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THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY.

CHAPTER L
THE INN OF THE BRIDGE OF SEVRES.

THE well-known manufacturing village of Sévres lies
somewhere about half-way between Paris and Versailles,
At the door of the inn adjoining the bridge a personage
was standing who is to play an important part in our
harrative.

He was forty-five or forty-eight years of age. e was
dressed as a workman, that is to say, had velvet breeches
with leather facings at the pockets, like those worn by
locksmiths and blacksmiths. He wore gray stockings,
and shoes with copper buckles, and had on a woolen cap,
like that of a lancer cut in half. A perfect forest of gray
hair escaped from his cap and hung over his eyes, which
were large, open, and intelligent, and flashed so wildly
and so quickly that it was impossible todefine their celor.
The other features were a nose rather large than small,
heavy lips, white teeth, and a bronzed cemplexion.

Though not large, his figure was admirable. He had
delicate limbs, a small foet, and his hand weuld have
seemed so, too, had it not the bronze tint of that of all
who work in iron.

Ascending from the hand to the elbow, and thence as
far as the rolled-up sleeve suffered it to be visible, it might
have been seen, in spite of the volume of muscle, that the
skin was soft and fair.

This man had come an hour before from Versailles. In
reply to questions asked by the innkeeper when he
brought him a bottle of wine, he had said : The queen,
with the king and dauphin, was coming ; that they set
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ont about noon, and they were about to occupy the Tnil-
eries, the consequence of which would be that Paris, hav-
ing in it “the baker, his wife, and the baker’s boy,”
would not want bread.

He was waiting to see the cortége pass.

The assertion might be true, yet it was easier to see that
he looked oftener toward Paris than toward Versaiiles.

After a few minutes he seemed satisfied, for a man clad
almost as he was, and apparently of the same condition,
was seen to approach the inn.

The newcomer walked heavily, like one who had made
& long jomurney. His age might be that of the unknown
man, that is to say, as people usunally do, that he was on
the wrong side of forty. Ilis features betokened him to
be a man of common inclinations and vulgar instinets.

The stranger looked curiously at the newcomer, as if
he wished at one glance to measure all the impurity and
wickedness of the man.

When the workman who came from Paris was about
twenty paces from the man who awaited him, the latter
poured out the first glass of wine into one of two glasses
which stood on the table.

“Ah! ha!” said he, it is cold, and the journey is
long. Let us drink, and warm ourselves up.”

The man from Paris looked around to see who gave him
this invitation. ¢ Do yon speak to me ?” said he.

“Whom else should I'? ° There is no other person
present,” was the reply. S

‘“ Why offer me wine ?”

“Why not ?” "

“Ah!”

It is because we are of the same, or nearly the same
trade.”

“ Everybody may be of the same trade. It is necessary,
however, to know whether one be companion or master.”

““Well, we will drink a glass of wine, chat, and find out
which is the case.”

“ Very well,” said the workman, advancing toward the
door of the inn., .
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The stranger led the newcomer to the table, and gave
him the glass.

¢ Al 1” gaid he, ¢ this is Burgundy.”

““Yes ; the brand was recommended to me, and I do
not regret that I ordered it. There is yet wine in the
bottle, and other bottles in the cave.”

¢ What are you about now ?”

“Iam from Paris, and await the coming of the royal
cortége, which I intend to accompany to Paris.”

¢ What mean you ?”

“The king, queen, and dauphin return to Paris with
the market-women, two hundred members of the assembly,
and the National Guard under the command of La-
fayette.”

¢ La Bourgeois has then resolved to go to Paris 2 ”

¢ e had to do so.”

‘“So I thought, at three last night, when I left for
Paris.”

¢“Ah! I was curioug to know what would become of
the king, especially as I know him. This is no boast. A
man who has a wife and three children must feed them,
especially when there is no longer a Royal Forge.”

The stranger said only, ‘‘Then business took you to
Parig 2 ”

“Yes; and on my honor, I was well paid for it.” As
he spoke, the man rattled scveral coins in his pocket.
¢ The money, however,” said he, *° was given me by a ser-
vant ; what is worst of all, by a German servant. That
was wrong.”

¢ Ah,” said the stranger, like a man who advances
slowly, but yet advances, ‘‘ you are on a business which is
important, and well paid for ?”

¢4 Yiese)

“ Because it is difficult ?”

1Tk ise2

¢ A secret lock—hey ?”

¢ An invisible door.”

