came and joined me
and stood round me,—Joseph Autran, Adelphe Dumas,
Auguste Maquet. Alexandre Dumas came over to us
with his son. The erowd recognized him by his thick
head of hair, and ealled out his name.

Towards one co'clock the body came out of the chureh,
together with all the people. Remarks broke forth from
among those outside:

* Ah, there is Bouffs | "

** But where is Arnal 2"

“Here he is.”

“ Hulloa, those men in black are the sociéiaires of the
Théktre-Frangais |

“ The Théitre-Frangais has come to its own burial.,”

“ Look at Frédéric-Lemaitre; he is giving his arm
to Clarisse Miroy.”

“ Yen, and Rachel over there, gives her arm to Mdme.
Doche.”

“There are some lndies — Mdme. Volnys, Mdme,
Guyon, Rose Chéri."”

* Thia one is Déjazet; she iz no longer young; this
ought to make her reflect,” &o., &e.

The hearse began to move off, and we all followed on
foot. In our rear came gome ten mourning carriages
and 2 foew open carriages with some actresses inside
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them. There were quite ten thonsand persons on foot.
They formed s dark wave which appeared to push for-
warid the hearse, jolting its immense black plumes.

On both sgides of the boulevard there was another mob,
forming a hedge. Women in red bonnets sat npon a
kind of step formed by the pavements, emiling ; the lal-
conies were crowded with people. Towards the Porte
Baint-Martin T left the procession and went away
musing,



FETE AT THE DUKE DE
MONTPENSIER'S.

July 6tk,

M. pe MoxnTPENSIER gnve a féte this evening in the
Parc des Minimes, in the Forest of Vincennes.

It was splendid and delightful. The jfite cost the
Prince two hundred thousand fremcs. In the Forest
had been erected a multitnde of tents, borrowed from the
government repository and the French Museum of Arms,
some of which were historical. This alone cost ten
thousand francs. There were the tent of the Emperor of
Morocco, taken at the Battle of Isly, and exhibited three
years previously at the T'uileries upon a wooden platform
consatructed ingide the big fountain; the tent of Abd-el-
Kader, taken with the Smala,® very handsome, with red
and yellow arabesques embroidered in satin; another
tent of the Bey of Consiantine, of & wonderfully elegant
shape; and, finally, the tent given to Napoleon by the
Bultan Belim.

The latter eclipsed all the others. From the outside
it appeared like an ordinary tent, remarkable only for

* An amemblage of tenta belonging to an Arab chiaf-— Trons-
lador’s wots,
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having in the canvas little windows, of which the frames
were of rope ; three windows on each mide. The inside
was guperb. The visitor found himself inside s great
chest of gold brocade; upon this brocade were flowers
and a thousand faney devices. On looking cloeely into
the cords of the windows, one discovered that they were
of the most magnificent gold and silver luee; each win-
dow had its awning of gold brocade; the inner lining
of the tent was of silk, with large red-and-blue stripes.
If I had been Napoleon, I ehould have liked to place my
iron bed in this tent of gold and flowers, and to sleep in
it on the eve of Wagram, Jena, and Friedland.

These splendid tents were disfigured by fearful ma-
hogany farniture, rather sparingly placed in them.

M. de Montpensgier received his gnests with much
cheerfulness and grace,

Dancing took place in an immense marques, where
the princesses remained. They were all there, with the
exception of the Duchees of Orleans. The Duke
d’Aumale came back from Brussels on purposc to take
part in the fate.

Queen Maria Christina was there with her daugbter,
Madame de Montpensier. The Rsyna gobernadora has
gome remaing of beanty, but she is too stout and her hair
is quite gey.

The tables were laid out under some other tents;
there were ample refreshments, and buffets everywhere,
The guests, while numbering more than four thonsand,
were neither erowded nor few and far between, No-
where was there a crush. There were not enough ladies.

The fote had a splendid military character, Two
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enormous eannon of the time of Louis XIV. formed the
pillars of the entrance. The artillery eoldiers of Vin-
cennes had constructed hers and thers columna of pikes
with pistols for chaptars.

The principal rvenue of the Park was illuminated with
coloured glass lamps ; one might imagine that the emerald
and raby necklaces of the wood-nymphs were to be seen
among the frees. Sap-matches burned in the hedges and
cast their glimmering over the Forest. There were three
tall poplar-trees illuminated against the dark sky in a
fantastic manner, which oreated much surprise. The
branches and leaves were wafted in the wind amidst a
brilliant seenic display of lights.

Along each gide of the great avenue wus a row of Gothie
panoplics from the Artillery Museum: gome leaning
agninst the oaks and the lime-trees, others erect and with
the vigor shut, seated upon dummy steeds, with caparisons
gnd coats-of-arms, with trappings and dazzling chamfrons.
These steel statues, masked and motionless in the midat
of the rgjoicings, aud covered with finshes and streams of
light, had something dazzling and ginister in their appear-
ance. Quadrilles were danced to vocal music. Nothing
more charming could be conceived than these youthful
voicea singing melodies among the trees in sofi, deep
tones ; cne might have fancied the guests to be enchanted
knighta, tarrying for ever in this wood to listen to the
song of fairies.

Everswhere in the frees were cuspended coloured
lanterns, presenting the appearance of lwminous oranges,
Nothing straoger could be imagined than this illuminated
fruit sppearing suddenly upon the branches.
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From time to time trumpet-blasts drowned in trinm-
phant tones the buzz of the festivities.

At the end of the svenue the artillerymen had sus-
pended a great star of the Legion of Honour, constructed
of ramrods. They had arranged in the hedges, in the
form of benches and chairs, mounds of bullets, Paixhan
mortars and howitzers. Two enarmous siege-pieces
guarded the cross of honour. Beneath it were busts of
the King and Queen.

Amidst all this moved immense throngs of people,
amongst whom I saw Auber, Alfred de Vigny, Alexandre
Dumas with his son, Taylor, Théophile Gautier, Thiers,
Guizot, Rothschild, Count Darw, President Franck-
Carré, Generals Gounrgaud, Lagrange, Baint-Yon, the
Duke De Fézensac, Hébert, Keeper of the Seals, the
Prince and Princess de Craon, Lord Normanby, Narvaez,
Duke de Valence, and a host of peers and ambagsadors,
&e., &e. The dust was terrible.

Two Arahs in white burhooses were there, the Cadi of
Constantine and Bon-Maza. Bou-Maza has fine eyes but
an ugly look, a well-shaped mouth but a dreadful smile : it
is treacherous and ferocions; there is in this man some-
thing of the fox and the tiger. I thought, however, that
he had a tolerably fine expression in his face at a moment
when, thinking there was no one near him in the Forest,
he went up to the tent of Abd-el-Kader and stood look-
ing at it. He appeared {0 be saying to it:

* What are you doing here ?”

Bou-Maza is young: he appears about twenty-five
years of age.

Towardas ona o’clock in the morning some fireworks

]
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were let off, and the Forest was illuminated with Bengal
lights. Then supper was served at the table of the
Princesses; all the ladies sat down to supper, the gen-
tlemen remaining etanding. Afterwards, dancing wes
resumed.

I regret not having been able to remain to the end. 1
should have hked to mee appesr athwart the dark
branches, amidst this festivity about to be extinguished,
some of those waning lights, those expiring illuminations,
those wearied dancers, those women covered with flowers,
diamonds, and dust, thoze pale faces, those drooping
eyelids, those rumpled dresses, that gleam of dayhght, so
pale and dismal.

However, 1 think, I know not why, that this fte will
be remembered ; it has left a certain uneasy feeling in
my mind. For a forinight previously it had been talked
abont, and had formed an important subject of conversa-
tion to the people of Paris. Yesterday, from the
Tuileres to the Barritre du Trdne, a tnple hedge of
onlookerg lined the quays, the streets, and the Fau-
bourg BSaint-Antoine es the ocarringes of the guests
paessed by. At frequent intervalz this crowd hurled at
the gilded and bedizened passengers in their carriages
shouts of disguat and hate. It was Like a mist of hatred
amidst this splendour.

Everyone on his return related what had befallen him.
Louis Boulanger and Achard had been hooted ; the car-
riage of Tony Johannot had been gpat into; mud and
dirt had been thrown into the open carriage of General
Norvaez. Théophile Gautier, so calm and impassive, so
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Turk-like in his resignation, was rendered quite thonght-
ful and gloomy by the occarrence.

K wonld not seem, however, that this geand display had
snything impolitic in it, or that it should have proved
unpopular. On the contrary, the Duke de Montpensier,
in spending two hundred thousand franes, must have
caused the expenditure of a million. That makes, in this
time of distress, a sum of twelve hundred thousand franes
put in circulation for the benefit of the people; they
onght to be gratified. Well, it is not so. Luxury ia
Decessary to great States and to great eivilizations, but
there are times when the people must not see it.

But what is Iuxury which iz not seen? This is & pro-
blem. Magnificence in the background, profusion in
obscurity, a display which does not show itself, a splen-
dour which dazzles mo one's eyes; is this possible?
This must be taken into consideration, however. When
the people have luxury paraded before them in days of
dearth and distress, their mind, which is that of a child,
jumps to a number of conclusions at once; they do not
say to themselves that this luxury enables them to get a
living, that this luxury is useful to them, that this luxnry
is necessary to them ; they say to themselves that they
are suffering and that these people rejoice; they ask why
all these things are not theirs, they examine theso things
not at the light of their poverty which requires work and
consequently rich people, but by the light of their envy.
Do not suppose that they will conclude from that: Waell,
this will give us so many weeks’ wages and so many good
day»’ employment. No; they, too, want not the work, not
the wages, but leisure, enjoyment, e.m-l-i:lgez,l horses,

=
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Inckeys, Duchesses! It is not bread they require, but
luxury. They stratch out their trembling hands towards
these shining reslition which would vanish into thin air
if they were to gresp them. The day on which the dis-
tress of the many seizes upon the riches of the few,
darkness reigns, there is nothing left, nothing for any-
body. This is full of perils. When the crowd looks
with these eyes mpon the rich, it is not ideas which
occupy every mind, it is events.

That which specially irritates the people is the luxury
of Princes and yonung men ; it is, in fact, only too evident
that the firet have not experienced the necessity, and
that the others have not had the time, fo earn it. This
seems unjust, and exasperates them; they do not reflect
that the inequalities of this life prove the equality of the
next.

Equilibrium, equity, these are the two aspecta of the
Iaw of God. He shows us the first aspect in the world
of mattor and of the body; He will show us the sscond
in the world of souls.



TIOE TESTE AND CUBIERES TRIAL.

July.

Ox the evening of the day when the judicial eommittce
of Peers determined to prosecute M. Teste, chance willed
it that ths Chbancellor had to go to Nenilly with the
Burean of the Chamber to present to the King a bill
which had been passed.

The Chancellor and the Peers of the Bureav (among
whom was Count Dara) found the King in a furious state
of mind, He had been informed of the prosecution of
M. Teste. Immediately he canght sight of them, he
advanced towards them with rapid strides.

“ What, Chancellor,” he said, “was not one of my
former Ministers enough for you? Must yon have a
second ? You have taken Tesie now, So that after I
have mpent sevenieen years in France in metting up
authority once more, in one day, in one hour, you have
allowed it to be cast down again. You destroy the
whole work of my reign! You debase authority, power,
the government. And you do that, you, the Chancelior
of the House of Peera!” Kt cotera.
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The squall was s violent one. The Chancellor was
very firm. He resolutely refused to give in to the King.
e said that, doubtless, policy waa to be conaidered, but
that it was necessary alsc to listen to justice; that the
Chamber of Peers also had its independence as a legis-
lative power, and its sovereignty as a judicial power; that
this independénce and sovereignty must be respected, and
if need be, would make themselves respected ; that, more-
over, in the prescut sfate of opinion, it would have been
& very serious matler fo refuse satisfaction to it; that it
would be doing an injury to the country and to the King
not to do what this opinion demanded, and what justiee
required; that there were times when it was more prudent
to advance than to retreat, and that finally what had been
done was done.  And well done,” added Daro. * We
shall see,” said the King.

Aud from anguer he relapsed into uneasiness,

July 8ik

Half-past twelve, The Conrt enters. A erowd in the
galleries. No one in the reserved galleries exeept Colonel
Poizat, governor of the Palace. In the diplomatic galleries
two persons only, Lord Normanby, the English Ambas-
mador, and Count de Levenheeln, the Swedish Minister,

The accused are brought in. Three tables, with a green
baize covering, have been placed facing the Court; to
each of these tables there is & chair, and at the back is a
bench for the counsel. President Teste sits down at the
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middle table, General Cubidres at the right-hand table,
Parmentier at the lefi-hand table. All thres are dressed
in black.

Parmentier entered some time after the iwo Peers.
Teste, who is a Commander of the Legion of Honour,
has the rosette of the decoration in hia button-hole;
Cubitres, who is a Grand Officer, the plain ribbon.
Before sitting down, the General converses with hig
counsel, then turns over, with a very busy air, the volums
of documents relating to the case. He wears his ordinary
look. Teste is pale and calm. He rubs his hands like &
man who ig pleased. Parmentier is atont, bald, has white
hair, a red face, a hooked nose, a mouth like a sabre-out,
thin lips ; the appearance of a raseal. He wears a white
tie, ag does also President Teste. The General wears a
black cravat. The three defendants do not look at each
other. Parmentier casts his eyes down, and affects to be
playing with the gold ehain of his watch, which he dis-
plays with the oatentation of a country bumpkin egeingt
his black waisicoat, A young man, with a thin black
moustache, who is said to be his son, is seated on his
left.
Being questioned as to his position in life, Teste riges
and says: “I thought it would not be secmly to bring to
this bar the honours which I have had conferred upon
ma.” (Visible impression on the Court.)) *I placed
them yesterday in the hands of the King,” (This makes
& manifestly favourable improssion.)

The indictment is read. It scts forth the following
facts :

Parmentier, Director of the Minea of Gounhenans,
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alleges that he remitied to General Cubidres 94,000 francs
for the purpose of obiaining from M. Teste, Minister of
Public Works, & grant of a salt-mine. M. Teste em-
phatically denies baving received this gnm. Parmentier
is quite ready to believe that it was intercepied, and that
he was thus defranded of it either by M. Cubibtres or
another shareholder in the mines, M. Pellapra, who, it
appears, ncted as a go-between from the General to M.
Teste. DParmentier is mocused of corrmption ; Cubidres
and Pellapra of corruption and fraud ; Teste of * having
received gifts and presents to perform an act of his duty
not subject to payment.”

Pellapra has fled. Cubiéres, Teste and Parmentier
eppear.

'While the indictment is being read, Cubitres hides his
face and forehead in Lis left hand, and follows the reading
of the volume which lias been circulated. ‘Teste alaofollowa
it, and annotates his copy with a steel pen. He has put
on his eye-glasses. From time to time he takes souff
out of & great boxwood snuff-box, and converses with hia
ocounsel, M. Paillet. Parmentier appears very attentive.

July 10éh.
This is what I ean make out of it after the two first
days.
I have spoken to General Cubidres four or five times in
my life, and to President Teate once only, and yet, in
this affair, I sm as much interesied in their fats as though
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they were friends of mine of twenty years' standing.
Why? 1 will say it et once. It is because I believe
them to be innoeent.,

I “believe,” is not strong enough; I see them to be
innocent. This view may, perhaps, be modified, for this
affair changes like the waves, and alters its aspect from
one moment to another; but at the present time, after
much perplexity, after many transitions, after many
painful intervals, in which I have more than once trembled
and shuddered in my conscience, I am convinced that
General Cubidres is innocent of the act of frand, that
President Teste is innocent of the act of corruption.

What is this affair then? To my mind, it resumes
itself in two words: commmissien and black-mail; com~
mission deducted by Pellapra, black-mail extorted by
Parmentier. A commiggion tfainled with frand and
swindling, was the cause of the first act alleged in the
indictment ; black-mail was the cause of the scandal.
Hence the whole case.

I have no leaning towards guilt which is not invineibly
proved to me. My inclination is to believe in innocence,
Ag long ae there remaine in the probabilities of a case a
poesible refuge for the innocence of the acoused, all my
theories, I will not say incline, but preeipitate themselves,
towards it.
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Sunday, July L1k,

An adjournment takes place over to-day. The second
and third hearing were devoted to the examination of the
accused.

At the opening of Friday's sitting were read commmni-
cations which had been unexpectedly made by Mesars.
Léon de Malleville end Maxrast, and which appear to
throw a strong light upon this trial. ‘The defendants
entered the Court pale and dejected, Parmentier, however,
with more assurance than the others. M. Teste listened
to the reading of the new documents, while leaning his
elbow upon the table and half hiding his face in his
heand ; General Cubicres, with hiz eyes east downwards ;
Parmentier, with perceptible embarragsment,

The examination began with the General.

M. Cubidres has a doll-like face, an undecided look, a
hesitoting manner of speaking, red cheeks; I believe
him to be innocent of fraud ; however, I am not deeply
impressed with him. During the examination he stood
up, and gently beat a tattoo upon the table with the tip
of a wooden paper knife, with a Jook of profonnd ease.
'The Procurator-General, M. Delangle, a rather common-
place lawyer, treated him onee or twice with insolence;
Cubidres, a Waterloo man, did not venture to gay a word
in return to make his ears tingle. I feltfor him. In the
opinion of the Conrt, he is already convicted.

The first part of the examination was badly conducted.
There was but one expression of opinion at the refresh-
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ment-bar. The Chancellor ia a remarkable veteran, out
of the common, but then he is eighty-two years of age;
at eighty-two years of age one cannot face either a woman
or a crowd.

Parmentier, interrogated by the General, spoke with
ease and a sort of vulgar glibness which was sometimes
witty, at others shrewd, akilful throughout, never eloguent.
He is a man who, to tel! the trnth, is a scoundrel. He
is pot awnre of it himself. This shameless crenturs has
a twist in his mind, and exposes his nakedness just as
Venus would do. A toad who fancies he is beautiful is
& repulsive spectacle. He was hissed, At first he either
did not hear or did not understand; however, he ended
by understanding; then the perspiration stoed in beads
upon his face; every now and then, amidst the marks of
disgust of the assemblage, he nervously wiped the stream-
ing surface of his bald head, looked about him with a
certain air of entreaty and bewilderment, feeling that he
was lost and frying to recover himself., Yet he continued
to speak and to expose his mental defects, while low tonea
of indignation drowned his utterances, and his anguish
increased. At this moment I felt pity for the wretched
man.

M. Teste, who was examined yesterday, spoke like an
innocent man; frequently he was exceedingly eloguent.
He was not an advorate ; he was a real man who suffered,
who tore out his very vitais and exposed them to view
before his judges, saying: See there. He profoundly
impressed me. While he spoke, a light broke in upon
me that this whole affair might be explained by a fraud
committed by Pellapra,
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Teste is sixty-seven years of age; he has a Sonthern
accent, s large and expressive mouth, a tall forehead
giving him a look of intelligence, the eyes deep set and
at times sparkling ; his whole bodily activity overwhelmed
and crushed, but he is energetic withal. He moved abont,
started, shrugged his shoulders, emiled bitterly, took
aouff, turned over his papers, annotated them rapidly,
held in check the Procurator-General or the Chaneellor,
ghielded Cubidres, who is his ruin, showed his contempt
for Parmentier, who defends him, threw out notes, inter-
ruptions, replies, complaints, shouts. He was turbulent
yet ingenuous, overcome with emotion yet dignified. He
was clear, rapid, persnasive, supplicating, menacing, full
of anguish without any trepidation, moderate and violent,
haughty and tearful. At one point he powerfully affected
me. His very soul found expression in the cries which
he nttered. I was tempted to rise and say to him: ‘ You
have convinced me; I will leave my seat and take up my
position on the bench at your side; will you let me be
your counsel ? '—And then I restreined myself, thinking
that if bis innocence coniinued to be made manifest to
me, I should perhaps be more useful fo him as & judge
among his judges.

Pellapre is the pivot on which the case turns. Teste
sppears sincerely grieved at his flight. If Pellapra
returns all will be clear. I ardently hope that Teste is
innocent, and that if innocent he will be saved.

At the rising of the Court, I followed him with my
eyes a8 he went out. He slowly and sadly crossed the
benches of the Peers, looking to right and left npon these
chairs, which perbaps he will never occupy again. Two
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ushers who guarded him, walked one in front of him, and
the other behind him,

July 136,

The aspect of the case has suddenly changed. Some
fresh documents ® are terribly incriminating to Teate,
Cubidres rises, and conflrms the authenticity and im-
portance of these documents. Teste replies haughtily
and energetically, but for all that his confidence dimi-
nighes. Hip mouth contracts ; I feel nneasy about him,
I begin to tremble for fear he has been deceiving us all.
Parmentier listens, almest with a smile, and with his
arms carelessly folded. Teste mits down again, and
takes an immense number of pinches of snuff out of his
great boxwood snuff-box, then wipes the perspiration off
his forehead with a red gilk handkerchief. The Court is
profoundly agitated.

“1 can imagine what he suffers by what I suffer
myself,” M. de Pontéconlant said to me.~—*What
torture it is!"” said General Neigre.—*It is & slow
guillotine stroke,” said Bertin de Vaux. Apprehension
is at ita height among the members of the Court and the
puoblic. All are anxious not to lose one word. The

# A letter of Madame Pellapra, signed Emdlis Pellapra.—Six notes
written by Teste and recognised by him (ke tock them in his frem-
bling hand and said ; * They are mine”). An extisct from the
sccounts of Pellapre appearing to show thet he hed remitted the
94,000 franca to Teste.
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Peers cry out to those who address them: * Speak up!
Speak ap! We cannothear.” The Chancellor begs the
Court fo consider his great age.

The heat is insnpportable.

The stockbroker Goupil gives hizs evidence. Teste
makes a desperate struggle.

M. Charles Dupin questions the stockbroker. Teste
follows him with his eyes, and applauds him with a smile.
Anything more dolefal than this smile could mot be
imagined.

On this occasion, the private conference was held
before the sitting, in the old Chamber. The Peers
buzzed like & swarm of bees. The Chancellor came to
the bench on which I was seated, and spoke to me of
mnetters connected with the Académie; then of the trial,
of his fecling of futigue and grief; eaying how pleasant
was & mecting of the Acadéniie after a sitting of the
Court of Pecrs,

In his evidence, M. Legrand, Under-Secretary of
Btate for Public Works, deseribed Teste aa : * 4 person
who i3 silting behind me.” Teste shrugged his shoulders.

After the perious evidence of the notary Roguebert, the
face of Teste nssumes an agonised expression.

At the production of the document for the Treasury, he
turned red, wiped his forchead in anguigh, and tuwrned
townrds his son. They exchanged a few words, then
Teste began once more to turn over his papers, and the
son buried his head in his hands.

In one hour, Teste hans aged tem years; his head
moves, his lower lip twitches. Yesterday he was a lion
to-day he is & booby,
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Everything in this affair moves by fits and starta.
Yesterday, I saw that Teste was innocent; to-day I see
that he is guoilty. Yesterday I admived him, to-day I
ghould be tempted to despise him were he not so
miserable. But I no longer feel anything but pity for
him,

This {rial is ocne of the most terrible spectacles
which I have ever witnessed in my life. It is a moral
dismemberment. 'That which our forefathers saw eighty
years ago in the Place de Grive, on the day of the
execution of Damiens, we have seen to-day, on the day
of the execution of President Teste in the Court of Peers.
Wae have seen a msan tortured with hot irons and dis-
membered, in the gpirit. Every hour, every minute,
something wae torn from Lim; at twelve o'clock his
distinction as & magistrate; at one o'clock his reputation
as an upright Minister ; at two o’clock his conscience ag
an honest man ; half an hour later, the respect of others;
& quarter of an hour afterwards, his own self-respect. In
the end, he was but & corpse. It lasted for gix hours.

For my own part, a8 I said to the Chief President
Legagneur, I doubt whether I should ever have the
hardikood, even were Teste convicted and guilty, to add
any punishment whatever to thiz unparalleled chastise-
ment, to thie frightful torment.
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July 136

As I entered the cloak-room, Viscount Lemercier, who
was there, said to me : “ Have you heard the news ?'—
** No."==* Teste has attempted to commit suicide and
failed.”

The foet is as stated, M. Teste, yesterday evening at
nine o’clock, fired two pistol-shots at himself; he fired
two shots simultaneously, one with each hand., One he
aimed in his mouth, and the cap missed fire; the other
at his heort, and the bullet rebounded, the shot being
fired from too close a distance.

The Chancellor read in the private conference, the
official documents detailing the occurrence; they were
afterwards 1c-read at the public sitting. The pistols
were deposited upon the table of the Court. They are
two very little pistols, guite new, with ivory handles.

Teste, not baving succeeded in deatroying himgelf,
refuses henoeforth to appear before the Conrt. He has
written to the Chancellor a letter in which he abandons
his defence, the documents produced yesterday leaving no
room for contradiciior. 'This is the language of an
advocate, not of a man ; e man would have said: “I amn
mlilt}'o"

‘When we entered the Court, M. Dupin the elder, who
was seated behind me on the Deputies’ bench, said to
ma: "“Guess what book Teste sent for to kill time
with 2"=“1 do not know."~* Monte-Cristo! *Not the
first four volumes,’ he paid, ‘ I have read them.' Afonte-
Cristo was not {0 be found in the Library of the House of
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Peers. It had to be borrowed from a public reading-room,
which only bad it in periodical parta. Teste spends his
time in reading these parts.”

My neighbour, the Duke de Brancas, who is a kind
and worthy veteran, says fo me: “Do not oppose
the condemnation. Yt is God’s justice which will be
done.”

Yesterday evening, when General Cubidres was in-
formed that Teste had fired two pistol-shote at himseif,
he wept bitterly.

I note that to-day is o fatal day, the 18th of July, The
seat lately oocupied by Teste is empty at the sitting.
The clerk of the court, La Chauvinidre, reads the indict-
ment. M, Cubidres listens with an aiv of profound sad-
ness, then hides his face in his hand. Parmentier holds
his head down the whole time. The events of yesterduy,
—the attempted suicide of Teste and his letter to the
Chancellor,—destroy in its very foundations the abomin-
able line of defence of Parmentier.

At ten minutes past one, the Procurator-General
Delangle rises to address the Court. He twice repeata,
amidst the painful impression which prevails: * Mes-
sieurs leg Pairs . . . .7 then stops ghort, and continues :
¢ The trial i¢ ended”” The Procurator-General spoke
only for ten minutes.

It is a curious fact that Teste and Declangle have all
their lives been brought into close mssociation, Delangle
following Teste, and in the end prosecuting him. Teste
was the Bitonnier of the bar; Delangle held the office
immediately after him. Teste wag appointed President
of the Court of Cassation; Delangle entered the same
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oourt as Advocate-Genersl. Teste is accused, Delangle
Is Procurator-General.

I now understand the meaning of the movement of the
father snd gon which I noticed yesterday at the moment
of the production of the document from the Treasury;
the father said to the son : * (ive me the pistols.” The
son handed them to him, and ther sank his head in hia
hands. It is in this way, I think, the sombre tragedy
maust have happened.

At the opening of the sitting, the Chancellor reads a
letter in which Cubidres resigns his position as a Peer,

The question is put as to whether the sccused are
guilty,

* Ia Cubidres guilty of fraud? ”"—Unanimonsly : “No.”

Upon the question of corruption :

* Ig Teste guilty ? ""—Unanimously: * Yes.”

* Is Cubidres guilty ?"—Unanimously, with the excep-
tion of three votes: “ Yes."

*1s Parmentier guilty ? "—Unanimously : * Yes.”

Bentences :

Teste i8 sentenced to civil degradation, unanimously,
with the exception of one vote.

Upon the question of the fines, I rose in my torn, and
eaid :

“J desire to punish a guilty man; I do not desire to
punish a family, that is to say, innocent persons. The
restitution of the money received, to my mind, would be
sufficient. No fine. Aly lords, the example is not in a
fine ; the example is tn the terrible things which you
bave seen; the example is in the terrible act to which
you have just committed yourselves. A fine deteriorates
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the example. It places a question of money in the place
of a guestion of honour."
Teste was condemned to pay & fine of 94,000 franes.
At half-past six, o fresh letter from General Cubidres
is read, in which he states that he has requested that he
may be placed on the retired list. The unhappy man
throws something overboard at every moment.

July 1584,

At half-past twelve, the calling of the names takes
place. The court is profoundly and painfully agitated.
The law officials claim the whole law, the whole penalty
sguinst Cubidres ; the nobles are more humane.

The Court proceeds to pass sentence,

Upon the question whether Teste should be im-
prisoned, I eaid:

“ My lords, the guilty man has already been sufficiently
punished. At the present moment he is pixty-seven
years of age; in five years he will be seventy-two. I will
not add one woxrd. No imprisonment!*

Teste is sentenced to three yeara’ imprisonment.

Respecting Cubidres and the penalty of civic degrada-
tion, when my turn came, I said ;

“1 feel that the Court is weary, and I am suffering
myself from & feeling of agitation which unsettles me;
I rise notwithstanding. 1 bave studied, as you have, my
lords, with whatever intelligence and power of attention
1 may have, the whole of the indictment in this de.

o9
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plorable cage. I have examined facta. I bave contrasted
persone. I have endeavoured o penetrate not only into
the heart of the caze, but into the heart of these men yon
are trying at this moment. Well, this ia the conclusion
I have arrived at : In my opinion, General Cubidres was
led astray. Led astray by Pellapra, defrauded by Par-
mentier. TUnder these circumstances, there has been, I
acknowledge, weakness,—a weakness censurable, inex-
cugable, gravely culpable even,~—but, after all, only weak-
ness, and weakness ip not baseness, and I do not wish
to punish wealmess with infamy. I will avow, and the
Court will pardon this avowal, that during the many
hours that this unfortunate affair hes occopied our minds,
I imagined that you were going to render an altogether
different decision in your all-powerful and sovereign
justice. X should have wished to leave in his terrible
isolation the painful and comspicuons figare of the prin.
cipal defendant. This man, who, by dint of talent, has
contrived—a miracle which, for my pairt, I shonld always
have thonght impossible—to be great in his abasement
and touching in his shame: this man I ghonld have
Iiked to punish simply with civic degradation. And I
should have wished to add nothing to this fearful
penslty ; in such e case that which increases diminishes.
For the weak and unfortunate General Cubidres, I shonld
have wished a gentence of deprivation, for a ocertsin
period of time, of the civic and civil rights mentioned in
Article 401. And finally, for the men of money, I shonld
have wished money penalties; for the misercants, humi-
liating penalties ; for Parmentier, fine and imprisonment,
For these men of such diversity of guilt, I should have
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wished for a diversity of penalties, which yonr omnipo-
lenee would permit you to decree, and the observance of
this proportion between the misdeeds and the punish-
ments appeared to me to be in ascordansce with con-
science, and I will add, although that concerns me less,
in accordance with public opinion. In your wisdom you
have judged otherwise. I bow to it, but I beg you never-
theless {0 approve my remaining of the same opinion. In
apn assembly in which there are so many men of import-
ance, who have occupied,or who will yet oceupy, the highest
functions in the State and the government, I appreciate, X
honour, I respect that noble feeling of outraged decency
which leads you to inflict unusually heavy penalties at
this juncture, and to afford not only the most just but
alse the most cruel satisfaction to public opinion. I,
gentlemen, am not a lawyer, I am not a soldier, I am not
e publio functionary, I am an ordinary taxpayer, Iam a
member, like any one else, of the great crowd from which
emanates that publie opinion to which you defer; and it
is for this, it is beoause I am simply this, that I am
pethaps qualified to say to you: Enoughl 8top! Go as
far ag the limita of jusiice; do not overstep them. The
example has been set. Do mnot destroy that isolation of
the condemned man Teste, whick is the grand aspeot,
the grand moral lesson of the trial. As long as it was a
question only of this unhappy man, I spoke to you
merely in the language of pity; I speak to you now in
the language of equity, solemn and sustere equity. I
oconjure you, give credit to Greneral Cubiéres for his eixty
years of honourable life, give credit to himn for the agony
ke haa suffered, for those four years of torture which he
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endured at the villainous hands of Parmentfier, for this
public exposure upon that bench during four days; give
eredit to Lhim for that unjust accusation of frand, which
was also a torture to him; give credit to him for his
generous hesitation fo save himself by ruining Teste;
give eredit to him, finally, for his heroic conduct upon
the battle-field of Waterloo, where I regret that he
did not remain. Y formmlly propose to sentence M.
Cubijres to tho penslty provided by Article 401, togsther
with Article 42, that is to say, to a suspension of civil and
civic rights for ten years. I vote against civie degrada-
tion.”

At seven o'clock there still remain eighty Peers who
bave not voted. The Chancellor proposes an adjowrn-
ment until the morrow. Objections are made: An
adjournment while the voting ie taking place ! M. Cauchy
reads precedent from the Quénisset trial. Uproar. The
adjournment is carriad.

July 16¢th.

Continuation of the voting upon the question of the
penalty to be inflicted npon General Cubidres.

‘The penalty of civic degradation is carried by 180
votes to 48.

He is condemned begides to a fine of 10,000 francs.

No imprisonment.

1t appears that the decision in favour of inflicting the
penalty of civic degradation upon General Cubitres which
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has just been arrived at, has reached the prison. Ju
now I heard in the street the dreadful cries of Madan
de Cnbidres and Madame de Sampays, her sister, wi
were with the General at the moment when the news wi
communjcated to him.

July 17k,

Sentence upon Parmentier.

Upon the question of civic degradation, I said :

I should have wished, as the Court is aware, in order
that a great example might be made, that President Teate
should have been left in his degrading isolation, alone
under the burden of civie degradation, The Court did
pot agree with me; it thought proper to associate with
him General Cubidres. I eannot do otherwise than
aspociate with him Parmentier. I vote for civic degrada-
tion, while profoundly regretting that I am obliged, after
this great social and public penalty has been inflicted
upon two ex-Ministers, upon two Peers of France, to
whom it is everything, to infliet it upon this wretch, to
whom it is nothing.

Permentier in condemned to civio degradation and a
fine of 10,000 francs. No imprisonment.

As we were about to leave, and were in the cloak-room,
Anatole de Montesquion, who constantly voted in the
most lenient sense, pointed omt to me, in the second
compartment of the cloak-room, near thet in which I am

putting on my things, an old Peer's robe hanging at the
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side of the robe of the Minister of Public Instruetion.
This robe is worn at the elbows, the gilt of the buttons is
rubbed off, the embroidery faded; an old ribbon of the
Legion of Honour is in the button-hole, mors yellow than
red, and half untied. Above this robe wap written, acoord-
ing to custom, the name of its owner: M. TESTE.

My opinion is that the public will consider the
decree of the Court of Peers just in the case of Teste,
harsh in that of Cubidres, and lenient in that of Par-
nentier,

At half-past-four, the doors were thrown open to the
public. An immense crowd had been waiting since the
morning. In a moment the galleries were noigily filled.
It was liho a wave. Then profound silence when the
calling of the names began. The Peers replied, generslly
speaking, in a barely andible and weary tone of voice.

Then the Chancellor put on his shaped hat of black
velvet lined with ermine and read the decree. The
Procurator-General was at his post. The Chancellor
read the decree in a firm tone, very remarkable in an old
man of eighty years of age. Whatever may have been
paid by certain newspapers, he did not shed * gilent
toars.”

The judgment will be read presently by the Chief
Clerk of the Court to the condemned men,

It will be just a month ago to-morrvw, the 18th, that
Teste was arraigned by the judicial committee of the Peers
and that he seid to them: “1I thank you for placing me
in a position which gives me the precious privilege of
defending myself.”
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July 81,

It is a curious fact that M, Teste, who, as Minister o}
Public Wosks, had this Luxembourg prison built, is the
first Miniater who has been confined in it, This reminds
one of the gibbet of Montfaucon, and of Engunerrand de
Marigny.

M. Teste occupies in this prison an apartment separated
only by a partition from the spartment of Greneral
Cubiéres. The partition is so thin that, as M, Teste
speaks loudly, Madame de Cubidres was obliged on the firat
day to tap upon the wall to warn M, Teste that she heard
all he said. The pistol-shot, too, made Greneral Cubidres
start as thongh it had been fired in his own apartment.

The sitting of the 13th had been so decisive that some
act of desperation was thought probable. During the
very sitting, the Duke Decazes had had iron bars put to
the windows of the prisoners. They found these bare in
the windows on coming back, but did not feel any surprise
on seeing them. They also had their razors taken from
them and had {0 dine without knives.

Policemen were to remain day and night by their side.
However, it was thought that M. Teste might be left
alone with his son and the counsel who were defending him,
He dined with them, almost in silence: & reinarkable
fact, for he was a great talker., The little he did say was
concerning matters foreign to the trizl. At nine o'clock,
the son and the barristers retired. The policeman wha
was to watch M. Teste received orders o go up directly;
it was during the few minates which elapsed between the
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departure of his son and the entrancs of the policeman
that M. Teste made hig attempt to commit suicide.

Many persons doubted whether this attempt was seri-
ously intended. This was the tone of the comments
in the Chamber, M. Delessert, the Profect of Police,
whom I questioned on this subject, told me there could
be no doubt about it that M. Teste had tried to kill
himeelf in downright good earnest. But he believes that
only one pistol-shot was fired.

After hig condemnation, General Cubiéresreceived many
visits ; the sentence of the Court missed its mark by reason
of its excessive severity. The General's visitors, in going
to his cell, passed before that of Parmentier, which was
only closed with a door having instead of a glass pane a
white curtain, through which he could be seen. All of
them in passing by loaded Parmentier with terms of con-
tempt, which obliged the fellow to hide in a corner where
be was no longer visible,

During the trial the heat was intense. At every
moment the Chancellor had to summon back the Peers,
who went off to the refreshment bars or the lobbies.

Lord Normanby did not miss a single sitting.

July 29nd.
The name of Teste has elready been removed from his
geat in the House of Peers. It is General Achard now
who ocoupies his chair.
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Yesterday, Tuesday, the 21st of July, as I was pro-
veeding from the Académie to the House of Peers,
towards four o’clock, I met, near the exit of the Institut,
in the most deserted part of the Rue Mazarine, Par-
mentier coming out of prison. He was going in the
direction of the Quay. His son accompanied him, Par-
mentier, dressed in black, enrried his hat in his hand
behind his back; with his other rrm he leant upon kLis
son. The gon had a downcast look. Parmentier ap-
peared completely overwhelmed. He had'the appearance
of exhaustion of a man who has just come from & long
walk. His bald head seemed to bend beneath his shame.
They were walking slowly.

It was stated to-day at the Chamber that Medame
Cubitres gave a soirée two days after the condcmnation.
It appears that in reality she simply conteuted herself
with not shutting her door. BShe has just written to the
newspapers a letter, which will not do her husband much
good, but in which there is nevertheless one fine passage
s follows : ** He has had his peerage, his rank, every-
thing taken from him, even to his dignity as a citizen.
He retains his wounds.”

The Chancellor offered to let M. de Cubitres leave the
prison by one of the private gates of the Chancellor’s
official residence in the Luxembourg. A hired conveyance
would have awaited M. de Cubitres, and he would have
got in without being seen by anyone in the street. M, do
Cubidres refused. An open carriage, drawn by two horses,
came and took up its position at the gatewny of the Rue
de Vangirard, in the midst of the erowd. M. de Cubiéres



204 Zhings Seen.

got into 1t, accompanied by his wife and Madame de Bam-
pays, and this is how ke came out of prison. Bince then
bho has had every evening more than a hundred visitors.
There are constantly some farty carriagea at his door.



THE PRISON OF THE CONDEMNED.

Tur prison of the condemned, built by the side of, and
a8 a counterpart o, the prison for juvenile offenders, is a
living and striking antithesis. It is not only that the
beginning and the ending of the evil-doer face each
other; there is also the perpetual confronting of the two
pensal gystems—politary confinement and impriromment
in common. This vis-d-vise is almost enough to decide
the question. It is & dark and gilent duel between the
dungeon and the cell, between the old prison and the new!

On one side are all the condemned, pell-mell: the
child of seventeen with the cld man of seventy; the
prisoner of thirteen months with the convict for life; the
beardless lad who had filched apples, and the assassin of
the highway, snntched from the Place Saint-Jacques, and
sent to Tonlon in consequence of ‘' extennating cirenm-
stances; " the almost innocent, and the guasi-condemned;
the blue-eyed, and the grey-beard; hideous, pestilential
workshops, where they sewed end worked in semi-dark-
nees, amid things dirty and foetid, without air, daylight,
speech ; without Jooking at each other; without interest;
horrible, mournful spectres ; of whom some inspired terror
by reason of their age, othera by reason of their youth.
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On ths other aide, a cloister, a hive ; ench worker in
his cell, each goul in its alveole : an immense edifice of
three storcys, inhabited by neighbours who never see
each other: a town composed of small hermitages;
nothing but children, and children who dc not know
each other; who live years close to each other without
ever hearing the echo of each other's footfslls, or the
sound of their voices—eeparated by a wall, by an abyss:
work, study, tools, bocks ; eight honrs' sleep, one hour's
repose, one hour's play in & small walled court; prayers
morning and evening ; thought ever!

On one side a sink ; on the other cultivation !

You enter a cell; you find a child standing up before
# beneh lighted by a dirty window, of wluch one square
pane at the top can lLe opencd. The child is clad in
coarse rerge; clean, grave, quiet. He ceases working
and salutes. You question him; he replics with a serious
gaze, and in subdued topes. Some of thern make locks,
n dozen a day; others corve furniture, &e.. &¢. There
are as manhy conditions as storeys ; as meny workshops
ax corridors. The child can read and write besides. He
has in prison a master for his brain as well as for hia body.

You must not think nevertheless that, because of its
milduess, the prison is insufficient chastisement. No;
it is profoundly sad. All the prisoners have an appear-
ance of puni<hment nhich is peculiar,

There are still many more eriticisms to be passed ; the
solitary system begins. Jt has almost all its improve-
ments to come ; but, incomplete and imperfect ea it is at
present, it is admirable when compared with the system
f imprisonment in common,
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The prisoner—a captive on all sides, and free only
on the working side—interests himself in what he
makes, whatever it may be. The idle lad who hated
all ocoupations, becomes s most furiously indnstrious
mechanic. When one is in solitary confinement one
manages to find light in the darkest dungeon,

Bth Augwst.

The other day, I wae visiting the prison of the con-
demped, and I eaid to the Governor, who apcompanied
me:

“You have a man condemned to death here now?"”

#Yen, sir, a man named Marquis, who murdered a
woman of the town, T'érisse, with intent to rob her.”

¢ I should like to speak to that man,” T said.

* Sir,"” replied the Governor, * I am here to take your
orders, but I cannot admit you into the conderoned cell.”

“Why not?”

# The police regnlations do not permit us to introduce
everybody into the cells of the condemned.”

I replied :

I am not acquainted with the conditions of the police
regulations, M. le Directeur de la Prison, but I know
what the law permita. The law places the prisons under
the anthority of the Chambers, and the officials under
the surveillance of the Peers of France, who can be called
upon to judge them. Wherever it is possible that an
sbuse may exist, the legislature may come in and search
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forit. Evil may exist in the cell of a man condemned
to death. It is, therefore, my duty to enter, and yours
to admit me.”

The Governor made no reply, and showed me in,

We ckirted a small courtyard, in which were some
fowers, and which was gurrounded by & gallery. This
is the exercise-ground of the condemmed prisoners. It
is surrounded by four lofty buildings. In the centre of
one of the sides of the gallery there is » heavy door
bound with iron. A wicket opened, and T found myself
in a kind of ante-chameber, gloomy, and paved with stone.
Before me were three doors, one directly opposite me,
the others on either hand : three heavy doors, each pierced
with a groting, and cased with iron. These three doors
open into three cells, appropriatud to tho use of the
condemned criminals who await their fate aofter the
double appeal to the judge and to the Supreme Courts.
This gencrally means a respite of two months,

““YWo have never had more then two of these cells
occupied at the same time,” said the Governor.

The door of the conire one was opened. It was that
of the condemned cell then occupied.

T entered.

Ag T crossed the threshold a man rose quickly end
stood up.

This man was at the other end of the cell. I gaw him
at once. A pale gleam of daylight which descended from
s wide dceply-set window above Lis head lighted it up
from the back. His head was bare, his neck was bare;
he had on shoez and a sirait-waistecat, mud pantaloons
of brown woollen stuff. The sleeves of this waistcoat of
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coarse grey linen were tied together in front. His hand
could be distinguished holding & pipe ready filled. He
was ahout to light this pipe at the moment when the door
was opened. This was the condemned man.

Nothing could be seen through the window bat a
glimpse of the rainy sky.

There was a moment’'s sgilence. I was too muech
affected to be able to speak.

He waa a young man, evidently not more than twenty-
two or twenty-three years old. His chestnut hair, which
carled naturally, was cut short; his beard had not been
trimmed. He had beantiful Iarge eyes, but his expres-
sion was mean and ugly, his nose broken, his temples
prominent, the bones hehind the ears large, which is a
bad sign, the foreheed low, the mouth coarse, and to
the left of the cheek was that peculiar puffing pro-
duced by anguish. He was pale. His whole face was
contracted; nevertheless at our entry he forced a
smile.

He stood upright. His bed was on his left hand, a
kind of truckle-bed, in disorder, on which he had in all
probability been lying just before; and to his right a
amall wooden table, coarsely painted a yellow colour, and
having for a top B plank painted to imitate 8t Anne
marble. On this {able were glazed earthenware dishen
containing cooked vegetables and a little meat, a piece of
bread, and a Ieathern pouch full of tobacco. A straw-
botiomed chair stood beside the table.

This was not like the horrible cell of the Conciergerie.
It was a good-zsized room, fairly light, painted yellow,
farnished with the bed, table, and chair aforesaid, s china
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stove, and a shelf fitted in the angle of the wall opposite
the window, laden with old clothes and old crockery. In
another corner waa a square chair, which replaced the
ignoble tub of the old prisons. Everything was clean, or
nearly g0, and in good order, being awept and garnished,
and had that indescribable homeliness abont it which
deprives things of their unpleasaniness as well as of their
attractiveness. The barred window was open. Two
small chaine for supporting the sashes hung to two nails
above the head of the condemned man, Near the stova
stood two men, a soldier, armed only with his sword,
and a warder. Condemned criminals always have this
escort of two men, who do not leave them night or day.
The ettendants are relioved every three hours,

I did not take in all these details at once. The con-
demned man absorbed all my attention.

M. Paillard de Villeneuve was with me. The Governor
was the first to break the slence.

* Marquie,” he said, pointing to me, *' this gentleman
is here in your interest.”

“If yon have any complaint to make,” I said, I am
here to entertain it."

The condemned bowed and replied with a smile which
sat ill upon him ;

“T have no complaints, sir; I am guite comfortable
here. These gentlemen (indicating the two warders) are
very kind and are good enongh to talk to me. The
Governor comes to see me from fime to time.”

* How are you fed 2" I asked.

“Very well, gir; I have double rations.” Then he
sddad sfier a nange:
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# We have a right to double rations; and then I have
white bread too.”

I glanced at the piece of bread, which was in fact very
white.

He added : :

*“ The prison bread is the only thing to which I have
not been able to accustom myself. At Sainte-Pélagie,
where I was detained, we formed amongst ourselves, a
society of young men not to mix with the others, and
to have white bread.”

T replied :

* Were you better off in Bainte-Pélagie than here #"

“1 wes very comfortable at Sainte-Pélagie, and I am
vary comfortable here.”

I continued:

“You said that you did not wish to mix with the
others. What do you mean by *the others ?'”

" There were a great many common men thers,” he
replied.

The condemned was the son of a porter in the Rue
Chabsanais.

*“TIs your bed comfortable ?* I asked.

The Governor lifted the coverings, and said 3

** Yen, sir; a hair mattress, two mattresses, and two
blankets.”

* And two bolsters,” added Merjuis,

“ Do you eleep well 2" I asked,

He replied witheut hesitation :

# Very well.”

There was on the bed an odd volume, open.

“You read 2™
vl
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 Yea, sir.”

I took up the book. It wes an “Abridgment of
Geography and History,” printed in the last century. The
first pages and half the binding were wanting. The book
was open at a description of the Lake of Constance.

# T lent him that book,” said the Governor,

I turned to Margnis.

 Doen this book interest youn ?*

*' Yes, air,” he replied. “* The Governor has algo lent
me the *Voyages of La Pérouse’ and Captain Cook.
I am very fond of the adventures of our great navigators.
I have read them already, but I re-read them with
plessure, end I shall read them again with pleasure—one
year or ten years hence.”

He did not say I could read them, but I will read
them. The poor young man wss a good falker, and waa
fond of hearing himgelf speak. ** Our great navigatora”
is literally his own expression. He talked like m news-
paper. In all the rest of his rerarke I remarked this
ahsenece of naturalness. Everything disappears in the face
of death except affcotation, Goodnese vaniehes, wicked-
ness disappears, the benevolent man bhecomes bitier,
the rude man polite, the affected man remains affected.
A atrange thing it is that death touches you, but does not
give you simplicity.

He was a poor conceited workman ; a bit of an artist,
too much and too little, who had been destroyed by
vanity. He liked to make a figure and to enjoy himself,
He bad stolen n hundred francs from his father’s desk,
and next day, after a course of pleasure and dissipation,

had Rillad - wnman in ardar to vab har  This fepmhl=
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ladder, which kas so many steps lending from domestio
robbery to murder, from the paternal reprimand to the
soaffold, criminals like Lacenaire and Ponlnann take
twenty years to deacend ; he, this young man, who waa &
lad but yesterday, had cleared them all in twenty-four
hours! He had, as an old coavict, a former asochool-
master, said in the courtynrd, taken all his degrees.

‘What an abysa is such a destiny !

He turned over the leaves for a few minmtes, and T
continued :

 Have you never had any means of existence ?*

He raised his head, and replied with soms pride :

“ Yes, indeed, sir.”’

Then he proceeded. I did not interrupt him.

*J was a furniture designer. I have even studied to
be an architect. My name is Marquis. I was a pupil of
M. Le Due.”

He referred to M. Viollet La Due, the architect of the
Louvre. As he spoke I noticed that he said with some
amount of satisfaction the words Marquis, Le Duo!
However, he had not yet ended.

¢ T started & Journal of Design for cabinet-makers, I
had slready made some progress. I wanted to give
carpet-manufacturers designa in the Renaissance style
made according to the rules of the trade, whioh they
never had. They are forced fo content themselves with
engravings of very incorrect styles.”

“You had s good idea. Why did you not carry it
ont?"

“ It failed, sir.”

He spoke the words quickly, and a-dded ;
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“ However, I do not mean to say that I wanted money.
T had talent, I sold my designs, I should certainly have
finished by selling them at my own price.”

I could not help saying :

“ Then, why — 2"

He understood, and answered :

#] really cannot say. The idea crossed my mind, I
should not be thought capable of it until that fatal day.”

At the words * fatal day ” he stopped, then continued,
with & sort of carelessness :

] am sorry I have not some designs here; I would
show them fo you. I also painted Iandacapes. M. Te
Due taught me water-colour painting. I sauccceded in
the Cicdri style. I did things which one would have
sworn were Ciceri's. I am very fond of drawing, At
Sainte-1’élagie I drew tho portraits of many of my eom-
panions, but only in crayons. They would not let me
have my box of water-colours.”

“ Why ? "' I asked, without thinking.

He hesgitated. I was porry I had put the question, for
I gnessed the reason.

¢ Bir,” he maid, ‘' it was because they fancied there was
poison in the colours. They were wrong. They are
water-colours.”

* But," remarked the Governor, * there is red lead in
the vermillion ?*

“ Possibly,” he replied. * The fact is, they did not
permit it, and I had to content myself with the erayons,
The portraits were all good likenesses, though.”

¢ And what do you do here ?”

T do some work.”
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He remained deep in thought after this reply, then he
added -

“Y can draw well. This,” indicating the strait-
waistcoat, ** does not interfere with me. At a pinch one
could draw.” He moved his hand beneath his bonds as
ke spoke, ‘' And then these gentlemen are very kind
(indicating the warders). ¢ They have already offered
to let me raise the sleeves, But I do something else.
Iread.”

*You see the chaplain, of course P

#Yeos, eir ; he comes to see me."

Here ke turned to the Governor, and said :

¢ Bnat I have not yet seen the abbé Montes.”

That name in his mouth had & sinister effect on me.
I had geen the abbé Montés ones in my life, one summer
dey on the Pont-eu-Change, in the cart which was carry-
ing Louvel to the scaffold.

Nevertheless the Grovernor replied :

“Ah, dame! He is old; he is nearly eighty-six. The
poor old man attends when he can.”

“ Eighty-six | * I exclaimed. * That is just what we
want, provided he only has a little strength., At his age
one ie so mear to God that one ought to say very
beantiful things.”

7 will pee him with pleasure,” said Marquis quickly.

* You must live in hope,” I said.

“QOh!” gaid he, “I am not discouraged. First, I
have my appeal to the Court of Cassation, and then I
have my petition for a pardon. The sentence which has
been pronounced may be quashed. I do not say that
it is not just, but it is & little severe. They ought to
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have token my age into account, and given me the benefit

of extemmating cirenmstances. And then I have signed

my petition to the King. My father, who comes to see .
me, has told me not to alarm myself. M.Le Duc himgelf

sent the petition to His Majesty. M. Le Duo knows me

well; he knows his pupil Marquis. The King is not in

the habit of refusing him anything. It ia impossible

that they will refase me a pardon—I do not say a frea

pardon—but——"'

He was silent.

““Yes,” I said, *be of good cheer; yon have here
below your judges on cne side, and your father on the
other. But above, you have also your Father and your
Judge who is God, who cannot feel the necessity to
condemn you without, at the same time, experiencing
the desire to pardon you. You must thus remsin in
hope.” .

¢ Thank you, sir,” replied Marquis.

Aggrin silence ensucd.

Then I agked ; * Do you require anything ? "

" T shonld like o go ot and walk in the yard a little
oftener. That is all, sir. I only am allowed out for a
quarter of an hour a day.”

“'That is not sufficient.” I said to the Governor:
* Why is thia ?™

** Because of our great responsibility,” he replied.

“Well! * X exclaimed, * put four guards on daty if two
do not suffice ; but do not refuse this young man a liftle
air and sunlight. A court in the centre of s prison,
locks and bars everywhere, four lofty walls swrounding
it, four guards always there, the strait-waisicoat, sentinels
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st every wicket, two sentry rounds, and two enceintes
gixty feet high, what bave you to fear? The prisoner
ought to be allowed to walk in the courtyard when he
asks permission.”

The Governor bowed, and =aid :
“You are right, sir. I will carry out your sug-
gestions.”

The condemned man thanked me effusively.

It is time for me to leave you,” I said. * Turn to
God, and keep up your courage,”

#1 ghall have courage, sir."

He accompanied me to the door, which was then shut
upon him,

The Governor conducted me into the next cell on the
right.

It was longer than the other. It contained only a bed
and a coarse earthenware vessel,

It wus in here that Poulmann was confined. In the
gix weeks which he spent hers he wore out three pairs
of shoes walking up and down these boards. e never
ceaned walking, and covered fifteen leagues & day in his
cell, He was a terrible man.

¢ You have had Joseph Henri 2" I asked.