“ An invisible door ! I imagine a man in a honse, who
finds it necessary to hide himself. Well, the bell is rung.
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Where is monsienr ? he is not in ? No, he is; look for
him. He is looked for. Good evening. I defy any one
to find monsieur. An iron door with oak paneling, you
understand, few can tell the difference.”

< But if any one touch it ?”

< Bah! just make the oak an inch thick, and no one
can tell. I could not myself.”

¢ Where made you that ?”

¢“Ahal”

¢“ Then you will not tell ?”

<1 cannot, for I do not know.”

“ You were then blindfolded ?”

<« Exactly. There was a carriage at the gate ; they said,
¢ Are you So-and-so ?’ ¢ Yes,” said L. ¢ Well, we awaited
you. Getin.” Idid. When in, my eyes were bandaged,
and the carriage was driven for nearly half an hour ; at last
the door of a great house was opened ; I stnmbled at the
first step, and then went np ten steps into the vestibule.
There I found a German servant, who said to the others,
It is well! Go away ; there is no longer any need of
you.” The others left, and the bandage was taken from
my eyes, and I was told what I had to do. I set to work,
and in one hour all was done. They paid me in good lonis
d’or. My eyes were again blindfolded. I was put in the
carriage, and taken back to the place whence I was
borne.”

‘“ The bandage mnst have been very tight to prevent one
from telling the right from the left.”

“Heu! hen!”

< Come, then,” said the stranger, ‘“tell me what you
really saw.”

““When I stumbled I took care, in a slight degree, to
derange the bandage.” 1

¢ And when yon had done so ?” said the stranger, with
equal vivacity.

“I saw a row of trees on the right, which made me
think the house was on the boulevard, that is all 1
know.”

AN
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¢ On my word of honor.”

¢That gives little information.”

“The boulevards are long, and there are many houses
with wide doors on them.”

“Then you would not recognize the house ?

The locksmith thought for a moment, and said, ¢* No,
I would not.” J

The stranger, though his face did not seem to say what
he really wished to utter, appeared satisfied, and said :
““Well, then, it seems there are no locksmiths, since
people send to Versailles for one to make a seeret
door.”

Ie then filled the glasses.again, and knocked on the
table with the empty bottle, that the innkeeper might
bring a full one.

‘“Yes, there are locksmiths in Parig, but there are mas-
ters and professors.”

¢ Ah, I see ; like St. Eloi, you are one of the latter.”

“Tam. Do you belong to the trade ? ”

‘“ Something of the sort.”

¢ What are you ?”

¢ A gunsmith.”

‘“Have you any of your work about you ?”

¢ Do you see this gun ?”

The locksmith took the gun, looked carefully at it, tried
the lock, and approved of the click of the springs, then
reading the name on the breech, said :

¢¢ Impossible, my friend. Leclerc cannot be older than
twenty-eight. Do not be offended, but you and I are close
on fifty.”

“True, I am not Leclerc ; but I am just the same.”

“Howso?”

I am his master.”

¢“Ah! that is just as if I had said I am not the king,
but his master.”

“ What mean you ?”

‘‘ Becanse I am the king’s master.”

“Ah?t have I the honor to speak to Monsieur Ga-
main 2
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““You have, and if I could, I would serve you,” said the
locksmith, delighted at the effect he had produced.

¢¢ Diable ! Idid not know I was talking to a man of such
consequence.”

X3 Ah ! »

¢ To a man of such consequence,” repeated the stranger.
¢ Tell me, is it pleasant to be a king’s master ?”

“Why ?”

¢¢1 think it very humiliating for one man to be forced
to call another ¢ your majesty.””

« I did not have to do so. When at the forge, I called
him Bourgeois, and he called me Gamain. We spoke to-
gether familiarly.”

¢ Yes, but when dmner-txme came you were sent to eat
with the servants.”

‘Not a bit of it; a table ready served was brought to
me at the shop, and at breakfast he often said : ‘Bah ! I
will not go to see the queen, for then I will not have to
wash my hands.””

‘T do not see.”

“Why, when the king worked in iron as we do, his
hands were like ours. That does not, however, keep us
from being honest people; but the queen used to say :
¢ Fy, sire, your hands are dirty.” Just as if one could work
in a shop and have clean hands. I tell you, he was never
happy, except when in his geographical library, his study,
or when he was with me. I think, though, he liked me
best.”

¢ Such a pupil as a king must have been a famous busi-
ness for yon.”

‘“Not a bit ; you are mistaken. I wish devoutly it was
80 ; for though the master of Louis XVI., the Restorer of
France, while all the world thinks me as rich as Creesus,
I am poor as Job.”