“Yep, pir; but in the infirmary only. He was ill.
He was always writing to the Keeper of the Seals, to the
Procurator-Général, to the Chancellor, to the Great
Referendary, letters—Iletters of four pages, and in small,
close writing, too. One day, I eaid to him, joenlarly:
¢ It is fortunate that you are not compelled to read what
you have written." WNo one ever read them evidently,
He was a fool.”
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Ap I was leaving the prison, the Governor indicated to
me the two * rounds ” or encireling paths : high walls, a
scanty patch of grass, a sentry-box every thirty paces. .
Ali thig hes s freezing effect . . He pointed out to
me, tinder the very windows of the condemned oells,
& place where two soldiers on duty had shot them-
gelves the year before. They had blown their brains
out with their rifles, and we could ses the bullet-holes in
the sentry-hox. The rain had washed away the blood-
staing from the wall. One man had killed himeelf becanse
his officer, seeing him without his rifle which he had left
in the sentry-box, seaid to him in passing, ' Fifteen days
m the cells.” The motive in the case of the other man
whd Tever sacertained.



THE DUKE DE PRASLIN.

18tk Auguat, 4 pm.
I mave this instent learnt that the Duchess of Praslin

wagp asgassinated last night in her own mansion, No. §5,
Rue 8t. Honoré.

20th Awqusl.

The Court of Peers ia convened for te-morrow, to
arraion M. de Praslin.

Faturday, 21at Avgust.  Written af the sitting.

At seven minutes past two the publie sitting opens.
The Keeper of the SBeals, Hébert, mounts the tribune,
and reads the ordinance which eonstitutes the Court of
Peers.

There are women on the benchez; a man, stout,
bald, and white hsired, of rnddy countenance, closely
resembling Parmentier, is in the west tribune, and for
@ moment attracis the attention of the Peers,
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The Chancellor causes the tribunes to be evacunated .
the Procurator-Gleneral Delangle is introduced, and the
Advoeate-Gienernl, Bresson, in red robes. The Chan-
eellor notices that the tribunes are not all cmpty, those
of the reporters amongst others ; he becomes angry, and
gives orders to the ughers. The tribunes are cleared with
some difficulty.

M, de Praglin was arrested yesterday, and transferred
to the prison of the Chamber on the Chancellor's
warrant. He was committed this morning at daybreak.
He is in the cell where M. Teste was,

It was M. de Praslin who, on the 17th of July, handed
over tho pen to sign the warrant for the arrest of MM.
Teste and Cubidres, Ezxnetly a month after, on the
17th Angmst, he signed his own warrant with his dagger.

The Duke of Praslin is a man of middle height, and of
rather commonplace eppearance. Ha has & very gentle,
bat a very fulse, manner. Hehss a villainous mouth, and
8 horribly constrained smile. He is a fair, pailid man;
pale, washed ont, like an Englishman, He is neither fat
nor thin, nor good-looking nor ugly. He hes no signs of
breeding in hia bands, which are fat and thick. He has
always the air of being about to say something which he
never does say.

I bave only spoken to him three or four times in
my life. The last time we were mscending the great
staircase together. I informed him that I would
interrogate the Minister of War if they did not pardon
Dubois de Gennes, whose brother had been the Duke's
secretary ; he gaid that he would support me.

He did not behave well towards this Dubois de
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Gennes. He dismissed him for no very substantial
reason. The Duke undertook to present his petitions to
the King with his own hands, and he put them in the
post !

M. do Preslin did not speak in the Chamber. He
voted sternly in the trial. He decided very barshly in the
Teste affair.

In 1830, I occesionally met him at the house of the
Mnrqma de Marmier, since the Duke. He was then only
Marquis de Praslin, as his brother was alive. I had
noticed the Marchioness, & good-looking, stout woman,=-
a contrast to the Marguis, who was then very thin,

The poor Duchess was literally hacked to pieces with
the knife, and brained by the butt of the pistol. Allard,
the successor to Vidoeq, of the Becret Police, said: “It
was clumsily done ; trained assassins would have worked
better; s man of fashion did that!”

The Comte de Nocé came np to me in the robing-
room, and said: “ Do you understand ? e has made a
fire to burn his dressing-gown.”

I yeplied: * There wns something he should have
burnt. It was not bis dressing-gown, it was gunpowder.” *

A month ago the army reecived a blow in the case of
General Cubiéres ; the magistrature, in President Teate;
now the old nobility has had its turn in the Duc de
Praslin.

This must, however, come to an end,

% An untrenslatalile pun upen the yhrases bl - a4 robe de chambre,

to burn one’s dressing-gown, and s br dler la carcile, to blow out one's
braina,—Translator's note.
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Sunday, 29nd.

At the present moment one can perceive, in the window
of Mdlle. de Luazzy, in Madame Lemaire's houss, Rue
dn Harlay, in the court, the melon, the bouquet, and the
basket of fruit which the duke brought from the country
the very evening before the murder.

The duke is seriously ill. People say he is poisoned.
Just now I heard a flower-girl saay: * Mon Disu, if only
they do not kill him, it will amuse me very much to read
the details in the paper every morning."

In his address to the Court, in pecret mitting, the
Chancellor eaid the duty which devolved upon the
Court, and upon him, was the most painful they had ever
been called upon to perform. His voice literally changed
while he spuke these words. Before the aitting com-
mencod, he came into the reading-room; I bade him
good morning, and we shook hands. The old Chen-
cellor was overcome.

The Chancellor algo said: “ umours of suicide and
of escape are in circulation. Alcasicurs les Pairs may rest
sssured. No precantion will be spared to ensure for the
culprit, if he be found guilty, the public and legal
punishment which he las incurred and deserves, and
which he, in that case, cannot by any means escape.”

They say that the Procurator-General Delangle already
repenis to his intimates his litile *‘effective bit"—the
description of the room after the crime had been com-
miited ; here the sumptuons furniture, the golden fringe,
the silken haugings, &o.; there, a pool of bleod ; here,



The Duke de Pyasiin, 223

the openr window, the rising sun, the trees, the garden as
far as the eye could reach, the songe of the birds, the

. punlight, &ec. ; there the corpse of the deceased duchess.
Contrast]! Delangle is astonished at the offect before-
band, and is dazzled by himself!

On the 17th, Mdlle, de Luzzy had dined at Madame
Lemaire’s, at the under-tenchers’ table. She was pale,
and appeared to be suffering, * What is the matter
with you?” asked Mdlle, Julie Rividre, one of her
companions. Mdlle. de Lnzzy replied that she did not
feel very well ; that she had feinted that day in the Rue
Bt. Jacques, but the doctor had not thought it necessary
to bleed her.

Doctor Louis is the Praslin family praetitioner. They
sent for him fo see the duke. The prefect of police made
the doctor promise that he wonld only speak to the dnke
concerning his health. The precaution turned cut to be
quite needless. The duke wonld scarcely respond, even
by signs, to the doctor’s questions, He was in a strange
torpor. M. Lonis perceived that he had tried to poison
himself by swallowing a narcotic.

M. Louis did not think he ought to be moved on the
20th. He thought that if the Chancellor had him
dragged to the Luxembourg, notwithstanding Lis advice,
it was in the hope that the duke would die on the way.
I do not think so.

The people are exasperated against the duke; the
family is still more indignant than the people. If he
were to be judged by his family he would be more
weverely condemned than by the Court uf Peers, and
more cruelly tortured than by the people.
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f1st Augasi.

On Wednesday, when coming from the Academy with
Cousin and the Count of Saint-Aulaire, Cousin gaid :

“You will see this Mdlle. de Luzzy; she is & rare
woman. Her letters are masterpieces of wit and styla,
Her interrogatory is admirable; still, you will not read it
except when fransluted by Cauchy. If you had heard
her you would have been astonished. No one has more
grace, more tact or intelligence. If she is good enough
to write some day for us, we will give her, pardien, the
Montyon Prize. However, she is headstrong and im-
perious; she is & woman at once wicked and charming,

I said to Cousin: “ Ah, so you are in love with
her?"

To which he replied: *“Hée!”

“ What do you think of the affair?* said M. de Saint-
Anlaive, addressing me.

“There must have been some motive. If not, the
duke is a madman., The cauee is in the duchese or in
the mistress; but she is in the affair, otherwise the fact
is impossible. There ie at the bottom of such a crime as
this either a very powerful reason or a great folly."

That was, in fact, my opinion. As for the ferocity
of the duke, it is explained by bhis stupidity: he was &
beast—and ferocious.

The populece have already coined the verb Prasliner—
to Prasliner your wife.

The examining peers visited the Praslin mansion the
day before yesterday. The bedroom i still in the state
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in which it was left on the morningof the murder. The
blood from red has turmed to black. That is the only
difference., Thie room gives one the horrors. One can
see the terrible struggle and resigtance of the duchess as
they actuslly occurred. Everywhere are the prints of
bloody hands passing from wall to wall, from one door to
another, from one bell-pull to another. The unheppy
woman, like » wild animal caunght in a snare, must have
rushed round and round the room, screaming and seeking
an escape from the dagger-blows of the assassin.

From the gate in the Rue de Vaugirard one can gee
in the prison three windows which have projecting shafts.
These are the ouly ones. Three months ago they had
neither bars nor shafts. The bars were placed for
President Teste, and the shafts for the Duke de Praslin,

Doctor Louir told me :

*“The day after the murder, at half-past two a.m., I
was called, and went to M. de Praslin’s house. I knew
nothing ; judge of my utter ptupefaction. I found the
duke in bed ; he was already in custedy. Eight women,
who relieved each other every hour, never took their eyes
from him, Four police-agents were seated on chairs in
a corner. I had noticed his condition, which was terrilile.
The symptoms gave evidence of cholera or poison.
Paople accuse me of not having said at once ‘He is
poisoned.” That would have betrayed him and ruined
him. Poisoning is & tacit confession of guilt. *Yon
gshould have gaid so,' the Chanoellor remarked to me. I
replied: ‘Monsieur le Chancelier, where an opinion
implies the condemnation of a person, a doctor will not
give it." "

 However,” continued M. Lounis, ““the duke was

Q
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very gentle: he was passionately fond of his children,
and passed his life with one of them on his knee, and
sometimes ome on his back too, The Duchess was
beautifal and intelligent, she had become an enormous
gige. The duke suffered terribly, but exbibiied the
greatest fortitude. Not a word, not & complaint in the
midst of the tortures of the arsevic,

It would appear that M. de Praslin was s very well-
made mau, At the posi-mortem, the doctors were much
struck,. One of them exelaimed: “ What a beantifal
corpse 1 Hewas a fine athlete, Doctor Louis told me.

The tomb in which they laid him bears & leaden plate,
on which is the number 1054, A number after his death,
such as convicts have in life, is the only epitaph of the
Duke de Choisenl-Praslin !

Mdlle. Deluzy-—not de Luzzy—is still in the Con-
ciergerie. She walks about every day for two hours in
the conrt-yard. Sometimes she wears a nankeen dress,
sometimes a striped silk gown. 8he knows that many
eyes are fixed on her at the windows, People who watch
her eay ghe etrikes attitndes. She is a source of entertain-
ment to M. Teste, whose window locks into the courk.
She was gtill in confirement on the §1st.

Granier de Crssagnac, who has seen her, has given me a
description of her. She has a very low forehead, her
nose turne up a great deal, her hair is very light-coloured.
Nevertheless, she in pretty. She looks straight at all
who pass, seeking to be noticed, and perhaps to fascinate
them.

She is one of those women who have more intelligenes
than feeling. She is capable of follies, not from passion
but from egotiam,
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Awgust 308,

A gitting in which the Court is dissolved. At a
quarter past one I enter the Chamber ; there are but few
Peers present. M. Villemain, M. Coutin, M. Thénard ;
some generals, General Fabvier amongst them; some
former presidents, amongst them M. Barthe; there is
slso M. le Comte de Bondy, who bears & gingular re-
semblance to, with better characteristics then, the Duke
of Praslin,

I chat with General Fabvier, then for a long time
with M. Barthe, of everything, and of the House of
Peers in particular. It is necessary to take up the
subject to make the pecple sympathetic with it, and to
make it sympathetic with the people. We spoke of the
suicide of Alfred de Montesquion. In the cloak-room it
was the general topic, as well as another gad incident:
the Prinee of Eckmuhl has been arrested during the
night for having stabbed his mistress.

At two o'clock the Chancelior rose: he had on his
right the Duke Decazes, and on his left the Viscount
Pontécoulant. He spoke for twenty minutes. The
Attorney-General was introduced.

There are abont sixty Peers. The Duke of Brancas
and the Marquis de Fontis are beside me,

M, Delangle laid down his brief for the prosecution,
holding that the Court was dissolved by the death of the
duke.

The Procurator-General went out. The Chancellor
said @
93,
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“ Does any one wish to address the Court?"

M. de Boisay rose, He partly approved of what the
Chancellor had said. The poison had been taken before
the Court of Peers had assembled: consequently no
respongibility rested on the Court. Public opinion
nccused the Peers charged with the investigation of having
winked at the poisoning.

Count LaNJuvars : “ An opinion without any founda-
tion.”

Bomsy: “But universal. (No, no.) T insist that it
may be proved that no responsibility for the poironing
rests upon the Chancellor, the investigating Peers, nur
on the t‘ourt.”

The Cmaxcrrnox: “No one entertaing such an
opinion : the report of the post-mortem quite disposes of
the question.”

M. Counrin agreed with the Chancellor, and, while
shaving the anxicty of M. de Boissy, Lelieved that there
was no foundation for the rumour.

M. de Buissy petsisted. He believed there had been
complicity, Bat Le did not accuse any of the officers of
the Comrt.

M, Barthe rose, and gave way to the Duke Decazes, who
related the circumstances of his interview with M. de
Praslin the Taesday he died, at ten o’clock a..

This is the interview :

“You are in great pain, my dear friend ?'* said M.
Decazes.

't 1’“.“

It is your own fault. Why did you poiscn yourself?”

Hilence,
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““ You have taken laudanum ?"

“No.”

““ Then you have taken arsenio 7"

The sick map looked up, and said *“ Yes.”

*Who procured the arsenic for you? ”

“No one.”

#What do you mean? Did you buy it yourself at the
chewist's ? ™

1 brought it from Praslin.”

Rilence. The Duke Decazes continued :

“ This is the time, for the sake of your family, your
memory, your children, to speak. You confess to having
taken poieon. It is mot to be supposed that an innocent
person would deprive his nine children of their father when
they are already motherless. You are guilty, then 2"

Silence.

t At least you vegret your crime. I beg of you to say
if you deplore it.”

The accnsed raised his eyes and hands to heaven,
and said, with an agonised expression, * If I deplore it!”

“ Then confess. Do not you wish to see the Chan-
sellor?"”

The accused made an effort, and said: “I am ready.”

“Well, then,” raid the duke, “I wili go and inform
bim.”

“No,” veplied the sick man, after a pause, "1 am
too weauk to-day. To-morrow. Tell him ts come to-
morrow."

At half-pasi four that afternoon he was dead,

This could not Le put into the pleadings, as it was a
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private conversation which M. Decazes repeated because
tha Court was, in a sense, informal.

M. Barthe called attention to the fact that the poison-
ing had taken place on Wednerday the 19th, and had not
been renewed,

M. de Boissy wished to punish those who watched the
duke so ecarelessly. He poisoned himself on Wednes-
day, at ten in the evening.

The Chancellor said that M. de Boissy was mistaken :
it was four in the sfternoou. Besides, such things happen
frequently in ordinary cases, and in the best-guarded
pricons.

The decree dissolving the Court was voted unani-
mously.

The Duke de Massa, after the vote, asked ihat the
words ‘' his wife ” should be inserted in the sentence.
There was a Downger Duchess of Praslin. This was
allowed.

The Procurator-Gieneral was recalled, and the sentence
was read to him. The sitting broke up at five minutes
to three.

Many Peera remained to chat in the hall. M. Consin
said to M. de Boissy: " You were right to ask for
information. It was excellent.”

M, Decazes added to his former atatement the follow-
ing details :—TWhen the Duke was carried to the Luxem-
bourg he was clad in a dressing-gown and trousers.
During the journey he did not vomit. He only com-
plained of a consuming thirst. When he arrived, at
five in the afternoon, they undressed him, and put him to
bed at once. They did not give him back his dress
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until the next day, when they moved him into an adja-
cent xoom, to be examined by the Chancellor. After the
exmmination they undressed him again, and put him to
bed once more, It ig thersfore impossible that, even if
he had some poison in his pockets, he conld have taken it.
It is true they did not search him, but that wounld have
been futile. They watched his movements closely.

18¢h Sepstember.,

Here are, in this year, 1847 the pleasures of the
* bathers,” the rich, noble, fashionable, intelligent,
generous, snd distinguished visitors to Spa:

(1) Fill a bucket with water, throw into it a tweniy-
sous piece, call a poor child, and pay to him: I will
give you that piece of money if you cen pick it up with
your feeth.” The child plunges his head into the water,
chokes, suffocates, and comes up all dishevelled and
shivering with the piece of silver between his teeth, and
they laugh! It is delightful |

(2) Take s pig, grease its tail, and bet who will retain
his bold of the tail longest; the pig pulls one way, the
gentleman another. Ten, twenty, & hundred louis are
staked on this!

‘Whole days are passed in such amusements.

However, old Europe is falling to pieces, jacgueries
germinate between the chinks and crevices of the old
social order; the future is gloomy, and the rich are on
their trial in this century as the nobles were in the last.



BERANGER.

dth November.

To-pay the Normul School, in the Rue d'Ulm, was
opened. M. Pubois had requested me to be present.
As I was coming ont, T saw approaching me in the
corridor which Jeads to the staircase, a man whom I did
uot at firsl recoguise. IHis face was round and red, his
oye clear and vivacious, long pgreyish hair; sixty or
more years old; a good smiling mouth ; and old frock-
coat iy very bad combition ; & great quaker hat, with n
broad Dbrisu; inclining to stoutness, and having some
resembluee to my brother Abel,

It was Béranger.

"Ah! Good-dny, Hugo,”

*Al! Good-day, Béranger.”

e took my wrm.  We proceeded together.

1 will gowith yon fo the end of the street. Have
you s ¢arriage 2

* My leg=t™

“ Well, 1 linve the came.”

We went hy the Estrupude towavde the Rue Smnt.
Jucques. T'wo men, dressed in black, approached us.

“Diable,” cried Beranger, *“here are iwo vulgar
pedunts —the one a head-master of a school, the other a
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member of the Academy of Sciences. Do you know
them ?

[ No-’,

“ Happy man. Hugo, you have always been in luck.”

The two pedants merely bade us good-day. We pro-
ceeded by the Rue Saint-Hyaciuthe.

Berauger continued :

“8o you have been compelled during the Iast month
to eulogize a great man of an hour, killed betweoen his
coufessor, his mistress, anud his cuckold,”

“Ah!” T said, “you do not deserve to be a Paritan.
Do not speak thus of Frederic Soulie, who Lad resl
talent, and a heart without bitterness!*

“The fact is,” replied Béranger, I snid a foolish
thing for the sake of being clever. I am not a Puritan, I
hite the breed. Whoever saya Puritan, says sinner,”

And above all “Fool,” True virtne, true morality,
and true greatness, are intelligent and indulgent.

We now passed the Place Suini-Michel, and entered,
still aan in arm, the Rue M. le Prince.

* You have done well,” said Beranger to me, * to Le
content with the popularity which one can regulate. T
have a great deal of trouble to withdraw myself from the
popularity which carries you with it. What slave is there
like the man wlhe hays the misfortune to be popular in this
fashion ! l.ook at their Reformist lanquets! ‘They kill
me! and I have the greatest difficulty in the world to
avoid them. T make excuses: I am old; T have a bad
digestion ; T never dine out; I cannot ulter my rule, &c.
Bah! " You owe it to yourself ; a man like you must
pay this forfeit : and a hundred others in the seme way.”
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I am exaggerating, eh? Nevertheleas, one must smile
and put the best face on it! Ah, yes! but that is merely
the part of & Court jeater. To amuse the prince, to amuse
the people—the same thing. Where is the difference
between the poet following the Court and the poet fol-
Jowing the crowd? Marot in the sixteenth century,
Béranger in the nineteenth ; but, mon cher, it may be
the same man! I do not consent to it. I lend myself
to it as little az possible. They make a mistake about
me. I am a man of opinion, and not of party. Oh, I
hate their popularity. I am very much afraid that
our poor Lamartine is going in for this popularity. X
pity him. MHe will see what it is! Hugo, I have
some common sense. L tell you, be content with
the popularity you have; it is true, it is real. Now,
I will give you another esxperience of mine. In 1829,
when I was in la Force on account of my songs, how
popular I wan! There war not a lLosier, a pastry-
cook, or a reader of the Constitutionnel, who did not
think it right to come to console me in my cell. *Let
us go and sree Béranger!’ They came! And I, who
was in the mood to muse upon the silliness of poets, or
was scvking for e refrain or a rhyme between the bare of
my window, was obliged, instead of finding my verse, to
receive my hosier! Poor devil—populavity | 1 was
nol left alone in my prison. Oh! if it were to happen
again! How they did bore me!”

Chatting thus, we reached the Rue Mazarine and the
door of the Institut, whither ] was hound.

It waa the Academie day,

“Won't you come in ? " I asked my companion.
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* Ob, no, indeed! That is for you t3 do!"™
And he ran away.

30¢h Decernber.

They wished to make me a director of the Académie.
I declined. They named Scribe. I said: * 8o long
as the Académie chnoses to keep one of ita members *in
the corner,’ I will keep company with that member” (M.
de Vigny).

They would not nominate M. de Vigny either as
director or chancellor, because of his dispute with M.
Malé,



THE DEATH OF MADAME ADELAIDE.

B8et Jiccrmber.

Tim Iagubrions year, which opened on a Friday,
finishes on & Friday.

When T awoke, T was informed of the death of Madame
Adélade.

At three o'clock, the Peers proveeded to the Palace to
offer the King their condolence. We were a large assenn-
age, The Chaneellor was there in his robes, with the
antisue thiree-cornered hint of the Chancellors embellished
with an cuormous gold tassel.  Lagrenée, Mornay, Ville-
main, Barante; Generals Bebastiond, Lagrange; the
Duke de Broglic and M. de Mackan, just appointed
Admiral of Franee, were all prescnt, with others.

The King reecived the DPeers in the throne-room ; he
nis dressedd in blach, without any decorations, and was
intears.  The Deke of Nemours, M. de Joinville and M.
de Mentpensier, were in black, without star or ribbou,
hie the King, The Queen, the Thichess of Qtleans,
Memtames de Joinville und Montpensier, nere in deep
mowrning.

The King enme near to me and enid : “I thank M.
Victor Hugo : he alaays comes to me on sad o-casions.”
Tears chohed his atterance.

What = hlaw this i far the Kine!  Hir cigter = a .
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Jriend to him. She was a woman of intelligence and
good counsel, who fell into the King'a views without ever
upeetting them. Madame Adélaide had something manly
and cordial about her, with considerable tact. She had
conversational powers, I remember one evening, she
conversed with me for a long while, and intelligently,
respecting the Runcé of M. de Chateanlriand, which was
on the eve of publication. My dear little Didine went
with her mother vne day to see her. Madame Adélaide
gave her & doll. My daughter, who was then seven years
old, came back delighted. Some days afterwards, she
happened to hear & great discussion respecting the Philip-
pists and the Carlists. All the while playving with her
doll, she said in a low voice:

1 am an Adélaidist.”

80 1 have been an Adélaidist, also. The death of
thig amiable old princess has cansed me real grief.

Bhe died in three days from inflanmation of the lungs,
which supervened upen an attack of influenza. On
Monday she attended the Royal Party. Who could have
said that ahe would never see 1848 2

Almost every morning the King had a lung conversa-
tion, principally upon political matters, with Madame
Adélaide. He consulted her upon everything, and never
undertook any serivus matter contrary to her advice. He
regarded the Queen as his guardian angel : cne might
say that Madame Adélaide was his guiding spirit. What
a loss this is for an old man! A void in the heart, in
the house, in his habits. I was pained to see him shed
tears. One felt that the subs came from the bottom of
the man's heart,
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Her nister never left her. She had shared her exile,
she partook in & measure of her state : she lived, devoted
to her brother, wrapped up in him; for egotism she had
the I of Louis-Plilippe.

She made M. de Joinville her heir ; Odilon Barrot and
Dapin her executors.

The Peers quitted the Tuileries in great consternation
in conseguence of all this somow, and uneasy regarding
the shock the King had received.

This evening all the theatres are closed.

Thus ends the year 1847.



1848.
THE FLIGHT OF LOUIS-PHILIPPE.

Ir was M. Crémieux who eaid to King Louis-Philippe
these sad words : * SBire, yon must leave Paris.”

The King had already abdicated. The fatal signature
had been written. He looked fixedly nt M. Crémieux,

The sharp firing in the Palais Royal was nudible;
the Municipal Gruards of the Chiteau d’Eau were attack-
ing the barricades in the Rue de Valois and the Rue Saint-
Honoré.

Every moment wild shouts arose and drowned the
reports of the musketry. It was evident that the popu-
Iace was coming on the scene.  From thie Palaiv Royal to
the Tuileries it is but a pace for the Giant who is ealfed
Revolt,

M. Crémieux extended his hand in the direction of the
ominous shouts which came from withont, and repeated
his warning :

¢ Bire, you must leave.”

The King, without saying & word in reply, and withont
taking his eves off M. Crémieux, took off his general's hat,
which he hunded to someone beside him at random, doffed
his upiform bearing the heavy silver epaulettes, and said,
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withont rising from the great arm-ehair in which he had
reclined, as if exhausted, for several houora:

“ A round hat,  frock-coat.'

They bronght them. In an instant he was nothing but
an elderly tradesman.

Then he cried in a hasty tone:

“ My keys, nty keys!"

The keys were not fortheoming,

Meanwhile the noise increased ; the firing aeemed to
he approaching ; the terrible uproar increased.

The King kept repeating: “ My kevs, my keys1”

At length the keys were found and brought to him. He
Jocked a porifeliv which he carried in his arms, and &
estill larger portfolio which his valet teok chnrge of. He
displayed a kind of feverish agitation. All was hurry-
skurry around hitn. The princes and the valets eonld be
heard calling vut: * Quick, quick 1" The Queen alone
was cool and prowd,

They started.  They traversed the Tuileries., The
King gave lag arm 1o the Qneen, or, to speak more
correctly, the Queen gave her arm to the King, The
Iuchess de Montpensier was supported Ly M. Jule., de
Lasteyyie, the Duke de Montpensier by M. Cremienx,

The Duke de Moutpensier samt to M. Cremieux ;

“ Remain with us, M. Crémienx; do not leave ns.
Your name may be vseful to us.”

In this manner they reached the Place dela Révolution.
There the King turned pale.

He looked out fur the four carriages which he had com-
manded from his stables. They were not there.

At the entrance to the stubles the driver of the firat
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earringe had been shot, and at the time the King was
seeking them in the Plrce Lomnis XV., the people were
burning them in the Place du Palaie Royal.

At the foot of the obelisk s smell hackney carriage with
one horse was stopped.

The King walked rapidly on, followed by the Queen.

In the carriage were four women holding four children
on their knees.

The four ladies were Mesdames de Nemours and de
Joinville, and {wo ladies of the Court. The four children
were the King's grandsons.

The King quickly opened the door, and said to the
four ladies: “ Gret out, all of you, all of you."

He only spoke these words.

The firing became more and more alarming. They
could hear the surging of the mob entering the Tuilcrics.

In the twinkling of an eye the four ladies were standing
on the pavement; the same pavement whercon the
scaffold of Louis the Sixteenth had been erected.

The King mounted or rather plunged into the empty
carriage, the Queen followed him ; Madume de Nemonrs
mounted in front. The King still retained his portfolio
nnder his arm. Ile caused the larger, a green one, to be
placed within the eab. This was with some difficulty
sccomplished. M. Crémienx pushed it in with his fist,

i Go on,” saiill the King.

The cab started. They took the Neuilly road.

Thuret, the King's valet, mountrd behind. But he
gould not hold to the bur which oecupiced the pluce of a
bracket-seat, gnd he attempted to bestride the lhorse, but
ended by ranning on foot. The carriage passed him,

x
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Thuret ran as far as Saint-Cloud, thinking to find the
King there. But he found that he had proceeded o
Trianon.

At that moment the Princess Clementine and her
husband, the Duke of Saxe-Coburg, arrived by railway.

* Quick, madame,” said Thuret; * let us take the train
end go to Trirnon. The King is there.”

It was in this manner that Thuret procseded to rejoin
the King.

Meanwhile, at Versailles, the King had suecceeded in
procuring a “ berline " and a kind of omnibus. He oceu-
pied the carriage with the queen ; his suite the oranibus.
They hired post-horses and set out for Dreux.

As he continued his journey, the King took off his false
hair and put on & cap of black silk, which he pulled down
to his eyes. His beard had not been trimmed since the
previous day. He had had no sleep. He was unrecog-
nisable, Ie turmned to the Queen, who said : * You look
a hundred years old I "

There are two roads to Dreux ; that {o the right is the
better, well paved, and is the road generally taken; the
other is full of ruts and is the longer.

The King said : * Postillion, take the left road.”

He did well; he was hated at Dreux. Some people
were waiting on the high road with hostile intentions,
In this manner he escaped the danger.

The sous-prefst of Dreux, who had heen notified of his
approach, joined him and handed him twelre thousand
francs—half in notes, and half in silver in bags.

The * berhne ™ left the ommbus behind to do the best
it could, and proceeded towards Evreux, The King
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knew that sbout s league from the town there lived »
faithful adherent, M. de ——.

It was dark night when the carriage reached the
mansion.

Thuret descended, rang for & long time; at Iast mome
one appeared.

Thuret asked for M. de ——.

He was away. It was winter. AL de —— was in
town.

His farmer, who had opened the door, explained this to
Thuret.

' Tt does not matter,” replied Thuret, *I have here
an old lady and gentleman, friends of his, who are very
tired, Just open the doors for us.”

“T have not got the keys,” said Renard.

The King was worn out by fatigue, suffering and
henger. Renard saw the old man, und had compession
on him.

“ Monsienr et madame,” he repeated, # Pray come in.
I cannot open the chiteau for you; but I ean ypen the
farm-house. Come in. Meanwhile I will go in search of
my master at Fvreux.”

The King aud Queen alighted. Henard condneted
them to the lower rvom in the farm. Tlere was n fine
fire in it. The King was chilled to the bones,

“J1 am very cold,” he sasid. Then he continued: “I
sam very hungry.”

Renard said :

* Monsieur, would you like sowe vdun-soup ?"

* Very much,” said the King.

They made some onivn-soup, and produced the remaing
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of the farm breakfast, some cold stew or other, and an
omelette.

The King and Queen seated themeelves at table and
gveryone with them—Rennard, the farmer, his sona from
the plough, and Thuret the valet.

The King ate greedily whet they gave him. The
{neen did not eal anything.

In the midst of the repast the door opened. The
new-comer was M, de -—-—, who had hurried out from
Esreux.

JIe perceived Louis-Philippe, and exclaimed : * The
Kingt”

“ Bilence ! * eried the King.

But it was too late.

M. de renssured him. Renard was a worthy
fdlow. They might trust him. They were all people
1o bo depended upon at the farm.

“Well,” said the Kmg, “I must proceed at onoce.
How shall I proceed 2™

** Where do you wish to go to?" asked Renard,

“Whick is the neuarest seaport 2"

* Honfleur.”

“ Wll, then, I will make for Honfleur."

# All right,” said Reunrd.

“ Huw fnr in it from here #*

# Twenty-ino leagues.”

The King was alarmed, and exclaimed ¢

*“ Twenty-two leagues ! ™

#“You will reach Honfleur to-morrow morning,” said
Renard

had & trap in which he was accustomed to
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go to market, He was a breeder and seller of horsea.
He harnessed a pair of strong animnls to this vehicle.

The King ensconced himself on one side, Thuret on
the other. Renard, as coachman, seated himself in the
centre, & bag of corn was placed acroas the apron, and
they started.

It was seven o’clock at night,

The Queen did not leave until two hours later in the
earringe with the post-lurses.

The King had put the bank-notes in hizs pocket. The
money-bags worried him.

¢ More than once the King was on the point of telling
me to throw them away,” said Thuret to me later, when
narrating these detunils.

They passed through Evreux not without some trouble.
At the end of the town, near Saint-Tawnrin’s Chureh,
there were some people collected who stopped the ear-
riage.

A man seized tha bridle, and said :

# They say the King is escaping this way.”

Another man held a lantern {o the King's face.

At length a sort of officer of the Nutionul Guurd, who
for some momeuts had been handling the harners ina
suspicions way, cried out:

#“Hold there; it is pére Renard; I know hLim,
eitizens.”

He added, in a low voice, torning to Thuret ;

#¥ recognize your companion in the cormer. et
away quickly."

Thuret has told me sinee;

¢ He spoke just in time, for, as I fancied he was going
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to cut the traces, I was about to stab him. T had my
knife open in my band.”

Renard whipped his horges, and they left Evreux
behind them.

They kept on all night. From time to time they
halted at the inns upon the road, and Renard baited his
horeres,

He enid to Thuret : “ Get down. Be as much at your
easc as you can. Talk familiatly to me.” He also
“tatoyed " the King.

The King pressed his black eap almost down upon his
nose, and maintained a profound silence.

At seven a.m. they reached Honflear. The horses had
come twenty-two leagues, without rest, in twelve hours.
They were exhausted.

*“1¢ is time,” said the King.

¥rom Honfleur the King reached Trouville, He
hopeit to coneeal himself in a house formerly occupied by
M. Duchitel when he enme to bathe in the vacation.
But the house was shut up. Ife was obliged to take
shielter with a fisherman.

General Rumigmy came in in the morning, and all was
nearly lost—an officer had recognized him on the quay.

At length the King was ready o embark. The Provi-
sionrl Government greatly assisted him.

Nevertheless, at the last moment, a commissary of
police wished to display his great zeal. He presented
himself on board the vessel in which the King was, in
sight of Honfleur and the bridge.

Between decks he watched the old gentleman and lady
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who were seated in a corner, looking ag if they were
intent npon their slender baggage.

However, he did not stir.

Suddenly the captain took cut his watch, and eaid :

* A Je Commisaaire de Police, do you intend to remain
on boand or go ashore 2"

4 YVhy do you ask ? * anid the comnmissary.

“ Because if you are not in France in fifteen minutes
you will be in England in the morning.”

“You are about to eail, then ?"

“ ITmmedintely.”

The commissary made up his mind to leave, very
discontented, and having vainly attempted to hunt down
his prey.

The vessel sailed.

I nearly foundered within sight of Honfleur. It col-
Lided, the weather being bad and the night dark, with a
large ship, which carried away a portion of the mast and
bulwarks. These injuries were repaired as well as
possible, and the next morning the King and Qucen were
in England»



THE FIFTEENTH OF MAY.

Tur. invasion of the 15th of May was a curious sight.
Let tho render picture the confusion in the Senate.
Swarms of rugged individuals descending, or rather
streaming, down the pillars of the lower tribunes, and
even of the upper ones, into the hall; the thousands of
flage waving in all directions ; the women frightened, and
sapplicating ; the rioters perched in the reporters’ gallery;
the crowded corridors ; heads, shonlders, howling mouths,
extended arms, clenched hands, everywhere; uo one
speaking, cverybody yelling ; the representatives motion-
lesa ;=-and this going on for three Lours !

The President's desk, the secretary’s platform, the
tribuve, had disappenred, and were nothing but a heap
of men. Men were seated on the back of the President’s
chair astride on the brass griffins, standing on the secre-
tary's table, on the shorthand-writers’ desks, on the
double staircase, on the velvet of the tribunes, the greater
number of them with naked feet; but to make up for
this, they kept their heads covered !

One of them seized and pucketed one of the two small
clocks which were on either side of the tribune for the use
of the editors of the Moniteur.

An astounding uproar! The dust byng about like
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mnoke ; the noise was like thunder. Half-an-hour was
consumed in making half a sentence andible.

Blanqui, pale and cold, in the midst of it all

The rioters in the tribunes struck the bonneta of the
ladies with their flag-staffs ; curiosity struggled with fear.
The Iadies stood it well for three-quarters of an hour, and
then they took flight and disappeared, One alono re-
mained some time longer; she was pretty, well dressed,
and wore a pink bonmnet; she was in great alarm, and
was ready to throw herself into the hall fo escape the
crowd that stifled her.

A member, M. Duchaffant, was faken by the throat
and threatened with a dagger. Alsuy other representa-
tives were maltreated.

A ringleader, who was not of the prople, 8 man of
sinister appearance, with bloodshot cyes und & nose ve-
aembling 1he beak of a bird of prey, exeluimed : 4 To-
morrow, we will set up in Puris as many guillotines as
we hai ; erected trees of liberty,”



THE NATIONAL ASSEMBLY.

20¢h Juns.

I wixt to the National Assembly to-day for the first
time.

The hall is of rare ugliness. Beams in place of
columns ; partitions instead of wallz; distemper instead
of marble; somcthing like the theatre of Carpentras
largely magnified, The tribune, which bears the date of
the days of February, resembles the musicians’ platform
at the Café des Aveugles. The members are seated on
planks covered with green baize, and write on a bare
board, In the midat of all this stands the old mahogany
burcan of the Peers’ Chamber, with its four lacquered
brass caryetids, and its scales represented inside crowns.

I found many ushers from the Peers’ Chamber there.
One of them gazed at me for a long time with a8 melan-
choly air,

The three first representatives who escorted me, and
with whom I shook bands, were MM, Boulay de la
Meurthe, Edgar Quinet, and Altaroche.

I scated myself in the place of Dupont de I'Eure, who
is ill just now,
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Iuly.

Lamennais, with the face of a pole-cat and the eye of
an eagle, a eravat of the colour of badly-dressed cotton,
a frock-coat of a saffron-brown ; very large and very short
nankeen pantaloons ; blue socks, and Iarge shoes, The
badge of a representative was in his button-hole. His
voice is 80 weak that those present had to group them-
sclves romnd the tribune, in order to hear what he was
saying, and even then they hesrd him with difficulty.

After the events of June, Blaise, the nephew of Lamen-
nais, went {0 see his unecle to tell him “I am quite well,”
Blaise waz an officer of the Nativnal Guard. Directly
Lamennais perceived him, he shouted, without even
giving Blaise a chance to open his mouth: * Go awny;
you are hateful {0 me; yon have just fired upon poor
people ! ™

The mot is & fine one.

Lamennaig occapies the third place on the third bench
on the Radical side, in the second buy to the left of the
President, beside Jean Reynaud. He has his hat before
him, and, a8 he is small, his hat hides him. He passes
his time trimming his nails with & penknife.

He resided for a long while in the Quartier Beanjon,
quite near to Théophile Gautier. Delnage visited them
both in turn. Gautier used to say to bhim, speaking
of Lamenpais: “Go and see your old man in his
M’l
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Proudhon is the son of s cooper at Besangon, He
was born in 1805. Lately he has lived in the Rue
Dauphine, and published his journal, the Representative
of the People, there, Those who had business with the
editor went up to see him there in a species of frame,
and found Proudhon editing in a blouse and wooden
shoes.

The Aesembly has {o-day heard the detsils of the
Proudhon proposition from the author.

They saw appear in the iribune a man ahout forty-
five years old, fuir, with little hair but ample whiskers.
e wore & black frock-coat and waistcoat. He did not
epeak ; he read. IIc held his hands clenched upon the
red velvet of the tribune, his manuscript between them,
His voice is vulgar; his accent i8 common and loarse ;
and he wears spectacles.

The comnmencement was listened to with anxiety ; then
the Assembly exploded in laughter and comments; then
every one Legun to chatter. The Chamber began to
empty, and the orator ended, in the midst of inattention,
the discourse he had commenced in a sort of fright.
Proundhon wag deficient neither in talent nor in power.
Nevertheless, he succumbed visibly et his failore, and
displayed none of the sublime impudence of great inno-
vators.

Lamennais listened to the end of Proudhon’s dis-
ecourse, with his red handkerchief pressed to his eyes as
if in tears.
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THE ALL-NIGHT SITTING OF THE
8er AUGUST.

Reading of the Report of the Commission of Enquiry
concerning the Days of May.

Caussidiére, who was absent at firat, arrived at half.
past two, and seated himself in hizs place on the top-
most benches. He wore a white waistcont and a black
froek-cont.

Louis Blanc was seated on the top benches beside
Ferdinand Gambon, and passed hLiz hand continually
through his hair.

Pierre Leroux is on the third bench below Lonis Blane,
beside Lamennais. IMierre Leroux and Lamennais have
opera-ginsses. Leronx dircets his upon the publis
tribunes. Lamennais stoops and seems to be reading.
From time to time he cleans hig nails and plunges his
thumb into his gnuff-box.

Cavaignac arrives later, and seats himgelf with folded
arms near M. Marie, on the Ministerial benches.
Lamartine is in his usual place at the end of the second
lower bench of the second bay on the left, scparated from
Garnier-Pagés by Pagnerre. Lamartine folds his arma
like Cavaignac: he iz pale and calm in comparison with
Ledru-Rollin, who ie above him, red and agitated.
Ledm-Rollin is & fat man with good teeth, the ideal of
Anne of Austrie. Ho has fut white hands, with which
he caresses his fringe of beard. Proudhon is seated
beside Lagrange, at the last triangular bay on the left
at the end of the hall. The ladies of the diplomatio
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tribune above his head regard him with & kind of borror,
and remark audibly: ‘“What a monster!” FProudhon
croases his lege—grey trousers, brown frock-coat—and is
half reclining in his place, in snch a faghion that his head
is sonrcely visible over the back of the seat. Lagrange,
beside him, sits bolt upright, his black coat tightly but-
toned. People remark his angular featnres, honest and
bewildered. He has a turn-down collar and white
cuffs,

Caussididre is often agitated during the reading of the
Report. Louis Blanc asked in indignant fones to be
allowed to epeak. Caussididre cried: * It is shame-
ful!™ At the words * stupid’ people,” which the Report
attributed to him, ke eried: * Calemny!” During the
ronding of the second part of the Report Ledru-Rollin
tovk & pen and made notes. The reading of the first
part lasted an hour,

The rapportewr, Bauchart, an advocate of Baint-
Quentin, han the voice and gesture of the Procurator-
General.

During the reading of the Report it was impossible for
me not to believe that I was listening to Franck-Carré in
the Court of Peers.

Odilon Barrot sscends the staircase and leaves the
Asgembly. The tribunes remark his coat of russet green
and his crown of white hair, like & bishop®s tonsure.
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A NIGHT SITTING.

25h A ugust,

Did Louis Blanc and Caussidiére parficipate in the
events of the 15th May and 24th June ? That is the grave
question which the Assembly had to decide in this night's
sitting.

The tribunes are filled to overflowing ; every member ia
in his place. The eight lumps and the seven chandeliers
are lighted. There is a rumour of an outbreak in the
boulevards. There have been gatherings latterly in the
Gardens of the Palais Royal. “ Why did they not shut
the gates?” exclaimed M. de Champvans. They eay
that the troops are ready for mischief. The tribune has
& sombre appearance. Xight o'clock strikes with the
lugubrious sound of & foesin. The hall is insufficiently
lighted. One can distinguish beneath the firat lustre the
veucrable and bowed head of Arago; and, near him, the
pleasant, calw, and rigid profile of Lamartine.

As I was crossing the floor Lamartine called me. He
was seated, conversing with Vivien, who was standing.
He said to me : “ What do you advise? Shall I speak or
not?”

I replied: ** Do not eay anything. Keep silence. ¥ou
have very little to dv with it. The agitation is below,
Remain above it.”

He replied : * That is quite my own opinion,”
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Tt ix also mine,"” paid Vivien.

“8o,” replied Lamarttine, ** I will say nothing.” Then,
after a pause, he resumed :

At least, if the diseussion does not concern me and
damage me.”

I replied : ““ Not even in that case, believe me. Keep
your cries of pain for the woes of France and not for our
little worries.”

* Thank you,” said Lamartine, * you are right,” and
I retwrned to my place.

Cavaignne is in his place, the first on the left of the
Ministcrial bench, separated from Goudehaux and Maxie
by his hat, placed on the Ministerial bench. Caunssididre
and Ledru-Rollin have not yet arrived.)

Louis Blanc began to speak.

During an interrnption, caused by Louis Blane eom-
paring himself to Lamartine, Caussidiére arrived, stepped
up Lo the denk of the President, and chatted with Marrast.
Then ke went to his seat.

There was a man in his shirt-sleeves, a rpectator, who
was perched up in the very roof of the hall, near the
opening of the lustre, and who listened and watched
from there.

The Al Fayet, Bishop of Orlenns, and General
Lamoriciire, Minister of War, come in and seat them-
selves on the Ministerial bench beside MM, Goud-
chaux and Marie. "Towards the conclugion of Louia
Dlanc's epeech, Colonel de Ludre, who eame and sat
beside me, and my other neighbour, M. Archambaut.
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fell aeleep, in the midst of the agitation of the
Assembly.

Louis Blanc spoke for an hour and forty minutes, He
olored with an eloquent peroration, and with a protest
which came from the heart.

At ten o'clock, the Prefect of Police, Ducoux, arrived,
and seated himself beaide Cavaignac,

It was nearly midnight when Caussididre appeared in
the tribune with an enormous roll of papers, which he
announced his intention to read. A murmur of appre-
hension rose in the Assembly. In fact, the manuscript
had many pages, but, as the writing was large, each page
contained but few words : the resson for this was becauge
Caugsidiére reads with difficulty, and he must have large
Iotters like & child. Caussididre wore m single-breasted
frock-coat buttoned up to his necktie. His Tartar fuce,
his wide shoulders, and his enormous height were in
curious contrast with his hesitating accents and his
awkward etititude. There are both the giant and the
child in this man. Nevertheleas, I believed he was
mixed up in those affairs in May—nothing has been
proved as regarda June.

He read, amongst uther extracts, a letter from Ledru-
Rollin, addressed to him on the 28rd of April: to him
as Prefect—Ledru-Bollin being Minister. This letter
advises him concerning a conspiracy to strangle him, and
ends with these words: * Good-night, aa usual, but
keep wide awake 1"

In another moment Caussididre, refusing to explain
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himself, oxolaimed: * The National Tribune was not
institutel for the purpose of retailing tittle-tattle.”

At one o'clock in the morning, in the midst of a pro-
found silenece which fell snddenly upon the tumultnous
assembly, the President, Marrast, read a demand to
authorize the Procurator-General, Gornu, to proceed
againat Louis Blane and Canssididre.

This brought Louis Blane to the tribune with an
energetic protest. His protest was energetic, but his
voice had changed.

At times shouts arose from all parts of the Chamber;
the spectators stood up in the tribunes. The chande-
liers were extingnished many tinies, and they had to be
re-lighted during the sitting.

At half-paet two s.m. Lamartine left, with bent head,
and with his hands in hia pocketa. He crossed the hall
from one end to the other. He retnrned an hour later,

Just as the votes were about to be taken Caussididre,
who did not mistuke the disposition of the Assembly,
approached the Mlinisterial bench, and said to General
Cavaignae: ** It ia decided, then 1™ Cavaignac replied :
" Jt is my duty.” ‘ General,” replied Caussididre, * are
you going to have me arrested here in this manner? I
have my mother and gisters yonder—que diable ! ™

*“What do you wish me to do?™ asked General
Cavaignac.

“ Give me eight-and-forty hours. I have business to
attend to. I must have time to torn round 1"
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“Very well,” replied Cavaignac; " only arrange it
with Marie,”

The Minister of Justice consented to the forty-eight
hours, and Caunesidiére took advantage of them to make
his escape.

At daybrenk the Assembly was still sitting. The
lights were paling. Through the windows the grey and
murky dawn was visible. The window-curtains were
agitated hy the morning breeze. It was very eold in the
Chamber. I could distinguish the profiles of men cast
upon the inside comioe of the vasements, which were
thrown there by the increasing daylight.

The voting was carried on with blue and white tickets.
The white ones were for the accusation, the blue ones
contrary. Each {icket, as usual, bore the namne of the
member voting.

At the last turn I saw blue tickets put in by nearly ali
my neighbours, even M. Isambert, who was very indig-
nant against the inculpated representatives.

Urgency was voted by 498 to 202. The majority
necessary was 393, 98 thus occurring twice,

The Angembly afterwards approved of the proceedings
being taken,

At six o'clock in the morning it was all over; the
ladies in crowds descended from the tribunes by the
single stairease, the greater number becking their

.8
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hnshands. Journalists called to each other in the eor-
ridors, the ushers chatted on business. It was stated
that gendarmes hiad been soen in the salle des pas perdus.
Eyes were dim, faces were pale, and a magnificent sun-
rise bathed the Place de Ia Concorde in its beams.

S1st Septembor.

Two bishops spoke to-day, the Abbé Parisia, Bishop of
Langres, and the Abbé Fayet, Bishop of Orleans. The
question was the freadom of instruction.

The Abbé Parisis, a man of ruddy countenance, with
great round blue goggle-eyes, carries his fifty-five years
with an air which savours more of ecclesiastical gravity
and official humility, than of gravity and humility pure.
He spoke from memory, with some pomposity, a few
sentences which were received with ories of Trds bien.
The effect of the cassock in the tribune is diverse—with
Parisis it inspives respect, with the Abbé Fayet it creates
laughter. The Abbé Fayet is an easy-going man, &
regular lady-bird, more like a cock-chefer than a
bishap. In the Assembly he goes from bench to
bench ; sitting in the ushers’ chairs, laughing with the
* blues,” with the whites, with the reds; laughing with
evervone, and getting lnughed at by everyone. He wears
a skull-cap of black velvet; bis white hairs make him
venerable in spite of himself. He has a Gascon accent,
and ascends the tribune using an emoyrmouns coloured



The National Assembly. 261

handkerchief, which has all the appearance of an
invalid’s. They langh at him. He says, in exagge-
rated phrase, that the great danger of the period is the
Romantic school. (Laughter.) Ha proposes an amend-
ment. (Laughter) *“Is it supported ?’—*No, no.”
He descends, and blows his mose. (Laughter.) Such
are our two bishops |

Oclober.

M. Armand Marrast, who is, by the way, & man of
senne, und, I believe, a brave man, before he edited the
Tribine, then the Natinnal, had beon master in a school.
I do not know which. Lounis le Grand, I believe, On
the day he was elected President of the Assembly, people
gaid of him: * Poor Mmrrast! He President of the
National Assembly! With lis little thin voice and hius
mean air] He, that old usher! He will soon go to the
bottom!” Not at slll] M. Marrast proved a remnark-
able President.

Why? Precisely becanse he had been a schoolmaster,
He found that the habits of an ugher precisely suited the
President of an Assembly. * Silencs, gentlemen.'’——
“Me, So-and-8So, go to yomr svat.”"—* Bauy, bang,
bang** (the paper-knife slapping the table).~-* Monsiear
de la Rochejacquelein, 1 can hear nobody but you!™
—* Messieurs les Ministres, you are talking so loudly
that people caunot hear one another] ”

And so on.
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This is very simple. Schoolboys, or men, it ig all the
same; because there is already something of the man in
the schoolboy, and there is always something of the
schoolboy in the man.



1849.

AFTER NATURE.

Tka night of Fobrrary 3—4.

8Ee wore a uecklace of beautiful pearls snd o red
Cashmere shawl of great beauty. The fringe, instead of
being coloured, was embroidered in gold and gilver, and
hanging at her heels, so that she had charma at her neck
and splendour at her feet. A true emblem of that women
who readily introduced a poet into her aleove, and kept
a prince waiting in her ante-room.

Hhe entered, threw her shawl on & sofa, and seated
lierself at the talle ready laid, by the fire; a fowl, a
salad, and some bottles of champague and Rhine wine
were prepared.

Bhe seated her painter on her left, and motioned me to
a chair on her right.

“ Bit there,” she said to me, * near me, and do not
laugh at me and play the fool. If you only knew it,
T am the fool. I love kim. You see him! He is very
llglyo”

As she spoke she gazod at Berio with enraptured
eyon.
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It is true,” she continued, “that he has talent, even
great talent, bnt he took my fancy in such a funny
way. Some time since I saw him behind the scenes,
and I asked who that very ugly man was. I asked
Prince Caprasti, who brought him to supper. When he
came near me I said: ‘It is an ape!’ He looked at
me, I can't tell how. Towards the end of the supper I
squeezed his hand as I gave him a piate. As he took his
leave ha asked, in a low tone :

“¢ On what day shall I come and see you again ?’

“ Tanswered : ‘What day? Don't come in the day-
time, you are too ugly; come at night.’ Me came one
evening; I put out all the candles; and again, and the
next night, and so on for three nights. I did not know
what possessed me. On the fourth day I said to my
muasic-teacher : *I do not know what is the matter with
me. There is &8 man whom I do not know—TI do not
even know his name—who comes every evening. He
pute my hend on his breast, and then he talks softly to
me—=o softly. He is very poor, ke has not & sou; and
he has two sieters who have nothing; he is ill—he has
palpitation of the heart. I am dresdfully afraid of being
foolishly in love with him." My teacher replied : ‘Bah!
the fifth day that will all go off.” I said: ‘ But he begins
to bore me very much, this gentleman!’ I did not know
what was the matter with me. Monsieur, that lasted for
thirty-two days ; and just imagine, he does not sleep. In
the morning I have to kick him out.”

““ That is true,” eaid Berio, in a melancholy manner.
* She pitches me into the strest!™
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She leaned towards him, and said to him idolizingly :

“You are truly too ugly, look you, to have a pretty
woman like me. In faot, monsiear,” she ocontinued,
tarning to me, * you cannot judge of me. I am rather
untidy, that’s all; bot I have really some very preity
points. Say, Serio, shall I show him my neck ?”

““ Do so,” said the painter.

I locked nt Serio; he was pale. She, on her part,
with a movement full of coquetry, and with hesitation,
pulled aside and opened her dress, at the same time ques-
tioning Serio with her eyes full of love, and & amile which
mocked him ;

““What does it matter to you if I do show him my
neck, Serio, eh? He must see it some of thess days. I
am going to show it to him, Serio.”

“ Do,” eaid the painter,

His voice was guttural. He was green! He was
suffering horribly. She sereamed with laughter.

“Well, then, he may see my neck, Serio; everyone
has seen it.”

At the same moment she resolutely seized her dress
with both hands, and permitted me to see ome of those
beautiful necks of which poets sing. Danas must have
been in this poeture when Jupiter turned himegelf into &
Rothschild to gain access to her.

Well, at that moment, I was not JIooking at Zubiri; I
was looking at Serio.

He was trembling with rage and grief. Suddenly, he
sdopted & sueering tone, like an unhappy wretch who is
in agony at heart.
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“ Aye, look there,” he said to me; “the neck of
virgin and the smile of a bad woman.”

I forgot to say that, meantime, someone had carved the
fowl, and we were eating our suppers.

Zubiri fustened Ler dress again, and exclaimed :

“Ah! you know very well that I love you. Do not
warry yourself. Becquse you have only had to do with
old women hitherto, you are not accustomed to us,
pardi! it is very simple. Those old ones have nothing
to show. It is true, my poor fellow, that you have had
only to do with old women yet. You are so ngly. Well,
what can they show you? Your Princess de Bello
Joyeuse—that shadow! Your Countess d’Agorta—that
witch ! and your great devil of a blue-stocking of forty-
five, who has blond hair! Do you wish to hide your-
self? A propos, monsieur, you have never seen my
leg!™

And before Serio could interfere, she had placed her
heel npon the table and rnised her drese, displaying
the most beautiful leg in the world, clad in a stocking
of traurparent rilk.

1 turned to Serio. He did not speak; he did not
move ; his head had fallen back—he had fainted !

Zubiri rose, or rather jumped up. Her gaze, which
s moment before had worn the most coguettish expres-
sion, now was full of anxiety.