““You poor? What on earth does he do with his
money, then ?”

¢ One half goes to the poor, the other half to the rich,
80 that he never has a penny. The Coigny, the Vaundreuil,
and Polignac gnaw the poor fellow away. Ile wished to
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reduce Coigny’s salary, and made Coigny come to the
door of the shop, and after about five minutes, he came
in as pale as possible, saying, ¢ On mjy honor, I thought
he would beat me !’ ¢But his salary, sire,” said I. ¢Oh,
I let it stand as it is. I could not help it.” A few days
afterward he sought to make some remarks to the queen
about the pension of Madame de Polignac; only think,
three hundred thousand francs ; a nice thing.”

¢ Bah! it was not enongh. For the queen made him
give her five hundred thousand. Thus, you see, these
Polignacs, who a few years ago had not a sou, are abount
to leave France with millions. That wonld be nothing
had they auny talent, but give the whole of them an anvil
and sledge, and not one can shoe a horse or make a key.
They, however, like knights, as they say they are, have
urged the king forward, and now leave him to get on as
he can with Bailly, Mirabeau, and Lafayette ; while to
me, who would have given him such good advice, bis
master, his friend, who first put the file in his hand, he
has given only fifteen hundred crowns a year.”

¢ But you work with him, and something good falls in
from day to-day.”

“ What ! I work with him? No. Itwould compromise
me. Since the taking of the Bastile, I have not put my
foot inside of the palace. Once or twice I met him, the
street was full of people, and he bowed to me. The
second time was on the Satory road, and he stopped his
carriage. ¢ Well, poor Gamain,’ said he, ‘things do not
go on as you wish them to. This will, however, teach you.
But how are your wife and children ?” ¢ Well, very well,’
said, I. ¢ Iere,” said the king, ¢make them this present
for me.” He searched his pockets, and all the money he
could find was nine louis. ¢ This is all I have,’ said he,
¢and I am ashamed to make you so poor a present.” You
will agree with me that a king who has nine louis ouly,
and who makes his comrade so poor a present, must be
badly off.”

“You did not take them ?”

¢Yes, I did. You must always take, for somebody else
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wounld. It is, however, all right, for I will never go to
Versailles, though he sent for me again and again. He
does not deserve it ; and when I think that he had ten
thonsand bottles of wine, each of which was worth a dozen
of this, and that he never said to one of his servants, < Take
a basket to Gamain.” Ah ! he. preferred that his Swiss,
his body-guard, and his Flemish soldiers should have it.”

““ Well,” said the stranger, ‘“so it is with kings ; they
are ungrateful. We are, however, no longer alone.” At
that moment two men and a fishwoman entered the room,
and sat at a table near the one at which Gamain and the
stranger were drinking the second bottle.

The locksmith looked at them with an attention which
made the stranger smile.

The party, however, was worthy of attention.

One of the men was all torso ; the other all legs. The
woman it is not so easy to describe.

The torso was like a dwarf, for he was hardly five feet
high. He perbaps lost an inch or two from the fact that
he was knock-kneed. His face, instead of lessening his
deformity, seemed to make it more apparent, for his
straight and dirty hair was flattened on his head, and his
badly marked brow seemed to have grown haphazard.
His eyes were usnally glassy, but, when irritated, flashed
like those of a viper. His nose was flat, and made his
high cheek-bones the more apparent. To make everything
more hideous, his yellow lips covered but half a dozen
black and broken teeth.

The veins of this man seemed filled with mingled blood
and poison.

The second, different from the first, who had short legs,
looked like a crane on stilts. His resemblance was the
more striking, since humpbacked like the crane, with his
head sunken between his shonlders, it was to be distin-
guished only by its red eyes and its long-pointed nose.
Like the heron, too, it seemed to have the feculty of ex-
tending its neck at will, and picking out the eyes of any
person it pleased. This, however, was nothing, for the
arms seemed to have an equal elasticity, for, seated as he
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was, he could at once pick up a handkerchief on the floor,
with which to wipe his brow.

The third was an amphibious being, the family, but not
the sex, of which could be recognized. It was either a
man or woman of thirty or of thirty-four years, and wore
the dress of a fishwoman, with chains of gold, and ear-
rings, lace cape, etc. Iler features, as far as they could
be distinguished through the coating of rouge above them,
were worn and faded. When one had once seen her, one
waited with anxiety until she should open her mouth,
with the expectation that her voice, better than ber ap-
pearance, would give some indication which might be
definite. All this, though, was nothing, for her soprano
voice left the examiner in equal doubt, for the ear was
not more positive than the eye.

The shoes and stockings of the woman and the two
men indicated that they had walked in the mud long and
far.

“ Strange !” said Gamain, ‘but I think I know that
woman,”

¢ Perhaps,” said the stranger; ‘but, my dear fellow,
when you see three persons together, be sure they have
business to attend to. Let us not bore them.” He took
up his gun, and proposed to go.

‘Do you know them ? »

““Yes, by sight. I swear I have seen the woman some-
where.”

¢ At court ?”

““Bah ! she is a fishwoman.”

““ They go to court sometimes.”

¢ If you know them, tell me the names of the men, it
may enable me to remember the woman.”

““The men ?”

% Xeg. 2

¢ Which ?”

‘“The crane.”

¢ Jean Paul Marat—"

¢ And the hunchback.”

¢ Prosper Vivriéres ?”
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“Ah'lah!?”

¢ Does that put you on the track of the woman

¢ No.”

¢ Look again.”

T give my tongue to the dogs.”

““But the fishwoman ?”

* Wait & bit—no—yes.”

“ Yeg P”

It is—impossible.”

¢ Yes, at first, it seems impossible.”

It js—-7

¢¢ Ah, you will never name her. The fishwoman is the
Duke d’Aignillon.”

At the sound of the name the apparent woman turned
pale, and looked around.

The stranger placed his fingers on his lips, and left.
Gamain followed him, thinking that he was mistaken.
At the door, he knocked against a person, who seemed to
fly, pursued by persons who shouted out: ¢ The queen’s
hair-dresser ! ” Among these pursuers were two, each of
whom bore a bloody head on a pike.

““Whe is the matter ?” said the locksmith to the
stranger.

‘“Who knows ? Perhaps they wish him to curl the
hair of those two heads. People in revolutionary days
take strange fancies.”

He mingled in the ecrowd, leaving Gamain, from whom
perhaps he had extracted all he wished, to return to the
shop at Versailles.

CHAPTER II.
CAGLIOSTRO.

THE stranger was able to hide himself easily in the
crowd, espemally as it was large.

It was the advauce-guard of the escort of the king,
queen, and dauphin.

It was composed of miserable and ragged beggars, half



THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY. 11

drunk, the floating foam of the population, like the froth
which rises from water or lava.

All at once there was a great tumult. The bayonets of
the National Guard and the white horse of Lafayette were
seen.

The crowd shouted loudly, ‘“Long live Lafayette!”
who, from time to time, took off his hat, and salated with
his sword. ¢‘Vive Mirabeau !” too, was heard, as the
latter from time to time put his head through the carriage
window, in which he, with five other members of the
National Assembly, sat, to get fresh air.

Thus the unfortunate king, for whom all was silence,
heard the popularity he had lost, applauded. He also
heard the qnality in which he was deficient, praised. Dr.
Gilbert, as he accompanied the king, without any imme-
diate companion, walked on the right side of the royal
carriage, that is, close to the queen.

On the two sides of the carriage of the king and queen,
beyond the kind of file of footmen, who had taken that
position so as to be able to aid him in case of necessity,
walked, pattering in the mud, six inches deep, the men
and women of the market, who seemed every moment to
make a more compact array of their ribbons and gaudy
colored dresses.

The king looked on with his sad, heart-broken air. He
had not slept on the night before, and had eaten a bad
breakfast. Ile had not been allowed time to readjust
and to powder his hair; his beard was long, his linen
rumpled, and looked wretchedly. Alas! the poor king,
who was not a man for dangerous conjectures, at all crises
hung down his head in dejection. Once only he looked
up, and then it was when his head was about to fall npon
the scaffold.

At about a hundred paces from the cabaret, the crowd
. halted, and the cries down the whole line were increased.

The queen looked out of the window, and the motion,
which seemed like a salute, increased the murmur.

¢ Gilbert,” said she, * what is it my people are sing-
ing? What are they crying 2 ” !
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Gilbert nttered a sigh, which meant : She is unchanged.
Then, with an expression of deep sadness, he said :

‘¢ Madame, the people you call yours was once really so,
when, twenty years ago, an elegant gentleman, whom I
now look for in vain, introduced you to them on the bal-
cony, and shouted, ¢ Long live our dauphiness !’ adding,
madame, ¢ There you have two hundred thousand lovers.””

The queen bit her lips, for she could find no fanlt with
his answer.

““True,” said she; ‘““but it only proves that people
change.”

Gilbert bowed, and was silent.