*What is the matter?” ghe cried; “eh? Areyous
fool ?"

She threw herself upon him, called him by his name,
threw water in his face; and in a second, phials, scent~
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bottles, elixirs, vinaigrettes, covered the table, mingling
with the half-empty glasses and the half-eaten fowl. Serio
slowly opened his eyea.

Zubiri retired within herself, and sat down at his
feet, She tock bis hands in her own little white
ones, which had been modelled by Couston, while,
fixing her eyes on Berio, who was just opening his, she
murmured :

“Canaille! To faint just because I showed my leg!
Ah, welll if he had known me only for the last six
months, he would bave had fainting fits in plenty! But
you are a stupid, Serio; you know very well that Zurbara
painted me from the nude!”

““Yes,” said Berio, languidly; “and he produced a
gross, heavy woman—a Fleming. It is very bad.”

‘“ He ig 8 beast,” replied Zubiri; “and as I have not
money enough to pay for the portruit, he is offering it to
somebody or other for a timepicce. Well, you ses,
there is no need to put yourself out. What is a leg
after all? Besides, it is certain that your friend will
be my lover after you, do you see? Oh, Monsigur, I
could not! You might be Louis XIV., and I could not.
You might offer me fifty thousand francs, but I could
not deceive Serio. Then Prince Cafrarti will come
back ome of these days. Then ancther yet. You know
one always has a reserve fund. And then there are
other people who are anxious to know me. But I wish
for no one. I am accustomed to Cafrarti. Monsieur,
when Cafrarti comes back I shall not be able to put up
witl Lim for more than ten minutes. If he remains a
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quarter of an hour I will kill him. ‘That is what T have
come to. I adore this fellow. Isn't he a beast to have
been taken ill, and to frighten me like that? I onght to
have called Ccelina. 8he is my maid. A fashionable
woman would have awakemed her, but we women—we
let the girls sleep, We are good-natured, having
nothing else. Ah! there he is all right again. O my
poor old fellow, how I do love yon! Moneieur, he wakes
me every morning at four o’clock, and ialks of his family,
of his poverty, and of the great picture which be has
painted for the Council of 8State. I don't know what is
the matter with me, but it makes me shudder and ory.
After all, he is making game of me very likely with hia
jeremiads ; it is perhaps a yarn which he has told before
to his former woruen! All men aresorascally. Tama
faol to be taken in by all this, am I not? But for all
that, I am taken in. I think of him during the day—
it is very odd! There are moments when I am guite
sad. Do you know I wish to die? I am twenty-four,
and I am likely te live long. 'What is the good of getting
wrinkled and faded by degrees and dying by inches ?
It is mnch better to go out at once. Then the
loungers st Tortoni’s will any while they smoke their
cigars ; ‘ Ah, you knew that pretty girl! she is dead!’
A little later they will say: *When will that awful-
looking creature die? Why does she continne to exist
like that ? 8he is & nuisance!® These are the elogies
which will be spoken of me., But I am in love in
earnest. In love with this monkey, Seriol Ew/in, fancy
I cell him my mother|*

":y.._,
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Here she loocked at Seric. He taised his eyes to
Heaven, She asked noftly :

% What are you doing ?"

Ha replied : ** I am ligtening to you.”

**'Well, then, what do you hear ?"

#7T hear a hymn ! ** said Serio,



THE CHANCELLOR PASQUIER.

otk February.

Yesrenpay, Thursday, as T wag Jeaving the Académie,
where we had been discussing the word accompagner, I
licard my name pronounced in the court.

* Monsicur Ingo, Monsicur Hugo ! "

I twrned round. It was M. Pasquier.

“ Are you going to the Assembly ? ™

** Yes.,"

* May I take you there?"

" 'With pleasure, Monsieur le Chanceliar.”

I got into the carriage, which waus a small broughsm,
lined with grey velvet. He made a great dog which was
there lie down under his feet, and then we chatted.

“ How are your ¢yes, M. le Chancelier 2

“ Bud, very bad.”

* Ta it cataract ? "

“Which is thickening, Well, I am like the govern-
wents, 1 am becoming blind.”

I said, laughing :

* Perhaps that is in consefuence of baving governed !

He took the allusion in very good part, and replied
with a zmile ;

‘It is not only myself who am going, it is everything.
You are all iu & worse plight thav Iam! I s eighty-
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two years old, but you ave a hundred. This Republis,
born in February Inst, is more decrepit than T, who am
no more than an old fellow, and will be dead before I
think of dying. What things have I seen pass away! I
shall see that go too.”

As he was in the vein T let him proceed. I encournged
his reminiscences. ‘*It seems to me thatI hear the
past judging the preaent.” He continued :

“Who said that about universa! suffrage? It is the
scourge which hes been our safety. Our only fear a yoar
ago, our only hope to-day. Providenee has its own
ways. I have never been religions, I am e little bitten
by Voltaire; but before the things which are coming,
I may say my Credo like an old woman."

 And your Confiteor a litile nlso,” I remarked.

¢ Ob, yes. You are right; nostra culpa, nostra mazima
culpa! 'What a year was 1847! How 1847 led up to
1848! Take only omr Chamber of Peers—Teste and
Cubidres condemned for corruption. The word pick-
pocket attached to the epaulets of a general, and the word
thief to the robe of the President. And then Count
Bresson cut his thront. The Prince of Xckmuht stabbed
his mistress, an old prostitute, who was not worth a kick,
Connt Mortier wants to kill his children. The Duke de
Praslin muordered bis wife. Is not there a fatality in all
this? The upper class of society has shocked the lower.
‘With regard to the people now, we shall never effuce
their impression that we poisoned the Duke de Praslin.
Thus the accused murderer and his poisoning jodges is the
idea which is generally received of all this affuir. Others
believe that we have saved this wretched Duke, and that
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we have subsatituted a corpee in his place. There are
people who declare that Praslin is in London. He is there
enjoying a hundred thousand francs s year with Mdile,
de Tuzzy. It is with all this gossip and chatter that
they undermine the mouldy old world. Now this is done
with. They have not gajned much by it. Al these
follies have Leen Inunched at once. However, I believe
that 1847 has left o madder impression than 1848.
All those horrible trinls. The Teste case. 1 could
not make it out at that time. I was obliped to read
wll the documents, to have always behind me M. de In
Chauvinivre to he my eres when I could uno longer use
my own. You can imagine how tirenome it is. Nothiug
is 30 wearing to the mind. Idonot know how ¥ mauaged
to preside over the affair. And those six last hours
over the Duke de DPraslin, Whnt a sight! Ah, you, a
tragic poet, who seck for horror and for pity-—you had
them there !  That anhappy wan from whom everything
departed at once, who writhed in a dovuble agony, who
had poison in his hody and remorse in his soul. It
waa horrible.  He refosed eversthing, and he clung
to everythiog, Occasionally he bit his hand in agony;
he looked at us and watched us with s fixed siare;
he scemed to be asking for life and demanding death. I
have never beheld such terrible despair.  The poison he
swallowed was such as to increase his wtrength at the
last, one which guve him extra vitality while it consumed
him. As lie was dying, I said to him: 'Confess, in pity
to yourself. Are you guilty?' FHe looked at me in
foar, and replied, faintly, ‘Nv.' That was s fearful
moment. He had & lie un his Lips and truth in his eyes.
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Oh, T would you had been there, M. Hugo. But all is
over now. The other day I had an idea of going to see
the Luxembourg.”

He pansed. I maid:

“Well 2"

“Well, they have spoiled it; all is rebuilt, that is
to say, all is defaved. 1 did not enter the palace; but I
saw the garden. Evervthing is topsy-turvy. They have
made wnlks in the nursery. English alleys in the
nurscry -ground! Can you understand that? It is
folly 1"

#Yes," ] said, **it 18 characteristic of the time ; small
follies are mingled with great vnes.”

We had got so fur, when the earringe stopped at the
entrance to the Assembly. I got out. We had only
time to exchange vur addresees.

* Where do you live now, M. Hugo?"

“XNo. 87 Rue de la Tour d'Anvergne, And you,
monsiear ? "'

“ No. 20 Rue Royale.”

“ By the way,” he said, as he shut the door, "it is
siill called Rue Royale ! ™



MADEMOISELLE GEORGES.

Bk Apeid.

ManrsoseilE GeEonces came {o me the other day
ol said :

*“) have come to you. I am in despair. What you
hive gaid about Antonin Moyne has pained me greatly.
I assure sou, that one of these fine days something
dveadful will Lappen to me. T have been to see Boulay
de In Meurthe ; he used to breakfast with me when I had
Harel, MHe denied himeelf to me; he would not see me.
¢ is & wiser. He is very rich, as you may imagine.
Well, Lie would allow himself to he kicked for a erown
pricer, amd afterannds cat it in quarters. 1 have been to
see Jevome, He received me. He said: What do
yon want, Georgine?' 1 weplied, * T want nothing. 1
believe Tam ~till richer than you, althongh I have nothing.
But walk befure me; hoeld yourself ap; it seems to
me that ¥ see something of the Emperor. Thatisall I
require.' He laughed and replied: *Yon are right; I
am poorer thun yjon. You have no money, but yoa can
eat potatoes.  But ] have not & sou, and J must eat with
people whoe huve trufffes.  Fancy, they send me candion
by desens of pounds, and send me an account. They say
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“Beg."” But I reply, ‘I am accustomed to vommand,
and not to entreat.”’ Monsieur Hugo, so much for
Jéréme! As for the President, he is a simpleton. 1
detest him. In the first place, he is very ugly. He
rides and drives well. That's all! I went to him. He
replied he could not see me. When he was only poor
Prince Louis, he received me in the Place Vendome for
two hours in succession, and the idiot made me look at
the coluon, Me hus an English mi-tress, a pretty
blonde, who deceives him in every possible way. I do
not know wlether he is aware of it, but everybody elee
is. He goe~ to the Chumps-Ely~ees in o little earriage,
which he drives himself. lie will be upwt sume day by
his horses, or by the peaple. I told Jorume I detested
that soi-disant nephew of hia, Jeivme put his hand on
my month, and said: ‘Holt your tongue, stupid.' 1
raid : * He speculates. Achille Fould guey and secs him
every day, and pets the news before eversbody clae,
then he goos and specnlates for a rise or a fall  This
is quite certuin with regard to the recent events in
Piedwont. I kuow it.' Jetdwe said to me: *Don’t
talk of such things. Buch chatter as that ruined
Louis-Philippe.! What is Luuis-Philippe to me, M,
Hugo? He never did anything for Harel. That is the
truth. ¥ ma in poverty. I plucked up courage, aud went
to call on Rachel—DMdlle. Rachel—to ank her to play
Rodogune with me at my benefit. She did not admit
me, and requested me to write. Oh, certainly not?! I
have not got to that yet. Iam a gueen of the theatre
as well as she, and one day she will be a poor old pauper
lixe me. Well, 1 will not wnite to her. I will not ask
TS
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for alms from her. I will not wait in her ante-chamber.
But she does not remember that she was once s beggar.
8he does not think what she will come to. A mendicant
iv the cafde, M. Hugo, she sang, and they threw her
coppers, (food. Now ahe plays lunsgquenet with Vérun
for a louis, and wins or loses ten thousand francs a night.
But in thirty years she will not have six farthings, and ghe
will walk in the mud with her shoes worn down at heel.
In thirty years she will not call herself Rachel as easily
an I eall myself Georges. She will find that some child
with talent and youth will trample upon her, and she will
grovel before her, mark yor. She will be down, and for
this renson, that she is insolent. No, ¥ will not go. No,
T will not write to her. I have nothing to eat, it is true.
Toto enrns nothing, He lhas & plice in the President's
houachold which does not bring him anything. T have a
pinter—yon know Babelle P—to tnke cure of. Hostein
wonld not enpage her at the IHistorique—the Theitre-
Histurique—{ur fifteen hundred franes. I have been to
Houlay's house, to the Pre«ident’s, to Rachel’s ; I can see
no one exeept you. 1 owe ten francs to my doorkeeper.
I was obliged to pawn and scll the diamond studs which
the Emperor gave me. 1 play at the Thédtre Suint-
Marcel ; T play wt the Batignolles; 1 play in the suburbs,
and I lune not twenty-five sous to pay for my cab.
Well, no; T will not write to Rachel; ¥ would rather
drown myself! "



1850.

14th Jaruury.

ArrreD vE Viexy and I have frustrated the election at
the Académie to-day.

Empis and Victor Leclerc were proposed. We world
have neither of them. We put in white ticketa,

There were thirty-four voters; majority, eighteen
votes. There were five ballots, M. Empis hal fifteen
votes, M. Leclerc sixteen. There were votes given at
times to M. Fmile Deschamps, Lamennnis, Alfred
de Musset, and Béranger. With our two votes we could
decide the election. We stood fimu. It had to Le post-
poned, and it is left over for a month !

At the first ballot, when the two white tickets were
announced, M. Flourens said: * There are two votes
lost.”

I replied: " Lost! Say put out at interest!™ My
intention is to make one of the two parties come to an
arrangemnent with un, who are the all-powerful wmke-
weights, and to nominate Balane or Dumnus in exchange
for our votes. In this way T got Alfred de Viguy nomi-
nated two years ago.

At this moment, I was taking Dupin to task upen the
subject of Balzac. He interrupted me:
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“Diable! diable! Yon would have Balzao enter the
Académie unoppoced the fust time like that! You
quote as examples DPatin, Snint-Mare Girardin, Brifaunt ;
but they prove nothing. Only think! Balzac in the
Academie without any more ado ! You bave not thonght
it over. Is it possible? Iiut you do not think of one
thing: he descisesat|”

10¢A Moarch,

At the Academie-Fraugmee we decide upon the Prose
Competition.  This i how we do it.

M. de Barante reads o pmuphlet. M. Merinwe writes.
MM, Salvundy wnd Vitet talk alond. MM, Guizet and
Pasquier tnlk m Jow tones, M. de Segur holds 8 news.
paper MM, Myget, Leliran, and Saint-Aulnire laugh at
somte Jest or othor of M. Vienet, M. Seribe makes
pketelies with Jns pen oo n papaor-hinfe. M. Flourens
comes i wnd takeos off his ovoreont,  Messra, Patin, Do
Vigny, Pougiralle, and Empis look at the ceilling or the
curpet. M. Sainte-Beuve excloims from time to time,
M. Villemain 1cmds manuseript, while compluining of the
san in his face. M. de Nowslles is absorbed in a kind of
directory which he halids opon. M. Lissot nlecps. As
for me, I o woihing this. 1he other Academicians are
alwent,

The subject of the competition is a panegyric on
Madame de St



THE DEATH OF BALZAC.

Ox the 18th of August, 1850, my wife, who had beer
duriug the day to see Madaume de Balzac, told me that
M. de Balzae wan dying. I hurried to him.

M. de Bulzue had been nuffering for vighteen months
from an aneurism of the heart. After the revolution of
February, he went to Ruasin, and there married. Some
days before his departure 1 met Lim on the boulevard.
He was already complaining, and breathed noisily. In
May, 1830, he returned to Fraunce, married, rich, and
dying?! When he arrived his legs were already awollen,
Four doctors who were corsalted auscubtated him, (e
of them, M. Louis, tuld me on the Gth of Julv: “1le
has not six weeks to live,” It is the sawme diwnse
that Frederic Soulie bad,

On the 18th Angust, my ancle, General Lounis Hugo,
wus dining with e, As souit as the tuble was cleared 1
left, and took a cab to No. 11, Avenue Fortunée, in the
Quarticr Beavjun. It was here that M. de Balzue lived.
He had purchasei] what remnained of the mansion of M. de
Beaujun, some portivn huving escaped demolition, e
had furni~bed it mugnificendy, and made it & very pretty
little house, huving a carriage cotrance in the Avenue
Fortunée, aud for gurden a lung and namow court, in
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trimmed, his grey hair cut short, his eyes fixed and
open. T gaw him in profile, in which way he bore a
resemblance to the Emperor,

An old woman (the nurse), and a man-gervant, ateod
st each gide of the bed; a candle was burning behind
the head of the bed upon a table, ancther wpon the
drawers near the door. A silver vase was placed on
the night-table. This man and this woman stood silent
in fear, and listened to the lond death-rattle of the dying
man.

The candle behind the bed lighted up brightly the por-
trait of a man, young, raddy and smiling, hanging near
the fireplace.

An insupportable smell issued from the bed. I lifted
the counterpene and took the hand of Balzac. It was
clammy. I pressed it. He did not respond to the
Pprespure.

This was the same room in which I had come to
see him a month previously. He was then cheer-
ful, foll of hope, having no doubt of his recovery, show-
ing his swelling, and langhing, We had a long con-
versation and a political difference. He reproached me
for my demagogic tendency. He was a Legitimist.
He said to me: *How could you discerd =o coolly
the title of Peer of France, the best after that of
King of France?"” He alto said: *“I have the
house of M. de Beamjon without the garden, but with
the seat im the little chureh at the corner of the
street. A door in my staircase opens into this church,
one turn of the key and I am at mass. 1 think
more of the seat than of the garden.,” When I was
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about to leave him he condncted me to this staircase
with difficulty and showed me the door, and them he
callod out to his wife: “ Mind you show Hugo all my
pictures,”

The nurse eaid to me : * He will die at daybreak.”

I came downstairs again bearing in mind this livid
countenance. Crossing the dining-room, I found the
bust motionless, impassive, hanghty, vaguely radiant, and
I compared death with immortality,

‘When I reached home it was Bunday. I found many
people swaiting me, amongst others Riza-Bey, the
Turkish chargé d’affaires, Navarrete, the Spanish poet,
and Count Arrivabene, the exiled Italian. I said to
them, * Gentlemen, Europe is on the point of losing s
great mind.”

He died in the night. He was fifty-one years of

ls‘a

They buried him on the Wednesday.

He lay first in the Beaujon Chapel, passing through
the door the key of which was more precious to him
than all the beautifal gardens of the old farmer-general.

Q@iraud took his portrait on the very day of his death.
They wished to take a cast of his face but could not;
decomposition was too rapid. The morning after his
death the modellers who came fonnd his face deformed
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and the nose fallen upon the cheek. They put him iz an
oak and lead coffin.

The service was performed at Saint-Fhilippe du Ronle.
As I stood by the coffin I remembered that thers my
second danghter had been baptized, and I had not been
in the church since. In our, memories death is allied
to birth.

The Miniater of the Interior, Baroche, eame to the
funeral. He was seated by me in church, near the bier,
and from time to time spoke to me. He said: * He
wag a distingnished man.,” I replied: “He was a
genius.”

The procession fraversed Paria and went by way of the
Boulevards to Pére-Lachaise. A few drope of rain fell
a8 we were leaving the church and as we reached the
cemetery. It was one of those daye on which it seems
that the heavens shed tears,

‘We walked all the way. I proceeded in front of the
coffin, holding one of the silver tassels of the pall;
Alexander Dumas was on the opposite gide.

‘When we came to the grave, which was some digtance
up the hill, we found an immense crowd. The road was
rough and narrow; the horses had some difficulty in
pulling the hearse, which rolled back again. I found
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myself imprisoned between s wheel and a tomb, and was
very nearly orushed. The spectators who were standing
on the tomb helped me up.

The coffin was lowered into the grave, which iz close
to those of Charles Nodier and of Casimir Delavigne.
The priest said the laat prayer, and I spoke a fow words.
As I was speaking the sun get, All Paris appesred in
the distance enveloped in the splendid haze of the setting
orb. Bome lumpa of earth fell into the grave almost at
my feet, and I was interrupted by the dull sound of this
earth dropying on the coffin,



1858.
HUBERT, THE BPY.

Jersoy

YreaTterpay, the 20th of October, 1858, contrary
to my custom, I went out in the evenming. I had
written two letters, one to Scheeleher in London, the
cther to Samuel in Brussels, and I wished to post them
myself. T was returning by moonlight, about half-past
nine, when, a5 I was passing the place which we call
Tap et Flae, a kind of small square opposite Goaset
the grocer’s, an affrighted group approached me.

They were four refagees : Mathé, a representative of
the people ; Rattier, a lawyer ; Hayes, alize Sans-Couture,
o shoewaker; and Henry, alias Little Father Henry, of
whose profession I am ignorant.

* What is the matter with you ?” I said, seeing them
greatly agitated.

** 'We have just passed senience on & man,” said Maths,
a8 he waved & roll of paper which he held in kis hand.

Then they rapidly gave me the following details.
(Having retired since May from the society of refugees
and having lived in the country, all these facts were
new to ma,)
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In the month of April Iast a political refuges landed in
dersey. The inn-keeper, Beauvais, who is & generous-
hearted fellow, was walking on the quay when the packet
came alongside. He saw a man pale, exhausted, and in
rags, carrying a little bundle. * Who are you 9 said
Beanvais.—* A, refugee.”"—* What is your name?”—
 Hubert.”——* Where are yon going?”—“I do not
know”—"“Do you know of an inn?”—“I have no
money.”"—** Come home with me.”

Beauvais took Hubert to his little house, at No. 20
Don Stireet.

Hubert was a man of about fifty, with white hair and &
black moustache. His face was marked with small-pox.
Hig appearance was robust, his eye intelligent. He said
he had been a schoolmaster and a surveyor. He came
from the department of the Eure; he had beon exiled on
the 2nd of December. He reached Brussels, where he
came to eee mo; driven from DBrussels, he went to
London, end in London he lived in the lowest depths of
an exile’s poverty. He had lived five months, five winter
months, in what they cell & ** Social,” a large dilapidated
port of room, the doors and windows of which admit
dranghts, while the roof lets in the rain. He slept the
two first months side by mide with Bourillon, another
refugee, on the flagstone in front of the fireplace.

These men lay on this stone without mattress or
covering, without even a handful of straw, with their
wet, ragged clothes on their bodies. There was no fire.
It was not &ill the end of the two months that Louis
Blane and Ledru-Rollin gave them some money with
to buy coal. When these men had some potatoes they
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boiled them and dined; when they had none they ate
nothing af all.

Hubert, without money or a bed, almost without shoes
or clothing, lived there, slept on the stone, shivered con~
tinually, ate seldom, and never complained. He took his
large share of the general suffering stoically, impassively,
pad in silence. He wus a member of the Society called
La Délégation ; then he quitted it, saying: “ Félix Pyat
is no socialist.” Afterwarda he joined the Society called
La Néolution, and left it declaring that Ledm-Rollin
was not a Republican.

Or the 14th of September, 1852, the Prefact of the
Eure wrote to him agking him to gend in his * gubmis-
sion.” Hubert angwered the Prefect in an ouwtspoken
letter, full, as regards his * Emperor,” of the coarsest
terms, such as cligue, canaille, misérable. He showed
this letter, dated the 24th of September, to all the
refugees he met, and posted it up in the room where the
members of the Révoluliorn used to meet.

On the 5th of February he saw his name in the
Moniteur amongst the pardoned. Hubert was filled with
indignation, and instead of returning to France he went
to Jersey, declaring that there were better Republicans
there than in London. 8o it came to pass that he dis-
embarked at St. Heliers.

When he reached Besnvais' house, Beauvais showad
him & room.

“I told you I had no money,” said Hubert.—** Never
mind,” eaid Beauvais.~—* Give me a corner and a tross
of straw in the loft.”—* T would rather give you my own
room and bed,” said Beauvais.
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At meal-times Hubert would not sit down to table.
Heveral refugees were living in Beauvais’ house, where
they breakfasted and dined for 86 francs a month.

“1 have not 85 sous,” said Huobert. *Ciive me s
snack. I will eat it at the corner of the kitchen-table.”

Beauvais was annoyed. “ By no means,” he said;
““you will dine with us, citizen."—* And pay you?"
—*When you can."—* Never, perhaps.'”~ 'Well, then,
never.,”

Beauvais procured for Hubert some pupils in the town,
to whom he taught grammar and arithmetic, and with the
produce of these legsons he eompelled him to buy an
_overcoat and some shoes. *' I have shoes,” srid Hubert.
 Yes, you have shoes, but they have not any soles.”

The refugses were moved to pity on eesing Hubert's
condition, and they granted him the ordinary nssist-
ance allotted to the necessitous with no wife nor child,
namely, seven francs a week. With that and his lessons
he existed. e had no more. Many people, Gaffney
amongst others, offered him money ; but he never would
accept if. “‘No," Le would say; “there are people
mors unfortunate than I."

He made himself very useful in Beauvais’ house, ocen-
pying the least possible room, rising from table before
dinner was over, drinking no wine or brandy, and refosing
to heve his glass filled. He was an ardent communist,
did not recognize any chief, declared the Republic was
betrayed by Louis Blanc, Félix Pyat and Ledra-Roilin,
by myself; recommending at the fall of Napoleon, whom
he always called Badinguet, a * six months’ massxore
to have dons with it; wringing by dint of his sufferings
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and his earnestness, a certain respect even from those
who avoided him, having about him gome indescribable
air of rugged honesty. A moderate said of him to an
enthusiast: *“ He is worse than Robespierre.” The other
replied : * He is better than Marat.”

This was the mask which had just fallen. This men
WA & BDY.

The fact was discovered on this wize.

Hubert, among the refugees, had an intimate friend
named Hayes. One day, in the beginning of Beptember,
he took Hayes aside, and said to him, in a low and
mysterions tone : “ T am going away to-morrow.”—* You
going away 2"—* Yes."-—* Where are you going to?"
—** T'o France.”—* What, to France ? ”—** To Paris.""—
“ To Paris ? "—** They expect me there.”—*¢ What for ?*
—* To strike a blow.”—* How will you enter France 9"
—*I have a passport.””—* From whom ?"—* From the
Consul.” — *“In your own neme?”—"“In my own
name.”—* That ig very odd.”—* You forget that I was
pardoned in Febroary.”—* That's true ; and the money ? "
—*"“1have some."—** How much ? "—** T'wenty fruncs,”—
¢ Are you going all the way to Paris with twenty france?”
—** As goon a8 I reach Baint-Malo I shall go as I can,
on foot, if necessary. If necemsary I will not eat. I will
go straight on by the shortest way."”

Instead of teking the shortest, he took the longest way.
From Suint-Malo he went to Rennes, from Rennes to
Nantes, from Nantes to Angers, from Angers to Paris, by
the railaay. He took six days on the journey. As he
proceeded he saw in every town the democratic leaders :
Boué at Saint-Malo, Roche, Doctor Guépin snd the
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Manging at Nantes; Riotean at Angers. He announeed
himself everywhere as being on & mission from the
refagees of Jersey, and he easily gained assistance every-
where. He neither hid nor displayed his poverty, people
could see it. At Angers he borrowed fifty francs from
Rioteau, not having enough to go to Paris.

From Angers he wrote to & woman with whom he hed
lived in Jersey, one Mélanie Simon, a seamstress, lodging
at No. 5, Hill Strees, and who bhad actuslly lent him
92 franes for his journey., She bad concealed this
money from Hayes. He told this woman that she might
write to him to No. 88 Rue de I'Ecole de Médecine, that
he did not lodge there, but he had a friend who would
forward his letters.

Arriving in Paris he went to see Goudehaux ; he found
cut in some way which could not be ascertained, the
residence of Boisson, the agent of the Ledru-Rollin
faction. The said Boisson lived concealed in Paris,
He presented himself to Boisson as an envoy from us,
the refugees of Jersey, and entered into all the combina-
tions of the party called the Party of Action.

Towarde the end of SBepiember he disembarked in
Jersey from the steamer Rose. The day after his arrival
he took Hayes aside end declared that a blow was about
to be struck, and thet if he, Hubert, had arrived some
daye sooner in Paris, the blow would have been atruck
then; thot lis advice, which had almost been accepted,
had been to blow up & railway bridge while * Badin-
guet's™ train was passing; that men and money wore
both ready, but that tha people had no confidence except

in the refugees, and that he was going to return to Paris
T
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on this sccount. As he had-taken part in every blow
sbruck mince 1880, he waa not the man to back out of
thia; but he himeelf was not enfficient, he required ten
refugees, who would volunteer to put themselves at the
head of the pecple when the time for action arrived, and
he bhad come to seek them in Jersey. He ended by
asking Hayes if he would be cne of the ten. * That X
will,” replied Hayes.