1 asked you a question, Monsieur Gilbert,” with an
obstinacy she persisted in, even when aware that the an-
swer would be unpleasant.

“Yes, madame ; and as your majesty insists, I will
reply. The people sing :

“ ¢ La Boulangére a des écus,.
Qui ne lui coutent guére.’

You know who the people call the baker’s wife.”

““Yes, sir ; I know they do me that honor. I am, how-
ever, used to nicknames. They once called me Madame
Deficit. Is there any connection between the first and
the last name ?”

““Yes, madame ; and to be assured you have only te
think of one of the two verses I have repeated to you.”

The queen repeated them, and said :

¢ Monsieur Gilbert, I do not understand.”

Gilbert was silent.

The queen continued : -

““Well, did you hear me ? I do not nnderstand.”

“ Does your majesty insist on an explanation ?”

¢ Certainly.”

““They mean your majesty’s ministers, especially of
finance, have been too complaisant. Mousieur de Calonne,
for instance. The people knew that your majesty had
only to ask that it ought to be given you, and as queens
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ask without much difficulty, for on asking they command,.
the people sing
¢ ¢ La Boulangére a des écus.
Qui ne lui coutent guére.

That is to say, which scarcely cost the trouble of ask-
ing.”

The queen grasped convulsively, with her white hand,
the velvet of the carriage door.

‘¢ Well,” said she, ‘‘ that is what it signs. Now, Mon-
sieur Gilbert, please, for you explain its thoughis well, tell
me what it says.”

¢ It says, madame, we will not want bread in Paris, for
we have the baker, his wife, and the shop-boy.”

¢ You can explain this second insolence distinetly asthe
first, can you not ? I hope so.”

‘¢ Madame,” said Gilbert, with the same kind melan-
choly, ‘“if you would reflect, not on the words, but on the
intention of this people, yon would see that you have not
so much to complain of as you think.”

¢ Let us see,” said the queen. ‘‘You know, doctor, I
wish for nothing so much as for information.”

¢ Whether correctly or not, madame, I cannot say, but
it is said that a heavy trade in corn is carried on at Ver-
sailles, and that, therefore, noneis brought to Paris. Who:
feed the poor ? The baker and his wife. To-whom as
father, mother, and son turn their hands, when for want of
money they die ? To the baker and hisiwife. Whom does:
he beg, after that God who provides the harvests ? Those
who distribute bread. Are you not, madame, the king,
thisaugust child, all distributors of bread ? Do not find
fanlt, then, with the name, but thank God for the hope
entertained, that when once king, qneen, and dauphin are
amid one million two hundred thousand starving people,
they will cease to want.”

¢ And should we thank the people while it shouts out
nicknames before, around, behind ns, for such songs and
insults ?”

¢ Yes, madame ; and the more sincerely that this iz an
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expression of good-humor, for the nicknames are manifesta-
tions of hope, as its cries are an expression of desire.”

““Ah! ah! The people wish prosperity to Messieurs De
Lafayette and De Mirabeau ?”

¢ Yes, madame ; for if they have, being, as you see, sepa-
rated from the abyss over which you hang, they may serve
and preserve the monarchy.”

¢Is, then, the monarchy so fallen that it may be pre-
served by two men ?”

Gilbert was about to reply, when cries of terror, mingled
with bursts of laughter, were heard, and a motio of the
crowd was made, which, far from separating Gilbert from
the carriage, drove him close to it. He clung to the door-
string, that it might be necessary for him to defend and
aid the queen.

They were two heads which, after having made Leonard
dress the hair, they had come to present to the queen.

At the cries and the sight of the heads the crowd opened
to let them pass.

< For mercy’s sake,” said Gilbert, ¢ do not look to the
right ! ”

The queen was not a woman to obey, she knew not why,
such an injunction.

She consequently looked in the direction Gilbert had told
her not. She uttered a terrible cry.

All at once her eyes became detached from the horrible
spectacle, as if there were something yet more awful, and
became riveted, as it were, to a Medusa’s head.

The queen took her hand from the door of the carriage,
and placing it on Gilbert’s shoulders, drove her finger-nails
almost into the flesh.

The Mednsa’a head was that of the stranger whom we
saw drinking in the inn with Gamain, who leaned with his
arms folded against a tree.

Gilbert turned, and when he saw the pale, quivering lips
of the queen, and her fixed eyes, he attributed her excite-
ment to the appearance of the two heads, but he saw she was
looking in a horizontal direction.

Gilbert looked in the same direction, and at the same mo-
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ment, nttering a cry of surprise, as the queen had of terror,
both exclaimed «

¢ Cagliostro ! ”

The man who leaned against the tree saw the queen
perfectly well.

He made a sign to Gilbert, as if to say, ‘“hither.”

Just tlren the carriages prepared to set.out mechanically,
instinctively, and naturally ; the queen pushed Gilbert to
prevent his being hurt by the wheel.

He thought she meant him to go to the stranger.

If, too, the queen had not pushed him, he could not but
have gone, for he was no longer master of himself.

Consequently, hestood still while the cortége defiled, and
following the fulse workman, who from time to time looked
back to see if he was followed, entered a narrow street,
hurried at a rapid pace toward Bellevue, and disappeared
behind a wall, just at the moment when the cortége
was hidden from sight in the direetion of Parig, being com-

“ pletely hidden by the mountain behind which it was.

Gilbert followed the guide, who preceded him some twen-
ty paces, until he washalf-way up the ascent. Being then in
front of a large and handsome house, the stranger took
a key from his pocket and opened a little door, which
enabled the master to leave the house when he pleased,
ungeen by his servants.

He left the door half open, a direct invitation for his
companion to follow him,

Gilbert did so, and carefally closed the door, which turned
quietly on its hinges, and closed without any noise.

When oncein, Gilbert saw himself in a corridor, the walls
of which were inlaid as high as 2 man in the most marvel-
ous manner with bronze plates, like those with which
Ghiberti enriched the door of the baptistry of Florence.

His feet sunk in a soft Turkey carpet.

On the left was an open door.

Gilbert thought this room, too, was intentionally kept
open, and entered a room hung with India satin and fur-
niture covered with the game material—one of those fantas-
tic birds, painted or embroidered in the fashion the Chinese
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are so fond of, was hung to the wall, and sustained in its
beak a mirror, which, like the candelabra, was of most
exquisite workmanship, and represented bunches of
lilies.

There was but one single picture to ornament the room
—Raphael’s Virgin. Gilbert was admiring this picture,
when he heard, or, rather divined, that a door opened be-
hind him. He turned and saw Cagliostro coming from a
kind of dressing-room. One moment had enabled him to
efface the stains from his hands and arms, to give his dark
hair the most aristocratic change, and to effect a perfect
transformation.

His costume was covered with embroidery, his hands
sparkled with diamonds, strangely contrasting with the
black dress and simple gold ring which Gilbert had re-
ceived from Washington.

Cagliostro, with an open and smiling face, advanced,
and reached forth his hand.

Gilbert seized it.

““ Wait a moment, dear Gilbert. Since we parted you
have made such progress, especially iu philosophy, that
you are the master, and I scarcely worthy of being a
scholar.”

“ Thank you for the compliment,” said Gilbert ; *“but
if I have made such progress, how do you know it ? We
have not met for eight years.”

““ Think you, dear doctor, that you are one of those men
unknown because you are unsecn ? I have not séen you
for eight years, but I can nevertheless tell yonu what you
have been about every day.”

““Indeed !”

“ Will yon still doubt my double sight ? ”

““ You know that I am a mathematician.”

¢ And therefore incredulous. Let us see. You come
first to France on account of family affairs. They do not
concern me, and——""

“No !” said Gilbert, who thought to annoy Cagliostro.
¢ Tell me.”

““Well, you wish to attend to the education of your son
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Sebastian, and to place him at a little city eighteen or
twenty leagues from Paris, and to settle matters with your .
agent, & good fellow, whom, contrary to his inclinatious,
you keep in Paris, and who for many reasons should be
with his wife.”

‘¢ Indeed, you are wonderful.”

“ Listen. You came the second time in consequence
of political affairs, which brought you to France, as they
‘have brought many others. Then you wrote various pam-
phlets, and sent them to Louis XVI., and a8 you have a
little of the old man in you, you are prouder of the royal
approbation than you would be of that of the master who
preceded me in your education, Jean Jacques Roussean,
who, were he now alive, would be far greater than any
king. Yon were desirous to know what the descendant of
Louis XIV.and Henry IV. thought of Doctor Gilbert. Un-
fortunately there existed a little matter of which you had
not thought, yet which caused me one day to find you. all
bloody, with a ball in your breast, at the Azores, where my
vessel chanced to touch. This little affair had relation to
a certain Mademoiselle Andrée de Taverney, who became
Countess de Charny, and who esteems herself happy in
being able to serve the queen. Now, as the queen could
refuse nothing to Charny’s wife, she asked and obtained
a lettre de cachet ; you were arrested at Havre, and taken
thence to the Bastile, where, dear doctor, you would be
yet if the people one day had not torn it down. Then,
like a good royalist as you are, you took side with the king,
the physician of whom you are. Yesterday, or, rather,
this morning, you contributed greatly to the safety of the
royal family by hurrying to awaken Lafayette, who slept
like an honest man, and just now, when you saw me, think-
ing that the queen, who, by the bye, detests you, was in
danger, you were willing to make your body a defense for
your sovereign. Is not this the case? Bunt I forgot a
thing of some importance, a magnetic exhibition in the
presence of the king, the withdrawal of a certain casket
geized by one Ras de Loup. Have I either forgotten or
mistaken aught ?”
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“True, yon are still the magician, sorcerer, and en-
chanter, Cagliostro.”