Hubert saw the refugees, and confided in them in the
same mysiericus way, saying, ‘I bave told no one but
you.” He enrolled, amongst others, in addition to Hayes,
Jego, who was recovering from typhoid fever, and Gigousx,
to whom he declared that his name of Gigoux would
“ gtir the magges.” Thoge he enlisted thus with & view
of taling them to Paris, snid: ** But the money?"—
# Never fear,”” replied Hubert, * there is money in hand ;
you will be expected at the landing-stage. Come to
Parig, the rest will arrange itself. You will have a
lodging found for yon.”

Begides Hayes, Gigonx, and Jego, he interviewed
Jarageé, Famot, Rondeanx, and others,

Since this dissolution of the General Bociety, two
Bocieties of Refugees were formed in Jersey, the Fraier-
nelle and the Fraternits,

Hubert belonged to the Fraternité, of which Gigoux was
treagurer. He drew from it, as I have gaid, seven francs
a week. He claimed from Gigoux who paid it to him
the fourteen france for the two weeks he was away, as he
had been absent in the service of the Republic.

The day when Hubert and those I have mentioned
were to leave wag fixed for Friday, the 21st of Getober,
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However, s refugee, named Rattier, a lawyer of Lorient,
being one morning in the shop of Hurel, the tobacconist,
sew A& men enter to whom Le had nmever spoken, but
whom he knew by sight. This man, perceiving him to
be a Frenchman, said to him : *‘Citi%en, have you change
for a hundred franc note?’—*°No,” replied Rattier.
The man unfolded a yeHow paper, which he held in
his hand, and presented it to the tobacconist, asking
for change. 'The shopkeeper had not sufficient. During
the colloguy, Rattier recognised the paper as a Bank of
France note for one hupdred francs. The man went
away, and Rattier said to Hurel: “ De you know that
man’s name ? "—** Yes,” replied Hurel, * he is a French
refugee, named Hubert."”

Almost at the same time Hubert, when paying for his
lodgings, took from his pocket handfuls of shillings and
half.erowns.

Meélanie Simon demanded the 82 francs; he refused
to pay her, and at the same time, by a strange sort of
contradiction, he allowed her to see a pocket-book full,
as Mélanie afterwards said, of yellow and blue papers.
* They are bank-notes,” said Hubert to Mélanie Simon.
¢ have three thousand five hundred franes in this.”

However, the contradiction was explained. Hubert,
about to return to France, wished to take Mélanie Simon
with him ; he refused to pay her in order that she might
go with him; and that she might be under no appre-
hension in going with him, he showed her thet he was
rich.

Mélanie Simon did not wish to leave Jersey, and again
demanded her 82 francs. Disputes arose ; Hubert still
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refused. * Listen to me,” said Mélanie; **if youn do not
poy me, I have seen your money; I guess you are a spy,
and I will denounce yor to the refugees.”

Hubert langhed.

“ Make them believe that of me,” said he. * Allons
done,”

He hoped to disabuse Mélanie Simon of thiy idea by
putting a good face on the matter.

“My thirty-two francs,” said Mélanie.

‘¢ Not a sou,” replied Hubert.

Mélanie Simon went and sought Jarassé and denonnced
Hubert.

It seemed nt first sight that Flubert was right, The
refugeen vied with ench other in laughing aloud at it.

“ Hubert a spy ? ” it was said. ‘* Nonsense.”

Benuvais recalled his sobriety and Gaffney his dis-
interestedness, Bisson hiz republicanigm, Seigneuret his
communism, Bourillon the five months they slept on the
stones, Gigoux the eseistance they had given him,
Roumilhac his stoicism, and all of them hig poverty.

T have seen him without shoes,” said one.

* And T withont a lodging,”’ said another.

*¢ And I without bread,” added a third.

* He was my best friend,” said Hayes.

Then Rattier velated the ineident of the 100 franc
note; the details of Hubert’s journey leaked oui by
degrees. They asked themselves the meaning of this
onrions itinerary. They learned that he had gone about
from place to place with wonderful facility. A resident of
Jersey declared that he had seen him walking on the quay
of Baint-Malo amongst the custom-house officers gnd



Hulbert, the Spy. 295

gendarmes without their noticing him. Suspicion was
awakened, Mélanie Simon called alond from the house-
tops, the poet wine-grower Claude Durand, who was
respected by all the proseribed, shook his head when
apeaking of Hubert.

Mélenie Simon told Jarassé of Hubert's letter, giving
his address in Paris at No. 88 Rue de I'Ecole de Médecine,
where a friend received his letters. Now the son of
Mathé, the representative, when he went to Paris some
months before, had by a curious eocincidence lodged in
that very same house.

Jarassé having shown to Mathé Hnbert's letter to
Mélanie, the address and the friend attracted the attention
of Mathé’s son, whe was present, and who exclaimed,
“ Why, that is the very house in which I lived, Among
the lodgers there was a member of the police force named
Philippi.”

A low murmur began to spread amongst the refugees.

Hayes and Gigoux, Hubert's friends, whom he had
enrolled for Paris, said to him :

#¢ People are certainly talking.”—* About what 2" maid
Hubert.—** About Mélanie S8imoen &nd you."—*Well they
say she is my mistress, I suppose.”—** No, they say that
yon are & spy.”’—** Well, what is to be done about it? *’—
* Demand an enquiry,” said Hayes.~*"And a judgment,”
said Gigonx.

Hubert made no answer. His friends frowned,

Next day they pressed him again. He was ailent,
They returned to the charge. He almost refused to speak.
The more he hesitated, the more they persisted. They
ended by declaring that he must clear the matter up.
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Hubert, being unable to avert the enquiry, and per-
ceiving that suspicion grew stronger, consented.

It is at Beauvais’ house, No. 20, Don Btreet, that is
held what is ealled the Refugees® Club.

Refugees who follow no ocrupation and refugees out of
work meet there in & common room. Hubert posted in
this room s declaration addressed to s brothers in
exile, in which, with reference to the * infamous calum-
niea” spread concerning him, he placed himself at the
disposal of all, demanded an investigation, and requested
that he should be judged by all the refagees.

He wished for an immediate investigation, rominding
them that he contemplated leaving Jersey on Friday the
215t of October, and concluded by seying : ¢ The justice
of the people ouglt to be prompt.”

The last words of this proclamation were: *The truth
will come to light. 8igred, Hubert.”

The ‘“ Fraternity " Society to which Hubert belonged
assembled, ordered the enguiry, and nominated five of ita
members to take the preliminary steps in connexion with
this domestic trial among the refugees, namely, Mathé,
Rattier, Rondeaux, Henry, and Hayes. Mathé, sinoe his
son's exclamation of surprise, was convinced of Hubert's
guilt.

This Commission’ made a regular judicial enquiry,
called witneszes, heard Gigoux and Jego, who had been
enrolled by Hubert for Paris, Jarassé, Famot, to whom
Hubert had spoken of the six months' massacre to make
an end of it ; collected the reports of Rattier and Hayes;
onlled Mélanie Bimon, confronted her with Hubert; called
for the lefter written by Hubert from Angers, which had
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been torn up, and pieced it together again; drew up an
official report of it all. —"When confronted with Hubert,
Mélanie Bimon confirmed all her statements, and told
him plainly that he was a spy of Boneperte’s.

Buspicione abounded, but proofs were wenting,

Mathé said to Hubert: *You leave on Friday ? "—
“Yes,”—*“ Yon have a trunk ? "—* Yes,"—* What do
you carry in that trunk ? *—* A few old clothes of mine
and copies of the Socialist and Republican publications.”
—"“Will you permit your frunk to be searched ?”—
[ 1] Yes."

Rondeanx accompanied Hubert to Beauvsis’ house,
where he lodged, and where his trunk was. It was
opened. Rondeaux found in it some shirts, one or two
handkerchiefs, an old pair of trousers and an old coat.
Nothing more,

The absence of positive proofs weakened suspicion,
and the opinion of the refugees became once more favonr-
able to Hubert.

Hayes, Gigonx, and Beauvais defended kim warmly.

Rondeaux reported what he had found in the trunk,

# And the Socialist publications ?”* asked Mathe.

] did not see any,"” replied Rondeaux.

Hubert said nothing.

However, the report of the searching of the trunk
having got abroad, a carpenter in Queen Street said to
a refugee, Jarasseé I think it was: ““But have you opened
the false bottom ? "—** What false bottom ? "—* The
false bottom of the trunk.”—* Do you mean to say that
the trunk has a false bottom ? *—*' Certainly.”"—* How
do you know ? "—"* Becanse I made it.”
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This was repeated to the commission, Afathé said
to Hubert: * Your trunk has a falss bottom ¢”—** Cer-
tainly.”-—* Why this false bottom ?'-——*° Parblen! To
hide the democratic writings which I carry about.”"—
“Why did you not tell Rondeaux of it? "—“I did not
think about it.”"—* Will you allow it to be examined ?”
) Yes"’

Hubert gave his consent in fhe calmest manner in the
world, giving answers in monosyllables and scarcely re-
moving hie pipe from his mouth. From his laconic
answers his friends argued his innocence.

The commissioners decided that they would al be
present at this inspection of the trunk. They set out.
It was Thursday—the day before that fixred by Hubert for
his departure. On the way: “ Where are we going?"
asked Hubert.

“ To Beauvnis' house, * said Rondeaux, * since your
trunk iy there.”

Hubert replied :

¢ There are a nnmber of us, it will be necessary to
break open the false bottom with a hammer—that will
create excitement at Beauvais' house, where there are
always & number of refugees. Let two of yon come
with me and carry the trunk to the carpenter’s house,
while the others await ns there. As the carpenter made
the false bottom, he will be able to remove it better than
anybody else. Everything will take place, as before, in
the presenca of the commission, and there will ba no
scandal.”

They consented to this. Hubert, assisted by Hayes
and Henry, carried the trunk to the carpenter’s shop, and
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the false bottom waa opened. It was full of papers. There
woere Republican writings—my speeches, the Bagnes
d&’4frigue of Ribeyrolles, the Couronne DImpériale of
Cahaigne. They found there three or four passports of
Hubert's, the last issued in France at kis request. A
complete set of documents were there found relative to
the internal organisation of the society La Rérvolution
organigsed in London by Ledra-Rollin, all this mixed up
with many letters and a mass of bundles of papers.

Amongst these bundles were found two letters which
seemed singular.

Tha former, dated the 24th of September, was
addressed fo the Prefect of the FEure,. rejecting the
offer of an amnesty with a prodigality of epithets. This
vwas the letter which Hubert had shown to the refugees
in London, and placarded in their ineeting-room.

The second letter, dated the 80th, only six days Iates.
was addressed to the same Prefect, and contained, in the
form of & request, very plain coffers of service to the
Bonapartist Government.

These two letters being at varinnce with each other, it
was evident that only one could have been sent, and it
appeared probable that this was not the former. Accord-
ing to every appearance, the second was the true letter;
the first was * for show,”

The two letters were shown to Hulbert, who eontinued
to smoke his pipa calmly.

The two letters were put agide, and the examination of
the papers was continued.

A letter in Hubert's writing commencing * My dear
mother,” fell into the hande of Rattier, He read the
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opening sentences, but as it seemed & private letter he
was about to discard it, when he perceived that the sheet
was dooble. He opened it almost mechanicelly, and it
was as though a flash of lightning strmck his eyes, His
gaze had fallen at the head of the second gheet on these
words in Hubert’s handwriting: “ T'e M. de Maupas,
Minister of Police. Monsieur le Ministre.”

Then followed the following letter, a letter signed
¢ Hubert."

* To M. de Maupas, Minister of Police, Paris,

“M, 2 MivisTrRE,

“ I received, under date of the 14th of September last,
with & view to my return to France, a letter from the
Pietect of the Eure.

“On the 24th end 830th of the ssme month I wrote
two letters to M. le Préfet, neither of which has been
answered.

* Since ther my name has figured in the Moniteur in
the list referring to the decree of the 5th of February
instant, but 1 wrs not ready to go at that time, as I
wished to finish in London a pamphlet entitled * The
Republican refugees, and the Republic rendered impossible
by these same prefended Republicans.” This pamphlet,
full of truths and facts which no cne can deny, will pro-
duece, I think, some effect in France, where I wish to
have it printed. I had my passport viséd for France
yesterday ; nothing of any interest therefore will keep
me in England, unless it is that before leaving, I should
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like to know whether I shall receive what is due to me,
and what I claim in my aforesaid letter of the 80th Sep-
tember,

*The Prefect of the Eure, who was begged to com-
municaie this letfer to the proper person, must have
forwarded it to the Government. I slill await the result,
but seeing that so long a time has elapsed and I have
received nothing, I have decided to addrees this letter to
you, in the hope of obteining an immediate settlement.

“My address in London, England, is 17, Chweh
Btreet, Boho Bquare.

* And my name, Hubert Julien Duinaseéne, surveyor,
of Henqueville, near Andelys {Eure).

" (Signed) HupigT.
**Q5th of February, 1858."

Rattier raised us eyes and looked at Hubert.

He had dropped his pipe. The pergpiration stood on
his forehead in great bends.

“You are a spy | ' seid Rattier.

Hubert, pale ag death, fell into a chair without
uttering a word in reply.

The members of the commission tied up the papers,
and went immediately to report the result to the
Fraternity Society, which was then assembled.,

It was on their way thither that I met them.

When these facts came to light, a sort of eleetrie
shock thrilled the refugees throughout the town. They
ran about the streets, they ran 4gainst each other, the
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most ardent politicians were the most astounded. That
Hubert in whom they had believed !

An occurrence sdded fo the excitement. Thursdayis the
post day when the papers from France arrive in Jersey.
The news which they brought threw a lurid light upon
Hubert. Three hundred arrests had been made in Paris.
Hubert had seen Rocher of Nantes at Saint-Malo ;
Rocher had been arrested. He had peen Guépin and
the Mangins at Nantes ; the Manging and Guépin had
been arresied. He had seen Rioteau at Angers, and had
borrowed money from him; Riotean was arrested. He
had seen Goudchaux and Boigson at Paris ; Goudchaux
and Boisson were arrested.

Facts and reminiscences came in shoals. Gaffney, one
of those who to the last moment had supported Hubert,
related that, in 1852, he had forwarded surreptitiously
from London to Havre, a parcel containing eighty copies
of Napoleon the Little. Hubert and an Attorney of
Rouen, a refugee named Bachelet, were in hie room when
be closed the parcel. He made in their presence a calon-
lation, from which it appeared that the parcel would be
at his (Gafney’s) mother's house, on the day when a
friend, previcusly notified, wonld come and take it away.
Hubert and Bachelet went out. After their departure
Gaffney reciified his calculation, and found out that the
parcel would arrive at his mother's house at Havre a
flay earlier. He wrote accordingly to his mother and
his friend. The parcel mrrived and waa taken away by
the friend. The following dey, which was the day pre-
vicusly fixed by Gaffneyin the presence of Hubert and
Bachelet, the police made & raid upon Muadame Gaffney's
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house with & view of finding the books which they said
shoul. have been sent to her from London.

At about ten o'clock in the evening twelve or fifteen
refugees wers assembled at Beauvais' house. Pierre
Leroux, and a Jersey geutleman, M. Philippe Asplet,
the constable’s officer, were seated in a corner. Pierre
Leroux eonversed with M. Asplet about table-turning.

Buddenly Henry entered and told them about the false
bottom in the trunk, the letter to Manpas, the arrests in
France; Hayes, Grigoux, and Rondeanx confirmed his
statements.

At that moment the door opened and Hubert appeared.
Ho had come back to sleep, and as usual took his key off
& nail in the eommon room.

* There he ig,” cried Hayes,

They all rushed upon Hubert,

Gigoux slapped his face, Hayes seized him by the hair,
Heurtebise seized his cravat and wrung his neck, Bean-

- vaie drew his kmife; Asplet held Beauvaig’ arm,

Beauvais told me an hour later that if it had not been
for M. Agplet, Hubert would have been & dead man.

M. Aeplet, in his official capacity, intervemed and
rescued Hubert from them. Beauvuis threw away his
knife; they left the spy alone. Two or three went into
the corners, hid their faces into their hands and wept.

Meanwhile T had gone home.

It was close o midmight; I wax going to led. I
heard s carriage stop at the door. The bell rang, and
the moment afierwards Charles came into my room and
paid : “It is Beauvais.”

I went downstairs. All the refugees had assembled in
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foree to pronounce gentencoe there and then on Hubert.
They kept him in striot ounstody, and they had sent
Beauvais fo fetch me. I hesitated. To judge this man
at this night sitting, this Vehmgericht of the refugees, all
this seemed etrange and repugmant to my habits, Beau-
vaia ingisted.

"Come,” he said to me; “if you do not, I ecannot
answer for Hubert."”

Then he added: “I cannot answer for myself. If it
hed not been for Asplet I should have stabbed him.”

I followed Beauvais, taking with me my two sons.
On the way we were joined by Cahaigne, Ribeyrolles,
¥rond, Lefévre the cripple, Cauvet, and several other
refugees who live at Havre-des-pas.

Midnight was siriking when we resched our des-
tination.

The room in which they were going to try Hubert is
called the Refugees' Club, and is one of those large
gguare rooms which one finde in almost all English
houses. These rooms, not much appreciated by us
French people, overlook the two fagades of the manaion,
back and front.

This one, situated on the first-floor of Beauvais' house,
Neo. 20, Don Btreet, has two windows looking into an
inner court, and three upon the street, opposite the great
ved front of the building destined for the public balls,
which is here called Hotel-de-Vills. Some of the inhabi-
tants of the town, in a state of excitement owing to
the rumours in circulation, were chaiting in low tones
beneath the windows. Refugees were arriving from all
directions.
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‘When I entered, they had nearly all assembled. They
were distributed in the two compartments of the room,
and whispered together with a grave air,

Hubert had come to see me in Brussels and in Jersey,
but I had no recollection of him. When I entered I
asked Heurtebise where Hubert was.

* Behind you,” said Heurtebise,

I turned round and saw seated at s table with his back
to the wall, near the street, beneath the centre window,
having a pipe in front of him, and his hat on his head, a
mean of about fifty years of age, ruddy, marked with small-
pox, with very white hair and a very black moustache.
His eyes were steady and oalm. From time to time he
raised his hat and wiped his forehead with a large blue
handkerchief.

His brown overoost was buttoned to the chin. Now
that it was known who he was, people thought he Iooked
like a policeman.

People pessed and repassed before him, and round him,
speaking of him.

* That ia the coward,” said one.

"¢ There ia the ruffign,” said another. He heard thesge
remarks axchanged and seemed as indifferent to them as
if they had been spoken of someone else.

Although the room was crowded by the new arrivals
there was a space left near him. He was alone at the
table and on that bench. Four or five refugees stood up
by the window guarding him. One of them was Boni,
who shows us how to ride.

The refugees were nearly all there, although the gather-
ing had been arranged hastily in the middle of the night
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when the greater number of them were in bed and
aaleep.

Nevertheless, the absence of one or two was come-
mented upon. Pierre Leroux baving tsken part in
the first collision beiwecn Hubert and the refugees,
had gome awny and Lad not rcturned; and of all the
numerous family which they eall here the Leroux tribe,
Charles was the only member present. There were also
abgent the greater mumber of those whom we call the
Extremists, and amongst them the author of the so-called
manifeste of the Revolutionary Comittee,

The commission which had conducted the enquiry was
sent for. It arrived. Mathé, who had just got out of
bed, seemed still half asleep.

Amongst the refugees present, one old man grown aged
in eonspirucy wns conversant with those kinds of snm-
mary proeces amonpgst refngees in the catucombs, or
freg-justice mectings where mystery does not exclude
polemnity, and where be more than once had pronounced
terrible sentences which all sanctioned and some carried
out. 'This old man was Cabaigne, Qld in face, young
in heart, his flnt-nose Luried in a grey beard ; with white
bair, a republican with the face of a Cossack, » democrat
with the manners of a gentleman, a poet, a man of the
world, . man of action, a fighter at barricedes, a veteran
in conapirney, Cuhaigne is a charaster.

Tlhey called on him to preside, For seerctaries they
gave him Jarassé, who is of the Fraternité Society, and
Heurtelise, of the Fraternelle Society.

These Societies do not live fraternally together.

The sitting was opened.



Hubert, the Spy. 307

A deep silence prevailed.

The room at this moment presented a strange aspect.
In the two compariments, ench lighted, and very feebly,
by two gas jets, were arranged and grouped, seated,
standing up, stooping, leaning with their elbows, om
benches, chairs, stools, tables, on the window-sills, some
with arme folded leaning agninst the wall, all pale, grave,
severe, almost sinister, were the seventy refugees in
Jersey. They filled the two compartinents of the room,
leaving ouly, in the compartment with the three windows
locking into the strect, a small space occupied by threc
tables, the table by the wall where Iubert sat alone, r
table close by at which were Cabaigme, Jarnssé, and
Heurtebise, and opposite o very small one, on which
Raitier, the chief of the commisgion, had placed the docu-
ments containing the case for the prosecution. Behind
this table a bright fire was burning in the grate, and was
from time to time attended to by a Ind. On the mantel-
piece above a pipe-rack, amid a number of enormous
‘placards emanating from the refugees, between the
snnouncement of Charles Leroux, recommending his
book-stitching establichment, and the placard of Ribot,
inaugurating the hat shop of the Chapeau rouge, was
exhibiied, stuck up with some wafers, the placard calling
for an investigation and ** prompt justice,” signed Hubert.

Here and there upon the talle were glasses of brandy
and pots of beer. All round the room, hung on hooks,
were glazed caps, straw and felt bats. An old draught.
board, the white squaree of which were scarcely whiter
than the black ones, hung on the wall ebove Hubert's
head. xe
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I was seated with Ribeyrolles and my sons in a corner
near the chimney piece.

Bome of the refugees were smoking, either pipes, or
cigars. So that there was little light and much smoke in
the room. The upper part of the windows en guillotines
Euglish fashion, were open to let out the smoke,

The proceedings began with the examination of
Hubert. At the firsit words Hubert took off his cap.
Cahaigne questioned him with a somewhat theatrieal
gravity, but whatever the tone, one feit that there was
gomething solemn and lugubrious behind it.

Hubert gave his two Christian names, Julien Damas-
oo,

Hubert had hed time to regain hias presence of mind.
He answered preciscly and without egitation. At one
moment when they were speaking to him concerning his
return hiy way of the department of the Eure, he rectified
some Jittde mistake of Cabaigne's. * Pardon me, Lonviers
is on the right bank and Andelys on the left.” Beyond
that he confessed nothing.

The examination being at an end, they proceeded to
the reading of the official report of the comminsion, the
witnesses, and the proofs.

This reeding commenced amid profound silence, which
was succeeded by & murmur increasing in volume by
degrees as the black and odious facts were dragged to
light. Low murmurs were to be heard. " Ah, the
rascal, the scoundrel, why do not we strangle the black-
guard on the spot?”

In the midst of this volley of imprecations the reader
was obliged to raise his voice. Rattier was reading.
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Mathé passed him up the sheets of paper. Beauvais held
a candle for him ; the tallow kept dropping on the table.

After the depomitions of the witnesses had been read,
Rattier announced that he had now come to a document
which decided the matter. Silence was renewed, a feverish
reetless silence. Charles whispered to me, * You might
hear & police epy moving.”

Rattier read the letter from Hubert o Maupas.

8o long as the letter was being read the audience con-
tained itself, hands were clenched, some men bit their
handkerchiefs.

When the last word had been read, *“ ‘I'le signature ?*
cried old Fombertaux.

Rattier said, *‘ It is signed Hubert.”

Then the uproar broke out. The silence had ouly
been caused by expectation mingled with a sort of
hesitation to believe such a thing possible. Some had
evan doubted up till then and gaid, Tt is impossible”
‘When this letter appeared, written by Hubert, dated by
Hubert, signed by Hubert, evidently real, indubitable,
before everyone, within everyone’s reach, the name of
Maupas written by Hubert, conviction fell upon the
assembly like & thunderbolt.

Furious faces were turned towards Hubert. Many
individuals leaped upon the benches; threatening hands
were raised against him. There was a frenzy of rage
and grief; a terrible light filled all cyes.

Nothing was heard bat cries of * Scoundrelt” * You,
vilisin, Hubert!” * Ah, you Nue de Jerusalem
mscal ! "'

Fombertaux, whose son is at Bulle Jule, exclaimed:
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“Thomra are the scoundrels who have betrayed us for
twenty years past.”

“Yes,"” added another, ““it is thanks to such ereatores
as he that the young are in prison and the old in exile.”

A refugee, whose name I forget, a fine, fair-haired
young man, Ieaped upon the table, pointed fo Hubert,
and eried : * Citizens, death!"

" Death! Deatli!” shouted a choras of voices. Hubert
looked about hin with a bewildered air.

The saune young man continued :

“"We huve one of them, do not let him escape us.”

{ne eried: “ Throw him into the Seine.”

At this there was an explorion of sardonie langhter.

Do you think that you are still on the Pont
Neuf? !

Then they continned : ** Throw 1the spy into the sea,
with a stone round his nech!”

¢ To the sen with him!" snid Fombertaux.

During the turmoeil Muthe had handed me Habert's
letter, nud I was examining it with Ribeyrolles. It was
in fact written on the second page of a private letter in &
rather long nent lepible hand, with some erasures, but
altogether in Hubert’s hand. At the bottom of thix
roagh draft, by a sort of instinet of an illiterate man, he
had sigued his nawme in fall,

Calnigne procliimed silenee, but the tumult was in-
describuble. Every one spoke st the same time, and it
seemed as if a single mind was hmling from sixty mouths
the same curse upon the wreiched man.

* Citizens,” eried Unlinigne, ** you are judges!”

This was sufficient. All were silent, rised hands were
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lowered, and each man, folding his arms, or resting his
elbow on his knee, resumed his place with gloomy
dignity.

*“ Hubert,” said Cohaigne, ‘“do you recognize this
letter 2"

Jarassé presented the letter to Hubert, who replied:
L1 Yes.l’

Cahaigne continued : * What explanation have you to
giveP”

Hubert was silent.

* 8o,” pursued Calrigne, "you confess yourself a
!Py?”

Hubert raised his heed, looked at Cahaigme, struck his
fist upon the table, and said : “ That—no t*

A murmur ran through the audience like an angry
ghudder. The explosion, which was only postponed, very
nearly re-commenced, but as they saw thut Hubert was
still speaking, they kept silence.

Haubert declared, in a thick broken voice, which had,
nevertheless, a certuin firmness end, sad to say, sin-
cerity in it, that he had never done any one any harm;
that he was a Repullican ; that he would die ten theu-
gand deaths before he wuald lwrm through his own
fault e hair from the hesnd of a Republlican. That, if
arrests had been made in Paris, he was innocent of them;
that thiey had not -paid sufficient attentivn to the first
letter to the Prefuct of the Eure. That, as regurds the
letter to Mnupas, it was a draft, a project ; that he had
written it, but had never sent it. That they would
recognize the truth too late, and would regret their
action. That, as for the pamphlet ¢ The Republic Im-
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possible because of the Republicans,” he had written that
400, but had not published it.

They all eried : ¢ Where is it?"

He calmly replied: “*I have burnt it.”

¢ Is that all you hava to say ?" inquired Cahaigne.

Hubert shook his head and continued :

“ He owed nothing to Melanie Simon; those who had
secn money in his possession were mistaken, The citizen
Rattier wns mistaken ; he (Hubert) had never been in the
shop of the tobacconist Hurel. IHis passports were & very
simple matter ; being amnestied he had a right to them.
He had paid back the 50 francs to Rioteau of Angers;
he was an honest man; he had never had a bank note,
The moncy he had expended he had received from the
woman, about 160 franes in all. J¥le bad met eitizen
Boisson in Paris at a twenty-two sou restaurant. This
was how he knew lis address. If he had intended to bring
the refngees to Daris, it war with a view to overturn
¢ Badingmet,’ not to betray his friends. If the gendarmes
had allowed him to move about freely in France it was not
his fault. Fioally, there was an understanding amongst
some of them to ruin him, and sl were ® victims * of it.”

He repeated two or three times, withont their being
able to understand to what the phrase referred—* The
carpenter who made the false bottomn ig here to confirm
this.”

* 1s that all 2" said Cahaigne again.

* Yes,” he said.

This word was received with a shudder. They had
heard the explanation, but it had explained nothing.

* Take care,” continued Cahaigne. * You yourself
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have said we can judge yon; we do judge you; we can
condemn you.”

“ And execute you,"” eried a voice.

* Hubert,” continned Cahaigne, “you risk all the
dangers of punishment. Who knows what will happen
to you? Take cere! Disarm your judges by candid
confegsion. Our friends are in the handa of Bonaparte,
but you are in ours. Lell the facts clearly to us, Aid us
to save our friends, or you are lost, Speak.”

“It is you,” said Hubert, raising his head, “it is
you who rnin ‘our friends’ in Paris by epeaking their
names as loudly as you do in a gathering (and he looked
round him) in which there are evidently spies. I have
nothing more to say.”

Then the uproar was renewed, and with such fury that
it wag feared some would pass from words to acts.

The eries of * Death!" again arose from a number of
angry mouths.

There was in the assemblage & shoemaker of Niort, a
former artillery subaltern named Guay, a fanatical Com-
munisat, but an excellent and honest workman neverthe-
less; a man with a long black beard, a pale face, rather
sunken eyes and slow speech, of grave and resclute
demeanour. He rosc and said :

* Citizens, it seems that you wish to condemn Hubert
to death. That swrprises me, You forget that we are
in & coantry which has laws, Those laws we must not
violate ; we must not attempt anything contrary to them.
Nevertheless Hubert must be punished, both fur the past
and for the futare, and he must have an iueffaceable
stigma put upon him. So, as we must do nothing unlaw-
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ful, this is what I propose. We will take Hubert and
shave his hair aud beard, and as hair will grow again we
will cut a centimetre of his right enr off. Ears do not
grow agein,”

This proposal, enunciated in the gravest tone and with
an air of perfect conviction, was received in that lugm-
brious assembly with a shout of laughter which continued
for some time, and which added another horror to the
dread realities of the scene.

Near Guay, at the entrance to the other compariment
of the room, beside Doetor Barbier, was sented a refugee
pamned Aviss. Avias, » subaltern in the army of Oundinot,
bad descerted Lefore Rome, not wishing, as a republicaxn,
to overturn a Ilepublic. Ile was caught, tried by court-
martinl, and condeomed to death. Ile sueceeded in
making his esenpe the day before the execution was to
bave tuken plice. He took refuge in Piedmont, On
the 2nd December he crussed the frontier and joined
the republicans of the Yar in arms against the cowp
détat. In an engngement s bullet shattered his ankle,
His fricuds earried him out of action with great diffi-
culty, and his foot was amputated. Expelled from
Piedmont he went to Englend, and theace to Jersey.
When be arrived he come to see me. Some friends and
myself nseisted him, and he ended by sctting up a8 &
dyer and scouver, and =o lived,

Avius scemed to irve Leen well aequainted with Hubert.
While the extracts were being read he continued to ery:
“ Ah, rascall ah, j J—1! To think that he told
me Louis Blanc was a tmitor; Victor Hugo was a traitor;
Ledru-Rollin was » traitor1 ™
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When Guay sat down, Avies ross and stood on his
bench, then on a table.

Aviag is a man of 80 years of age, tall, with a wide red
face, projecting temples, goggle eyes, a large mouth, and
a Provencal accent. With his furious eyes, his hands
discoloured by dye, his foot beating time on the table—
nothing moze savage could be conceived than this ginnt
with his harsh voice, and hie hend newrly touching the
ceiling.

He exclaimed : * Citizens! none of this: let us put an
end to it. Let us drew lots who is to give this traitor
his coup de grdce. If no one will, then I will volunteer.”

A shout of assent arose: ' All! all!™

A small young men with a fair beard who was seated in
front of me said : ** I will undertuke it. The spy's busi-
ness will be settled to-morrow morning.”

*No,” said anotler, in the opposite corner. * There
are four of us here who will undertake it."

“Yes," added Fomberiaux, holding out lLis fist close
to Hubert's head. “ Justice upon that ruscul: death!”

Not a dissenting voice was raised. I1lubert himself,
terrified, bent his head and seemed to say: * Tt is just.”

I rose.

* Citizens,” I gaid, *“in a man whom you bhave fed,
supported, aud made friends with, you have found a
traitor. In a man yon have accepted as a lrother you
find a spy. This man is still wealing a coat you bought
for him, and the shoes with which you provided him,
You are tremulons with indignation and sorrow. This
indignation I share, this sorrow I can appreciate. But
take care. What meunn these shouts for death? There
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are two beings in Hubert—a py and a man. The spy is
infamous, the man is sacred.”

Here a voice interrupted me, the voice of a worthy
fellow named Cauvet, who is rich and sometimesn tipsy,
and who, because be is a follower of Ledru-Rollin, thinks
he must be a fanatic for the guillotine, A deep eilence
supervened. Cauvet said, in au undertone : “Ah, yes!
that's it : always for leniency."

“Yen,” said I, “leniency. Energy on one side,
Ieniency on the other. ‘Those are the arma which
1 wish to place in the hands of the Republie.”

I resumed :

“ Citizens, do you know what belongs to yom in
Hubert? The spy, yes! the man,no! The spy ia yours:
the honour of the traitor, the name of the traitor, his moral
being, you have the right to do as you pleass with them:
you have the rigit to erush them, to tear them out, to
tread them under foot——yek, you have the right to tear
the name of Hubert to pieces, and to serape up the
hidcous fragments in the mud. But do you know what
you have no right to tonch ?-—uot a bair of his head.”

I felt the hand of Ribeyrolles pressing mine. I
coniinued :

“*What Mesars. Yubert and Maupas have tried to do
here is monstrous. To secure the support of a spy out
of your poor ncedy funds; to mix together in the sxms
pocket the bank-note of the police and the brotherly
pence of the refugees; to throw our alms in our eyes to
blind us;: to arrest the men who serve us in Franee
through the man we feed in Jersey; to pursue the
proseribed in ambush; not to leave even the exile in
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peace ; fo attach the thread of an infamous plot to the
holiest fibres of our hearts; to beiray us and rob us at
the same time; to pick our pockets and sell us ;—that is
the pie in which we find the fingers of the Imyerial
polige,

“What have we to do? Publish the ficta! Take
France, Earope, the public eongeience, universal honesty
to witness. 8ay to the whole world, It is infamons!
Howerver sad the discovery may be, the opportunity is &
good one. In this business the moral advantage liea with
the progeribed, with the demoeracy, with the Republice.
The situation is excellent. Do not let us spoil it !

“Do you know how we may spoil it ? By misconeeiring
our rights, and behaving like the Venetians of the six-
teenth century, instead of like Frenchmen of the nine-
teenth : by acting like the Council of Ten—by killing a
man.
¢ In principle let us have no denth pensalty either for
& spy or for a parricide. 1In fact, it is absurd !

“ Touch this man, wound him, ouly lLeat him, and
to-morrow the opinion that is with you will be against
you. The English law will arrest you. From judges
you will become the accused! M. Hubert disappears,
M. Maupas disappears, and what remains ? You pro-
scribed Frenchmen hefore a British jury.

 And instead of saying, ¢ Look at the baseness of that
police,’ they will say, ‘ Look at the brutality of those
demagogues.’

 Qitizens,” I added, extending my arms towards
Hubert, “I take this man under my protection—not
for the man's sake, but for the Republic. I oppose any-
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one who will do him harm now or in future, here or else-
where. I gum up your rights in a word: Publish—do
not killl Punislinent by publicity, not by viclence. A
deed in open dey, not by night. Iaubert's life] Heavens,
what is it worth? What can you do with the life of &
epy! I declare no one shall tonch Hubert, no one shall
ill-treat him. To poignard M. Hubert would be to
degrado the poigmard, To whip M. Hubert would only
suily the whip.”

These words, which I reproduce from memory, were
listened to with profound attention and gained increasing
support every moment, When I gat down agaip, the
question was decided. To tell the truth, I did not think
Hubert was in any danger during the sitting, but the
morrow might have been fatal.

When I seated myeelf I distinetly heard a refugee
behind me named Fillion, who had escaped from Afries,
say, ‘“ That is it. The spy is saved, We should have
acted instend of talking. This will be a lesson to us not
to gossip.”

These words were drownea in a general cry of “No
violence. Publish the facts, appeal to public opinion,
hold the police and Hubert np to execration ; that is
what we'll do,”

Cloude Durand, Berlier, Rattier, Ribeyrolles, Cahaigne
congratnluted me warmly. Hubert looked at me with a
mournful gaze. The sitling had been as it were
suspended after my speech. The refugees of the school
called terrorist looked at me angrily.

Fillion came up to me and said, “ You are right.
From the moment deliberation took place nothing could
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be done. Is it neceseary when you exccute a traitor
to proclaim the fact from the hounse tops? We are sixty
here, fity-six too many. Four would suffice. In Afriea
we had & similar cagse, We discovered that a man named
Auguste Thomas was s member of the police foree,
although a former Republican and in every plot for the
past twenty years. We had proofs of the facts, ono day,
at nine o’clock in the evening. The next dny the man
disappeared, without nnyone knowing what had become of
him. That is the way these things should be managed.”

As I was about to reply to Fillion the business was
reswmed. Cahaigne raised his voice and said :

¢ Be seated, citizens. You have lLeard Citizen Victor
Hugo. What he proposcs is moral punishment."”

“Yes, yes. Hear,” exclsimed a multitude of
voicen,

Canvet, the man who hnd interrnpted me, moved
uncomfortably upon the table on which he was seated.

** A nice thing forsooth—a moral punishment, and you
are going to let the man go! To-morrow he will go to
France to denounce and Detray all our friends. We
ounght to kill the scoundrel !

This was one great objection. Hubert at liberty was
dangerous,

Benuvais interfured.

“ There is no need to kill him, and you need not let
him go. I have kept Ilubert since April, and lodged him
for almost notbing. I was willing to help a refugee, but
not to.feed a spy. Now AL de Maupas must pay me M,
Hubert's expensrs. They come to eighty-three francs,
To-morrow morning Al Asplet will collar M, Hubert and
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put him into prison for debt—at least unless he produoes
the bank notes which M. de Maupas gave him. I shall
be glad to see them.”

There was laughter at this, DBeauvais had in fact
settled the qnestion.

“'Yes,” paid Vincent, * but he will be off to-morrow
morning.”

" 'We will guard him,"” said Boni.

“ Search him,” cried Fombertaux.

“Yes, yen, search the spy.”

A numnber of men rushed towards Hubert.

**You have neither the right to guard him nor to
search him. To guard him is to curtail his liberty, to
search him is to assault him,” I raid.

The scarching morecver was foolish. It was evident
tiat Hubert, since the investigation, had nothing com-
promising about him.

Haubert excluimed, * Let them search me——] consent
to it.”

There was nothing astounding in this.

‘“ He consents,” they cried. * He consents. Let us
search him.”

I stopped them, and asked Hubert ;

* o you conseut ? "

£& 'es.ll

“ You must give your consent in writing."

# 1 am quite willing.”

Jurasse wrote out the consent, and Hubert aigned it.
Meantime he was being searched, for they had not the
patience to wait for the signature.

His pockets were emptied and twrmed out. Nothing
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was found, except a few coppers, his large handkerchief,
and & piece of the Jersey Chroniele.

“ The shoes—search his shoes | *

Hubert pulled off his shoez and put them on the
table.

There was nothing in them, he said, bnt the feet of &
Republican.

Cahaigne then spoke. He returned to my proposal,
and had it earried. No hand was held up against it.

While the proposal was being signed, Hubert had put
on his shoes and his hat, he bad taken up his pipe, and
seemed as if he wanted someone to give him & light.

At thix moment Cauvet approached bhim, and seid in a
low voico:

“ Would you like & pistol ?*

Hubert made no answer.

“* Would you like a pistol?” repeated Canvet.

Huberi kept silence. Canvet began again:

“I have a pistol at home—a good one. Will you
have it 2 *

Hubert shrugged his shoulders, and pushed the table
with his elbow.

“ Will you? " said Cauvet,

“ Leave me alone,” gaid 1Inbert,

“You dou't want my pistol 1"

i No.l'

“ Then shake handa.”

And Cauvet, quite drunk, helid out Lis hand to ITabert,
whio did not take it.

Meanwhile I was speaking to Cahnigne, who said to
me:
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#You have done well to put them off, btut I amp
afraid that to-morrow two or three like Avias will become
angry once more, and that they will kill him in some
dark spot.”

I had not signed the deposition. All had signed
except me,

Heurtebise handed me the pen.

“T will »ign in three days,"” I said.

“*Why ?" acked several,

* Because I am afraid some rash act may be committed,
I will sign in three days' time, when I shall be sure that
the threats have not been carried ouf, and that no harm
has come to Ilubert.”

A shout arose on all sides :

“ Sign, sign ; we will not harm him,”

“ You will guarantee it? "

“We promise you.”

I signed.

Half on hour after I reached home: it was six
o'clock in the morning. The sea-breeze whistled about
the Rocher des Proserita. The first raya of dawn wers
lighting up the sky. Some little silver clouds played
amd the ntars.

At that same hour M. Asplet, at the instance of
Beguvais, arreated Hubert, and put him in prison for
debt.

On the moming of the 21st October, abont six o'clock,
& man named Laurent, who assumes the rank of French
Viee-Consw! here, called at M. Asplet's house. He
came, he said, to claim a Frenchman illegally impri-
soned.
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¢ ¥or debt,” replied M. Asplet. He then produced
the order of arrest signed by the Deputy-Viscount M.
Horman.

“ Will you pay the amount ?”* said M. Asplet.

The Consul hung down his head, and went away,

It seems to be Hubert's destiny to be fed at the
expense of the refugees. At this moment they are
keeping him in his prison at an expense of sixpence
{18 sous) a day.

Looking over my papers I found a letter from Hubert.
There is in this letter a sad phrase: * Hunger is a bad
counssllor |

Fubert has known hunger.

re



1866.
TAPNER.

Guerxsey, 6—12th Decomber,

M. MarTmw, the Queen’s Provost in Guernsey, came to
see me on my nrrival, I returned his visit on the 5th
December, 1855, He offered fo accompany me to the
prison, which I wished {o see.

We went by wny of the streets which rise behind tha
Royal Court. While strolling about Saint Peter’s Port,
1 had already noticed in the town—mid-way—a high wall
in which was a high gate with a G with a crown carved in
the granite on the tup of it. I said to myself: * That
must be the prison.” 8o in fact it was.

The gaoler received ns. He is named Barbet, so that
the Guernsey thieves call the prison the Hitel Barbet.
This men had the same Frank, firm, face, the same
pleasant and determined manner, which I had already
remarked in many other gnolers. His wife and danghter
were preparing soup in the corner. |

Barbet took a heavy key, opened a barred door, and
introdaced ug into & vast empty court, bounded on three
sides by the high wall which had alveady sttracted my
attention. On the south of the court rises & new
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building of grey granite, the two storied front of which
is composed of two rows of seven arches on top of cach
other. Beneath the arches are the windows. Through
the glass we perccive the heavy bars pninted white.
That is the prison, and those are the cells.

“ Guernsey is an honest island,” Baid the Provost—
a distinguished and intelligent man--a nonconformist,
of the Independent sect, as Cromwell and Milton were.
And be ndded : ** We haveat present ouly threc prisoners,
twe men and a woman, out of a population of 40,000."

One of the prisoners cntered the conrt at that moment.
He wog & young man with a plensing faec, sentenced to
ten years at Botuny Bay for rubbery. e was dressed in
linen trousers, a sinall blue overcoat, and a cap.

The Provost, who is also called the sheriff, and who in
this capacity is governor of the prison, and accompanies
the condemped to the seaffold—a ciretunstance which
makes him averse to capital punisluneni—cxplained to
me that the young man would not be transported, and
that he would get off with two or three years’ solitury
coufinement.

The English ** cellular prison,” imbued and penetrated
by the freezing spirit of Anglicon Protestantism, proves
that severity and callousness can be carried to a ferocious
pitch. In one of the prisony, Millbauk, I think, silence is
imposed. The sheriff told me that when visiting that
prison he found in a cell & young man from Guernsey
whom he kuew, and who had been convicied of theft.
The yqung mun wus in 8 cousnmption wil was dying.
When he saw the I’rovost, he clasped his hands and
exclaimed :
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# Ah, Monsieur, is my grandmother still alive #”

The Provost had scarcely time to reply, when the
gaoler gaid to the dying man: “‘ Hold your tongue 1"

The young man died soorn after. He passed from the
priron to the tomb: from one silence to the other, and
can hardly Liave perceived the chauge.

Beneath the geven areades on the ground floor are the
debtors’ cellss. We entercd themi. They were unocen-
pied. A wooden bed, a pellinsse, and a rug, are all the
prison authorities give to a debtor. The last debtor
imprizoned was o Guernsey man, whose name has escaped
me, e war put there by hin wife, who kept him there
ten yeurs, gnining her own liberty by his imprisonment,
At the ond of ten years the hushand paid his wife and
got out. They lived together again, and the Provost says
they are a very happy eouple.

There was, I repeat, no prisoner for debt there at the
time.

This prison is a silent tribute to the Guernsey popu-
lation. It contains twelve cells, six for debtors, six for
ordinary offenders, besides two punishment cells, There
are alzo for the women two cells only, of which oneis
& punishment cell.

One of the seven chambers on the ground floor is the
chapel, & small room without an altar, havieg n wooden
pulpit for the chaplain in the left corner, and in front of
the door, with their bachs to the window, four or five
woonden enches with desks, upon which are scattered
a few praycr-bouks. '

It iz on the first floor that the criminals are impri-
soned. We went upstaira. The gacler opened a well-
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Lighted cell, farnished only with a wooden bed. At the
foot of the bLed the elothes were rolled up, and the
blankets, like the counterpancs, were of conrse wool, only
they seemed to me to be kuoitted. The pathiasse had been
removed, g0 that one could see the wooden frame of the
bedstead, on which a number of names and inseriptions
had been cut and scratched with knives or nails. These
formed a forest of almost obliterated letlers. We dis-
tingaished amongst others the following words, which
were more legible than the others

Wan.
HiaTony.
Carx.

Ia not all erime included in those words ? Tn a corner
of the frame were some rudely-skotched ghips in outline.

The cell behind this is a punishment ccll. There is
only & plank bed in it, and a smnall window opening to
the north. The last occupant bad marked in black on
the wall a epeccics of labyrinth, which made the gnoler
very angry. IIe had had the whiteness of his sepulchre
made black in eonsequence.

All the cells are whitewashed.

The row of arcades in front of the ecells form a sort
of gallery, open to the air and southern sun, where the
prisoners take exercise in wet weather.

There is in this gallery an old dilapidated bedstead, on
which®hey mount, and from which they can see the ses.
“ This ig a great treat for them,” said the gaoler. Istood
upon the bedstead. I could see the island of Bark, and
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veasels on the horizon. I was desirous of visiting
Tapner's cell. The sheriff eondneted me fo it.

This cell and the punishment cell near it make up
the women's quarters of the prison.

From the court facing the prison it c¢an be seen
that the first of the seven upper arcades to the left is
barred towards the court and walled up towards the
gellery. The small space between the reiling and the
wall was the special yard of Tapner. There he paced
lacl vards and forwards all day like & wild beast in &
engs, in view of the other prisoners, but scparnted from
them. The window looking into this enge is the window
of his ecll.

The door is thick, painted black, and bound with iron.
Two great bolta above sl below, and a lock mid-way.

The gaoler opened this door, and let us in.

The eell, of the same dimensions as the others, about
ten feet squure, is clean, white, and well-lighted; a
chimney-picce at the end in the left-hand corner of which
the angle is cut off, a bucket, a wooden ledge fixed to
the wall facing thoe door; on the right of the door under
the window a wouden bedstend, of which one of the four
posta is broken. On the bed & palliasse, & rug, and
coarse woollen blankets,

This pallet was Tapner's bed. After the death of
Tapner, this eell was given up once more to the women to
whose quarters, with the other room 1 have mentioned, it
belongs.

No fire muy be lighted in the grate without the doctor’s
orders.

At the moment we entered a woman was sitting, or
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rather crouching, upon the bed, with her back to the door.,
I took my hat off Alr. Tyrrel, a young English painter,
who accompanied me, did the same.

This woman, the only prisoner at that time, wos—s0
the sheriff told mme—a thief, and an Irishwoman into
the bergain, added the gaoler. She was a youngish
woman, and kept on darning an old stocking, without
appearing even o seo us,

This woman, in whom the lust remains of curiosity
were extiuct, sevmed to personify the gloomy indifforence
of misery.

Tapner spent his dying moments in this cold, white,
clear ccll.

Thig John Charles Tapner, a gentlemrnly kind of man
who held a Government appointment, derived no benefit
from tho edueation wihich it had been sought to give
him, and had become n thief and a wnrderer through
debauchery, wine, and gin. Ile was born of an honest
family and a religious father, at Woolwich, in 1828, He
died before he was 31, on the 10tk February, 1854.

He lived with two sisters, married to one, the paramounr
of the other. He had insured Lis life to the full amonnt of
his salary, £150 sterling, which absorbed all his income,
and seemed to indicate a determination to live by erime,
The assurance was in his wife's name and his own for
the benefit of the survivar,

I asked: * Did the Compuny pay it 2"

“ Oh '—nu,” replied the sherifl.

“ Mas it refunded, or given to the pour, the anuual
premiums whick it reevived from Tupmer2®

" Oh m"
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Under the virtuous pretext {hat there had hbeen
crime, the Company robbed the widow.

“ Tapuner appeared indifferent,” snid the Provost, and
the Provost concluded therefore fhat he was not in pain.
* That is & mistake,” J said. ** Do yon not believe
people are not eold nuder ice 2

The duy before his death a dagnerreotype portrait of
him was taken. The apparatus was placed in the railed
yard opening out of his cell, where there was plenty of
wunhght. Tapuer could not help laughing as he #tood
10 he tuhen.  The deatly’s hend (vo nppears to laugh.

“1h not laugh,” seid the Provoest to him; * keep
rerious.  Your portrait will be unrecogmizable. You
cannotl langh to-day ; it is not possible.”

H wan so far possible that he was laughing.

One doy the 'rovost hut him a2 prayer-book. * Ilead
this, Tupner,” said he, *if you are guilty.” * I am not
guilty,” replicd Tapner. “In any ease,” replicd the
Provont, ** jon are a sinler, os we all are.  You have not
served Giad,  Rend this book.” "Tapner took it, and
when the Provost entered the eoli an hounr later he found
hiu, book in linnd, bursting inte tears.

* Iis Insi interview with his wife was heartrending,”
auid the Provost.  “ Nevertheleag this woman was aware
of his intrigue with her sister, But who can fathom all
the mynteries of furgiveness 2

The night before my visit to the privon, Mr. Pearce,
one of the two chapluing who hnd attended Tapner on
the day of his death, came to see me at Hauteville Kouse
with the I'rovost. I anhed Alr, Pearce—a very venerable
and dignified gentleman:
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“Did Tapner know that I was interested in
him ¢”

* Certainly, sir,” replied Mr. Pearce. ‘‘He was very
much touched by your intervention, and very grateful for
it, and he particularly asked that you might be thanked
on hig behali:”

I note as a characteristic detail of the liberty of the
English Prees that at the time of Tapner's execution all
the newspapers in the island having more or less de-
wmanded it, and being very much shocked by my letter to
Lord Palmerston, agreed to pass over in silence the cir-
cumstances which Mr. Pearce revealed to me. They
seemed to want to moke it appear that the condemned
man himself wns on the side of the gnllows, and if I had
liked, I might have believed that Tapner was angry
with me.

“ There is,” said the I'rovost to me, * another thing of
which you are ignorant, and whick wae also passed over
in silence. You think you completely failed in your
intervention, and neverthelesa you have goined an enor-
mous victory, of which you have no iden. Thia island
is like the whole of England, a country of trndition,
‘What has been done yesterday, must be done to-day, to
be done again to-marrow. Now, tradition ordained that
the condemned man should go to the gallows with a rope
round his neck. Trudition orduined that the gallows
ghould be erected on the beach, and that the eondemned
to reach it should mareh through the moat publie
thoroughfares of the town, the College quarters, the
High Street, and the Esplanade. On the ocension of the
last execution, twenty-five years ago, it had been so
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arranged. 8o of course it must take place in the same
way with Tupuer. After your letter they did not dare
to do it. They aaid, let ns hang the man, but in
secret. They were ashamed. You did not tie the hands
of capilal punishment, but you made it blush. They gave
up the eord round the neck, the gibbet on the beach, the
procession through the streets and the erowd. It was
decided that Tapuer should be banged in private in the
prison garden. Nevertheless the law willed that the exe-
cution should be in public, and the matter was arranged
by my signing tichets of admission for 200 peopls.
Fecling the sawe distrese as they, and more, I agreed to
all they decided upon. T signed tickets for those who
wanted themw., Nevertheless u difficulty presented itself
~—the gurden adjeining the prison is separated from it by
the same wall as that of the yard. The dvor of this
garden is in College Btreet—to reach this door it was
necendary for ihe condemned man to leave the prison and
walk about 100 paces in pablic. They did not dare to
liave this done, bo to aveid it they made a hole in the
wall and fet Tapuer pasa through it. Decency begins
to manifval itself.”

I do not reproctuce here the exact words of the sheriff,
but the exact meaning.

*“ Well,"” aaid I, * show me this garden.”

¢ The breach is clused, the wall is re-bailt ; T will take
your roumnd by the street.”

At the moment of learving the prison the gavler brought
me some of the soup which is supplied to the prisoners,
and inviting me to taste it, handed to me a large and very
clean tin spoon. X tasted the soup, which is good and
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wholesome. The bread is excellent. I compeared it in
my mind to the horrible bread of the French prisons
which they showed me at the Conciergerie, and which is
earthy, clammy, and fetid; often full of worms, and
mouldy.

It was raining ; the weather wes grey and lowering.

It was not really more than a hundred paces from the
prison to the entrance of the garden. We turned to the
left, up College Street, along the high dark wall. All
at onece, the Provost stopped in front of a rather low door.
On the panels of the door, which Ieads to the place where
this man, roined throogh drunkenneas and the want of
education, met his death, there aro several strips of old
bills—yellow, white, green—relating to all kinds of things,
on which the rain which effaced them, and the weather
which had torn them fo picces, had only left two words
distinguishable—Uwiversar Epvcarton--TEMIERANCE.

The Provost had a great key in his hand and unlocked
the door, which probably had not been opened since the
day of the last execution, and which grated noisily on ita
hinges. We entered.

The Provost shut the door behind us. We found our-
selves in & narrow square space, shut in on three sides by
high walls, and opening on the fourth side on a steep
gtairease, which was dark thongh in the open air. Oppo-
site the staircase, the Provost pointed out to me the
repaired breach in the wall. Through that breach
Tapner had passed ; the stairease was the first Indder to
the gallows. He had mounted it. Wemonnted it. I do
not know why I comnted the steps at that moment;
there were fourteen of them. This staircase loads to an
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obleng and narrow garden, overlooked by another, which
forms a terrace.  'We reach this by seven granite, stops
like the fourteen we have already traversed.

At the top of these maven steps we are in full view of
2 bare encloscd space, a hundred feet square, surrounded
by low walls intersected by two transverse avenues, which
form 8 cross in the centre. This is what they call the
garden. Here Tapner was banged.