Cagliostro smiled with satisfaction. He was rejoiced at
having, contrary to Gilbert’s wishes, produced the effects
which the countenance of the latter exhibited.

Gilbert continued :

““Now,” said he, ““as I love you certainly as much ag
you love me, and as my desire to know what has become
of yon since our separation, is very greaf, and equal to
that which impelled you to find out where I was, tell me
in what part of the world your genius and power have
been employed ?”

«Six months ago I was in the Castle of San Angelo,
while yon, three months ago, were in the Bastile.”

¢ But I thought there was no escape from San Angelo ?”

¢“Bah! Remember Benvenuto Cellini.”

“Did yon, too, then make a pair of wings, as he did,
and like a new Icarus fly over the Tiber ?”

I could not by evangelical precaution. I was placed
in a deep, dark dungeon.”

“You did get out, thongh ?”

““Yes ; for here I am.”

‘“You bribed the keeper ?”

““Not so; I unfortunately had an incorruptible, but
fortunately not immortal, jailer ; chauce, or one less in-
fidel than I would say Providence, contrived that he died
one day, after he had thrice refused to release me.”

‘¢ Suddenly ?”

““Yes. His successor was not incorruptible ; the first
time he brought me supper, he said eat and get strong,
for before to-morrow we have a journey to take. IIe did
not lie, for that night each of us used up three horses,
and traveled a hundred miles.”

“What said the government to your flight ? ”

‘“Nothing. They dressed the body of the dead jailer
in my clothes, fired a pistol-ball in his face, laid the weapon
beside him, and said that, having procured arms, I
had killed myself. An account of my death was published,
and the poor devil was buried in my place. You see,
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Qilbert, at last I am dead. If Isay I am not dead, they
will reply by producing the magistrate’s certificate to
prove my burial, at least. There was no need of that,
however, for it became necessary for me, for the time, to
disappear. I then, as Abbé Dutille said, made a plunge,
and have appeared under another name.”

¢ And what is your name now, if I commit no indis-
cretion ?”

¢ My name is Zanoni ; I am a Genoese banker, and do
a little discount business with princes. You know my
heart and purse, as ever, are at your service. If you are
ever in need of money, there is a private chest in my
secretary, the other is at St. Cloud, in Paris, and if you
need money and I am not at home, come hither, and I
will show you the way toopen the little door. Push the
spring ; this is the way, and you will always find about
a million there.”

““ You are indeed a wonderful man !” said Gilbert, with
a smile ; ““but, you know, with my twenty thousand
livres a year, I am richer than the king.”

¢¢ And what are you about in Paris ?”

‘“ Who knows ! establishing what you contributed to in .
the United States—a republic.”

Gilbert shook his head.

¢ France has no tendency to republicanism.”

““We will make it so.”

“The king will resist.”

¢ Possibly.”

¢ The nobles will appeal to arms.”

¢¢ Probably.”

¢ What, then, will you do ?”

“We will not make a repnblic then, but a revolu-
tion.”

Gilbert let his head fall on his breast.

¢ Know you who destroyed the Bastile, my friend ?”

¢ The people.”

“Yon do not understand, but take cause for effect.
For five hundred years counts, lords, princes have been
locked up in the Bastile, yet still it stood. One day the



20 THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY.

king, in his folly, sought to imprison thought, which
needs space and extent, in that place. Thought burst
through the Bastile, and the people entered by the
breach.”

“ True !” murmured Gilbert.

¢“You remember what Voltaire wrote to Monsieur de
Chauvelin, March 2, 1764, about twenty-six years since ?

¢ Tell me.” )

¢ Voltaire wrote : ¢ All Isee announces the seeds of arev-
olution, which certainly will come, and which I will not
be happy enough tosee. The French are slow, but they
always succeed. Light has been gradually diffused, and
one day there will be an outbreak. There will be a fear-
ful clatter.”