The December sleet continued to fall; a few briar
rustled in the wind. There were no flowers or verdure
in the garden, but only one little, thin, stunted froit-tree
at one of the four corners formed by the intersection of
the walks, The whole appearance was hesrirending. It
wax one of those sad places whicl: are made melancholy
by the sun aud gloomy by the rain.

This garden does not belong to any homse, It is
nobody's garden, except that of the spectre which has
been Jeft Lltere; it is deserted, abandoned, ancultivated,
tragic. Other gardens surround and isolate it. It has
no connexion with the town, with life, with men—except
through the prison. The houses in the low-lying streeis
which surround it are visible afar off, and present the
appoarance of scared faces looking over the wall into this
ill.omened place.

Beeing on one gide a sort of little walk, low, narrow,
long, and rather deep, on which abutted the first fourteen
steps, and on the other this funereal garden, intersected
by those two transversal alleys, it was impossible not to
think of a grave by the side of which had been spread
out the funeral drapery cloth with the cross.

We lad on our right a wall which is the top of the
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great wall in which the gate is let in, and of which one
soes the back from the ptreet. A walk lower than the
rest of the garden skirta this wall A range of thick
rusty tenter-hocks, and of long, thin sticks, silvered
and polished by the frost, were fixed vertically o the
wall at distances of gix fo eight paces, indicating that
formerly there had been an espalier here. It has now
disappeared, and nothing of the sticks is left but a sort
of skeleton.

A few paces further, we reach a flight of three steps,
which leads from the garden to the walk, Ilere we
notice more sticks in the wall. Tley reappear agein a
little farther on, leaving a space of fiftcen feet unoccupied.

Here the Provost stopped in silence. 1 saw that the
aticks were wanting, and I understood. This was where
the scaffold had been erected. Locking up, one sees
nothing except the broken glaes upon the wall, and the
round tower of the neighbouring chureh, painted yellow
and grey.

The scaffold was erected here. Tapner turned fo the
left, took the middle walk, and reached, by one of the
arms of the cross formed by the walks, the steps of the
gallows placed immediately above the three steps I have
mentioned. He mounted on the platform, and thence,
while he was saying his last prayers, he could =zee the
sea-birds flying in the distance; the pale clouds of Fab-
ruary, the ocean, immensity yonder; and at the same
time, by the opening in his mind at that dark hour,
he could perceive the mystery, the unknown future, the
euclrj;mentu of the tomb—God, infinity above.

The gallows was composed of two supports and a cross
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bar; in the centre of this bar, a rope with a knot at the
end hung over a clesed trap-door. On this trap, the
snare of the law, Tapner was placed, and remained
standing while the noose was ndjusted round his neck.
From the street behind the wall, from the College garden
at the other side of the street, could be seen the aupporis
of the gallows, the cord, the knot, and the back of the
condemned man until the trap-door was opened and he
fell. Then he disappeared from the view of the specta-
tors outside.

From the interior of the garden, and from the houses
of whirl T have already spoken, could be seen the rest.

The punishment was that frightfal thing which I had
deacribed in my letter to Lord Palmerston. The Provost
recalled it to my mind, and confirmed all the details,
He considered 1 had rather attenuated than exsggerated
them.

At the moment when Tapner fell, the cord tightened,
and he remained fifteen or twenty seconds motionless,
and as if he were dend.  The Queen’s representative, the
chaplains, the magistrates, believing that it was all over,
or funcying that it had not begun, hurried away, the
Provost told me, and the DProvost remained alone with
the eriminal, the cxecutioner, and the sight-secrs. I
described the agony of the unhappy wretch, and how the
executioner had to drag him down by the feet.

Tayner being dead, and the law satisfied, superstition
now asscrted itself; it never fails 1o come to the rendezvous
given to it by the gullows. Epileptics came, and could
not be prevented from seizing the convulsive hand of the
dead man and passing it frantically over their faces, The
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dead man was cut down in an hour, and then there was
« rush te pillage the rope. AIl present sprang forward.
and each one claimed a piece; but the sheriff tock it and
threw it in the fire.

When it was burned, some men enme and collected the
ashes.

The wall against which the gallows was erccted sup-
ported a hut, which occupied the south-east angle of the
garden ; this is where the corpse was taken. They ma¢q
ready a table, and a plasterer whom they found thed
made a cast of the man's face. The visage, vhan on
deformed by strangulation, had resumed its nloyed
appearance, and bore the expression of sleep. Th
being removed, ealmness returned. It sppears:count
death, even after eapital punishment, always wishes.y of
serene, and as if ity Inst word is always pence.

I went to this hovel; the door was open; it wns a
miserable cell, scnrcely plastered, which scrved as @
garden shed. Some tools were hung upon the wall. This
apartment wasx lighted Dby a window opcuing into the
garden, and by another loohing into the street, which Lad
been closed up when Tapner was brought there, and
bad not since Lecn re-opened. With the exception of
the table, which bad disappeared, the place was the same
as when the corpse had been there. Tle closed window
was then closed ; the shutter which had been pat up by
the hangman remained shat. In front of this window
was a plece of farniture, full of little drawers, some of
which swere missing. On this, beside a broken bottle
and some dried flowers, stood one of these drawers full
of plaster. It was the same plaster which had Leen used,
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I opened at hazard another drawer, and foond more
plaster, with the imprinis of fingers. The floor was
littered with discoloured grassand dead Iesves. A net was
thrown into a corner on & heap of dust. Near the door,
in an angle of & wall, was & shovel, the gardener’s shovel
at probably, or the gravedigger's,
of . Towards four o'clock in the afterncon, the body being
eonden.neaily cold, the sheriff put Tapner in the coffin. They
fell, 'Ttid not bury him. They did not go to the expense of a
tors outsianding-sheet; they simply nailed him down with his
From the 3¢ on.  In Guernsey, the clothes of the decensed are
of which | havs property, not, ns in London, the hangman's per-
The punisly. At nightiall, ten or twelve persons only being
deseribed in nt, they earried the coflin to the cemetery, where a
recalled it tohad been dug in the morning.
He consi”* You must see everything,” said the Provost; so we
them. went out, and I followed him. We planged into the poor
At thoronghfures, and mrived in 8 narrow, steep, angular
and  street lined with hovels, at the comer of which I read,
and .  Lemarchand Street.  The Provost left me, went down s
cha*  dark alley, and came back with the key, which seemed
o larger thun the key of the garden. An instant afier we
were in front of & great folding door.

My cenductor opened this door, and we found our-
selves in a sort of dark and lofty shed.

“ ook up,” raid the Provost; * you have before yon
the gallows of Beasse."

Thir Béasse, who was hanged in 1880, was a French-
man ; he had been as a subaltern through the Spanish war
of 1823 under the Duke d’Angouléme; then, becoming
rich through a leguey or some other means, he retired to
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Guernsey. There, with hia income of 15,000 francs, he
was a gentloman. He bought a fine house, and became
8 grandee. In the evening he played cards with the
magistrate, M. Daniel Le Brocg.

‘When any one went to see Béasse he sometimes found
a man working in his gerden planting euttings, grafting,
deatroying the caterpillars on the trees, straightening
the espaliers. This gardener was the hangman. The
bhangman of Guernsey was a skilful horticulturist and
shunned by all ; man being unfriendly to him, he twned
to Nature, and wns no less skilful in the garden than on
the gallows. Beasse, having no prejudices, employed
him.

Béagse was therefore looked on with favour on nccount
of his pounde, even by the haughty aristocracy of
Guernsey, even by the forty and the aixty.

One day it was noticed that hig servant was about to
have a child. Then the symptom disappeared, What hud
become of the child? The neighbours were aroused ;
rumonrs were circulated. The police paid Béasse a visit;
two conetables came with & doctor. The doetor saw the
servant, who was in bed; then the constables said to
Béasse: *“The woman has been confined. There was a
child; we must find it.” Béagse, who up to that
moment had declared he did not know what they wanted,
took a slfovel, went into a corner of his garden, and
began to dig furionsly. Omne of the constables, thinking
that he wished to give a blow with the spadc to something
which was buried, and afterwurds pags the wnark off as an
sccidental wound, took the spade himself and countinued
to dig more carefully. In a moment or so the child wus

L
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discovered. The poor little thing had one lsrding-pin
buried in its mouth and another at the other end of the
body. Déasse denied that he was the father of the child.
He was tried, condemned to be hanged, and it was his
friend the magistrate, Daniel Lo Brocg, who vead out to
him hie sentence of death.

His property was confiscated.

The Provost, after relating this horrible story, said:
* Béanre was deficient in coclness. By going himself to
dig up the ground where the body was, he ruined himgelf.
He could easily have saved himself. He had only to say,
*Fhe child was dead. I gave it to be buried to a beggar
who was passing, and to whomn I gave a lonie. I don't
kuow who he is, and I should not know himn agein.’ No
one could have proved the contrary. No one wonld
bave known what hiad become of the child, and he could
not have been condemned, Gruernsey being still raled
by the Norman custom, which insists on material proof—
corpus dilicti—hefore condemnation.

The Provost asked me : ** Would you have maintained
ihe inviolability of human life for Béasse as you did for
Tapner?"” “ Unyuestionably,” I eaid. * This Tapuer
spd this DBéesse are scoundrels, but principles never
ussert their grandeur and beuuty so well as when they
defend those whom even pity does not defend.”

At the time when Béusse was convicted, the Revelution
of 1830 broke ont. He then said to the same My, Martin
now Provost: “ I wonld rather be in Franee to be shot
than in Guernsey to be banged.”

Mere is a delail. The wmagistrate was a friend of his,
und had to pronounce sentence on him ; his gardener was
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the hangman who exeonted him. The magistrate did not
hegitate. But behind the gardener there was a man.
Perhaps the gardengr had lost the art of hanging. Per-
hape his hands, after {raining roges and lilies, were
incapeble of making nooscs. Perhaps quite honestly, this
legnlieed slayer was kinder than the law, and was digin-
clined to stretch the neck of the man whose bread he had
eaten. At any rate, the day after the sentence the hang-
man of Guernsey disappeared. He escaped in some
smuggling cutter, and left Saint Peter’s. They sought
for him. They searched the island; but he never
returned.

The matter hed to be considered.

A man, an Englishman, was ip prison for some offence
or other. They offered him a parden if he wounld become
the exeeutioner, and hang Béasse to begin with. Men
cal! that a pardon. The prisoner accepted. Justice
preathed again. It had foreseen the time when its
death's-head would no longer have anything to devour,
not that the upper jaw, the judge, would havo failed, but
because the lower jaw, the hangman, had disappesred.,

The day of exeecntion mrived.

DBéasae was led 1o the gallows with the rope round hin
neck, through the streets on to the beach. He was the
last who was sunbjected to this ceremonial of the gallowa.
On the scaffold, at the moment when the dreadful white
eap was being pulled over his eyes, he turned towards
the crowd, and as if he wished to leave a painful impres-
sion behind him, he threw at the spectators this phrase,
which might be attered by a eriminal as well &z by an
innocent man : * It iz only crime that dishonours 1
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I{ was some time before the platform fell. Tt had no
teap-door, and had to fall down entire. It wasfestened
to the planks at the exiremities of the seaffold by cords
which had to be cat on one side in order that it might
disappear while remaining suspended on the other. The
hanginan, the pardoned prisoner, the same inexperienced
wretch who, 35 years later, hanged Tapner, tovk an axe
and cut the cord ; but as he was nervous, he was a long
time abont it, The erewd murmured, and did not think
of saving the culprit, though they nearly stoned the
hangman.

T bad thia seaffold over my head.

I looked np as the Provost requested me to do.

The hut in whichh we were had a pointed roof, of which
the woodwurk inside wag bare. Upon the heams of this
roof, und immediately over our heads, were placed two
long joiats, which had been the supports of Béaszse’s
gibbet. At the upper end of these could be seen the
holes in which the eross-bar had been inserted, to which
the cord was fastenzed, This Lar had bevn taken out,
and was lying with the joists. Towards the centre of
these joist beams were nailed two wooden knobs, the
projecting parts of which had served to support the
pintform of the gallows.” Theee two beams, supported by
the timber-work of the roof, themsclves supported a
massive, long, narrow plank, from the ends of which hung
pome ropes. This plank was the platform of the gibbet,
and those cords were the same which the hangman had
been so long cotting. Behind, could be perceived a kind
of atep-ladier, with flat wooden steps, Iving near the plat-
form, Béasse had ascended this. All this hideons
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machine—supports, eross-beams, platform, lndder—waa
painted iron.grey, and seemed to have been used more
than once. Rope marks could be seen on the beams
here and there; two or three long ladders of ordinary
make were leaning against the wall.

Near these ladders, in the left-hand corner from where
we atood, the Provost showed me a kind of wooden lnttice
composed of a number of disused templets.

“What is that ?” I asked him.  One would say it
ia a cage."—" Tt ig & cage; it is the pillory,” he replied.
#Jt is fifieen or twenty years since they used to put that
ap in the market-place and expose eriminals in it. It is
now out of date.”

Like the gallows of Béasse, this cage was painted a dark
grey. Formerly, the cage was of iron, then it was made
of wood and painted to look like irom, then it was done
away with. That is, and will continue to be, the history
of all the old penal systems.

Dust and darkmess now cover this apparatus of terror.
Tt rote in one of the dark corners of oblivion, Bpiders
have found this pillory cage a good place to spin their
webs in and to catch flies.

The platform of the old gibbet having acted badly for
Béasse, & new one was bnilt- expressly for Tapner,
They adopted the English system of the trap, which
opens under the victim. * An officer of the garrison
invented for the opening of this trap s very ingenions
oontrivance,” said the Provost, “and it was made
use dl’

I had come back to the peaffold of Béasse. Looking
again at one of the ends of the cord, I could ses the
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grooves which the axe in the trembling handa of the
hangman had made. .

“ Now, sir,” said the Provost, * turn round.”

He pointed out in the other compartment of the shed,
also in the beams of the roof, a quantity of woodwork of
the roddy hue of the fir-trec. This was like a bundle of
planke and beams thrown pell ntell together, amongst
which one could distinguish a long and heavy ladder with
flat stepa like the other, which appeared to me enormous.
They were all clean, new, fresh and forbidding. It was
the seaflold of Tapner.

It had not been thought necessary to paint it an iron
eolonr, One could see the beams, one could distinguish
the crossbeam, one could count the planks of the plat-
form and the steps of the ladder. T was considering from
the sume point of view the ladder which had borne Béaese
and the indder which Taprer had mounted. I could not
keep my eyes off those steps, which had been trodden by
ghostly steps, und to which were added, farther than my
mind’s eye could reach, the sombre steps of the infinite.

The shed in which we were is composed of two build-
ings, the geometrical plan of which presents a right angle,
in the form of a square or & gibbet. The opening of the
square is cccupied by a little triangular eourt which
suggests the knife of the guillotine. Urass grows between
the puving-stones. The roin was falling there—it was
repulsive,

This fanereal shed formerly served as s stable for the
country magistrates when they came to sit in the fown.
One can still see the numbers on the boxes in which they
atabled their horses while they were on the bench. I
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atopped between the two posts marked B and 4, Anold
broken basket was lying on the ground at the botiom of
the stall between the two posts; above this stall the
largest beams of the gallows were stored.

“For whom do you keep them there?" I said to the
Provost. * What iz going to be done with them? This
wood would keep a poor family warm during the whole
winter.”

Between the figures 8 and 4, one could perceive ligh
up on the roof a startling olject, the trap that opened
under the feet of Tapuer. One could see the bottom of
it, the massive black bolt, the hinges that turned apon
eternity, and the two black joists which united the planks.
One also distinguished the ingenious mechanism of which
the Provost had spoken. It is this too narrow trap which
caused the death agony, The culprit could hang on by
the elbows and remain suapended from the sides. It is
acarcely three feet equare, which is not sufficient space on
account of the oscillations of the rope. However, the
Provost explained that Tapner had been badly pinioned,
so that he had been able fo move his arms; if he had been
better secured, lio would have fallen struight and wonld
not have moved. The guardian of the shed had entered
and joined us while the Provost was speaking. When
he had finished the man added: * Yes, it was the bad
pinioning of Tapner that did the mischief, otherwise it
would have been magnificent.”

Coming out of the shed, the Provost begmed to take
leavg, of me, and Mr, Tyrrell officred to eonduct mie to the
house of the plasterer who had taken a cast of Tapner,
I accepted.
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I knew ao little as yet of the streeta of the town, that
they seemed to me like a Iabyrinth.

We truversed many of the high sireets of Saint Peter
Port, where grass grows, and went down a wide street
which plunges into one of the four or five ravines
by which the town is intersected. Opposite a house,
before which grow two cypresses trimmed in the shape of
cones, there ig a stonemason’s. 'We entered the yard.
At first sight, one is struck by the number of crosses
and tombstones standing in the passage or against the
walls. A workman, alone in a shed, was cementing
together some squares of earthenware. Mr. Tyrrell
spoke to him in English. * Yes, sir,”” replied the works
man, and he went to the planks in tiers at the end of the
shed, searched among the plaster and the dust, and
brought back in the one hand a mask, and in the other a
head. These were the mask and head of Tapner,
The mask liad been coloured pink—the plaster of the
head remained white. 'The mask had beenr modelled on
the face with the whiskers and hair siill clinging to it,
then they had shaved the head and moulded it with the
gkull, the face and the neck bare. Tapner was famous
in Guerngey as Lacensire had been in Paris.

As the Provost had said, Lis face was strangely calm,
It recalled to me, in a esingular way, the admirable
Hungarian violinist Reményi. The physiognomy was
youthful and grave, the eyes vhut as if in sleep. only a
litile foam, sufficiently thick for the plaster to have taken
the impression, remained at the corner of the ypper
lip, which gave to the face, when regarded for a long
while, & sort of ironical sneer, Although the elasticity
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of the flesh made the neck at the moment of moulding
very nearly the natural size, the mark of the cord was
plainly visible, and the running knot, distinetly imprinted
under the right ear, had left & hideons swelling.

I wanted to take this bead. They sold it to me for
three franeca.

I had still to make the third stage in this thorny way,
for erime has its own as well as vivtue.

* Where is Tapner’'s grave ? " I asked Tyrrell.

He made a gesinre and walked on; I followed him.

At Guernsey, as in all English cities, the cemetery is
in the town, in the midst of the streets. Behind the
College, n massive building in English Gothie, which
dominates the whole town, there is one of these cemeteries,
the largest, perhaps, in Saint Peter Port. A street was
cut through it in the early years of the century, and
it is now In two parts. On the western pide lie the
Guernsey people, on the eastern side the strangers.

We passed along the sireet which separateas the two
cemeteries. This street, planted with trees, har scarcely
any houges in it, and above the walls which border if, ons
enn see tombstones upright or flat on either side.

Mr. Tyrrell showed me an open door on the right, and
paid to me : “* It is here.”

We passed through into the strangers’ portion of the
cemetery.

We found ourselves in a long parallelogram enclosed
by walls, grasr grown, in which some tumbs are scat
terpd. There was no rain, the grass wus damp, and the
long grey clouds were sweeping slowly along the <ky.

As we entered we heard the sound of a pickaxe., The
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noise ceased, and a living head and shoulders emerged
from the ground at the end of the cemetery, and regarded
us with astonishment.

It was the gravedigger digging a grave, and standing
in it waist deep.

He ceased working when he saw us, not being accus-
tomed to the entrance of living bodies, and being the
host only of an hotel of the dead.

We went towards him across the tombs. He was a
young mny., There was behind him a store already
moxsy, on which one conld read ;

Tou AXDRE JARINSKT
16th June, 1844.

As we appronched him, he resumed his work. When
wa reached the edpge of the grave he looked up, saw
uw, and tapped the ground with his spade. The ground
soubded hollow.  The man wid to as: ' There is a dead
Lody in my way there.”  Then we understood that he
Iiad come neross an old grave in digging & new one.

Iaving said that, hie, without waiting our reply, and as
if he wers {alking loss to us than to himself, bent down
and began to dig once more without troubling himself
any more about us. (ne might have supposed that his
eyes were full of the darkness of the grave, and that he
could see us no longer.

I apwke to bhim.

“ Are you the man,” I said, ¢ wha buried Tapner 2

¥Te atood up and looked at me like & man trying to
reenll something to mind.

* Tapner ?* said he.
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L 1] Ye!.”

#* The fellow who was hanged ? *

“Yes; did you bury him 7"

# No,” replied the man. ‘It was Ar. Morris, the
roanager of the cemetery. I am only a journeyman
myself.”

There seems to be a hierarchy amongst gravediggers.

I resamed :

* Can you point out the grave to me?"

“Whose grave ?”

* Tapner’s.”

The man replied :

* Close to the other man who was banged.”

“ Show me the place.”

He satretched his arm cut of the grave nnd jndicated a
spot near the gate by which we lad entered, n grasay
corner, about fifteen paces square, where there wore no
stones, The tombsiones which filled the cemetery
extended to the borders of this funcreal square, and
stopped as if there were a barrier there insurmount-
able even to death. The nearest stone bocked against
the wall of the etreet bore this epitaph, below which one
might read four lines in Englieh, hidden by bushes:

To the
Memory of
AMELIA,
daughter
of Jouv and Many Wixnecovse.

| ]
I eutered the solitary square which thr gravedigger
pointed out. I advanced slowly, my gaze bent on



350 Things Seen.

the ground. Buddenly I felt under my feet a mound,
which I had not seen because of the length of the grass.
This was where they had buried Tapper,

Tapner's grave is very near the entrance tn the
cemnetery, at the foot of & small hut where the grave-
diggers leave their spades and pickaxes. This hut stands
against the gable-end of a lurge building, at the side of
which its lofty door opens. The wall which gkirts the
square in whick Tapner is buried has e projecting top,
under which are suspended four or five ladders, fastened
with cling and padlocked. At the spot where the ladders
censo the tombs commence. Benediction and malediction
are gide by mide in the cemetery, but they do not mingle.
Near ihe shed one distinguishes anotlier mound, more
elongated, and not so prominent as that of Tapner.
This is where Béasse is buried.

I spoke to the gravedigger.

“ Do you know where the hangman lives who hanged
Tapner ?"

** The hangman is dend," he veplied,

* When did he die 2"

* Three months after Tapner.”

“Did you bury him 2"

“ No."

“Is he here ?*

“Y don’t think so.*

*Do you know where he is?"

“1 do not kuow.”

I smatched a handful of grass from the grave of Tayner,
put it in my pucket-book, and came away.
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1 October.

I wext to see M. Thicrs for Rochefort. At half-past
twelve depmture for Versailles. In the train s man with
yellow gloves seemed to recognise me, and looked at me
angrily.

Arrival at Versailles at half-past one. Ruin and sun-
ghine. At two o'clock I entered the Prefecture, where
M. Thiers lives. I was couducted into s room draped
with crimson silk.

A moment afterwards, Thierse entered. He held ount
his hand, and I took it, He led me through corridors
and staireases to a secluded apartment where he had a
small fire lighted. We conversed. The interview was
& long one and was somewhat cordisl. I congratulated
him on what he had done for the liberation of the
territory, and added: “But there is s great pgulf
between my opinion and yours. Between uz there are
dissensions in which you remain firm, and so do I; but a
mutual examination of conscience is possible. The so-
ealled Commigsion for Pardons is so ferceious that we cun-
not hope for any official commutation for Rochefort, but
in default of that we may have a commutation in fact.”
This is what I obtained from Thiers for Rochefort.

Rochefort will not be sent away yet. He will undergo
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his punishment in a French fortress. I objected to a
fortress, to Belle Inle, to Mont Saint-Michel.

Thiiers waid to e : 1 will bear your wish in mind ; X
will do more.” I declured in fuvour of Nice. Rochefort
will be able to sec his family ne much as he pleases.
Hu, o he must live, he will be alle to write the history of
Napoleon IEHL us he wishes to do, and then in six or
seven months the wmnesty will come and he will be free.

I should add that Thiern went a good deal into
detuils.  Notably hee deseribed to me the private scenes
in the Assembly wand in the councils of war, and his
cowersation witl the Emperor of Austria about the
Emperor of Germany, whom the Faaperor of Austria calls
oy unele.” Suddenly be stopped and remarked : 1
lave said too much.”  Then continuing, e said @ ¢ No;
I know what an honest jwan 1 have to denl with,” apd I
told L he nnght rest pssured.  For this reason 1 do
not relate the conversation more in detail

He waid: T nm like you, 8 conqaered man with the
air of a conquerer. 1, like yourself, am in the midst of
a whirlwind of abuse. A hundred jourzale drag sy name
in the gutter every moruing, but I de not read them.” 1
replied : * That ix precisely my case, and,” I added, ** to
read diatribes iz to breathe the decompodition of one's
reptitution.”  He luaghed and shook honds nith me.

I called his uttemtion to the strocities already com-
mittel, and | recommended him not to execate any of the
eondemued.

I begged that he would muzzle thuse people in epaulets,
I insisted on an amnosty, and be replied: I am ouly &
poor devil of a dictator in a black coat.”
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The interview began at n guarter-past two and lasted
antil holipast three.

At four o’clock I started for Paris.

In the train were two young officers fresh from Saint.
‘Cyr, and 8 young woman with & young man, probably her
busband. She was reading a paper, the Edlipe,
in which was a caricature of Henry V. by Gill. 1 waa
looking at Siévres and the woods of Meudon. Suddenly
the young woman pointed to a line in the paper, and
paid : “ Ah! very good, Victor Huge" “ Take care,”
said the young man, “he is there” And he pointed
me out discreetly. The young women took wy hat,which
was in the rack, kissed the crape upon it, and then vhe
said to me:

“*Yon have suffered grestly, sir. Continne to defend
the vanquished.” Then she wept.

I kinged her hand. She was a charming crenture, and
had benutiful eyes.

T assisted her to descend from the train at Pariy, anid
after saluting her, we went our way in opposite directions
il mixed with the erowd.
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31at Decemnber,

I mave had for friends and allies, I have seen suc-
cesnively pans lLicfore mw, and according to the changes
and chances of destiny, I have received in my house,
sometimes In intimacy: of chancellors, peers, dukes,
Pasquier, Pontécoulant, Montalembert, Bellune, and
of grent men, Lamennais, Lamartine, Chateanbriand ; of
Prenidents of the Jlepnblie, Manin; of leaders of revolu-
tion, ¥.ouis Blanc, Montanelli, Arago, Héliade; of leaders
of the peuple, Guribaldi, Mazzini, Kossnth, Mieroslawski ;
of artists, Rossini, David 1)’ Angers, Pradier, Meverbeer,
Eugine Delacroix ; of Marshals, Sounlt, Mackan; of Ser-
geanta, Bomi, Heurtebire ; of Bishops, the Cardinal of
Resancon, M. de Rohan, the Cardinal of Bordeaux, M.
Donnet ; and of comudians, Frederick-Lemaitre, Mdlle.
Rachel, Mdlle. Mars, Mdme. Dorval, Macready; of
Ministers and Ambassadors, Moli, Quizot, Thiers, Lord
Pabaerston, Lord Normanby, M. de Ligue; and of
peasants, Charles Durand; of Princes, Imperial and
Royal Highnesses and plain Highnesses, the Duke of
Orleans, Ermnest of Saxe-Coburg, the Princens of Canino,
Louis, Charles, Pierre, and Napoleon Bonaparte ; “and of
ahvemakers, Giuay ; of Kings snd Emperors, Jerome of
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Westphalin, Max of Bavaria, the Emperor of Brasil;
and of, street conjurors, Bourilion. I haye sometimes
had at one and the mame time in my two hands the gloved
and white hand of the upper class, and the heary black
hand of the lower class, and have recogmised that there
is bnt one man. After all theae have passed before me,
I say that Homanity has 2 synonym—FEquality; and
that under Heuven there is but one thing that one should
bow to—QCenius; nud but one thing that one sheuld
kneel to—{romdneas,
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