““The young are very happy ; they will see sights.”

“ What think you of things yesterday and to-day ?”

¢ Terrible !”

*¢ What think yon of what you saw ?”

¢« Awful 1”7

‘Well, Gilbert, we are only at the beginning. All
things in this old world march to the tomb—nobility,
royalty all will find a tomb in an abyss.”

“1 guess the nobility may, for it has given itself to
gain ever since the famous night of August 4. Let
us save our royalty, which is the palladium of the
nation.”

““Those are fine. words, dear Gilbert. Tell me if the
palladium saved Troy, though. Save royalty ? Do you
think royalty can be saved with ease when we have such
a king ?”

‘¢ He is sprung from a great race.”

““Yes, a race of eagles transformed into paroquets.
Before Utopians like you, Gilbert, save royalty, kings
must make an effort for themselves. Is the king a rep-
resentative of your ideal of thescepter bearer 7 Think you
Charlemagne, St. Louis, Philippe Angustus, Henry IV.,
Francis L, or Louis XIV. had those flabby cheeks, hang-
ing lips, inexpressive eyes, and hesitating steps ? They
had not, but were men with nerve, blood, life beneath
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their royal robes, and were not bastardized by constant
transmission in one strain. That is a good radical idea,
which these short-sighted people have forgotten.

¢To preserve animal and even vegetable life in vigor,
Nature herself has prescribed the fusion of races—as the
graft in the vegetable kingdom is the preserver of beauty
and grace, marriage in man, between parents too closely
connected, causes individuals to decay. Nature suffers,
languishes, and degenerates, when several generations of
the same blood succeed one another; but on the con-
trary, becomes revived and invigorated by the infusion
of a new element. Look at the heroes who found dynas-
ties and the sluggards who end. Henry III., the last
Valois, and Gaston, the last Medici, the Cardinal of York,
the last Stuart, and Charles VI., the last Hapsbourg.
Going back, Lonis X V., and Marie de Medici, Henry IV., is
four times his ancestor, and Marie de Medici, four times
his ancestress. Passing toPhilip III. of Spain, and
Margaret of Parma, the former is three times his an-
cestor, and the latter his ancestress. I, who had nothing
better to do, have counted all this, and have come to this
conclusion : out of the thirty-two ancestors there are, in
Louis XV.’s case, six Bourbons, five Medicis, eleven Haps-
bourgs, three Savois, three Stuarts, and a Danish princess.
Subject the best horse or dog on earth to such treatment,
and in the fourth generation you will either have a pony
or a cur. IIow the devil can it be otherwise with us men ?
You are a mathematician, doctor, and how do you like
my calculation ? ”

I tell you, my dear wizard,” said Gilbert, rising and
taking his hat, ‘“ that your calculation reminds me that
my place is with the king.”

Gilbert advanced toward the door.

Cagliostro asked him to stop, and said :

¢ Hear me, Gilbert: you know I love you, and to spare
you trouble, would expose myself to intense agony. Let
me advise you.”

¢“What?”

¢¢ Let the king escape and leave France, now while he
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can. In three months, perhaps in six, in a year it will be
too late.”

¢ Count,” said Gilbert, ¢ would you advise a soldier to
leave his post because it is dangerous ?*”

¢ Were the soldier so situated, hemmed in, surrounded,
if his life, especially, compromised that of half a million
of men, I would. You, even you Gilbert, will tell the
king so, when, alas ! it will be too late. Wait not until
to-morrow, but tell him to-day. Do not wait until
evening, but tell him now.”

" ¢¢ Count, you know that Tam a fatalist. What will be,
will be ; as long as I have influence the king will remain
in France. We will meet in the contest, and perhaps
rest side by side on the battle-field.”

¢“ Well, then, the world will say, no man, intelligent
soever as he may be, can escape from his destiny. I
sought you for the purpose of telling yon this, and youn
have heard me. Like Cassandra’s prediction, mine is
vain. Adieu.”

‘¢ Listen, count. Do you tell me here, as yon did in
America, that you are able to read the human fate in the
face ?”

He stood at the threshold.

“ Gilbert, certainly, as you read the course of the stars,
while common men fancy they stray at hazard.”

¢¢ Listen ; some one knocks at the door.”

¢ True.”

¢“Tell me who knocks at the door ? When and what
death he will die ?”

<Y will ; let us admit him.”

Gilbert went toward the end of the corridor, and his
heart beat in a way he could not express—though he said :

¢ It was absurd for him to have faith in this charla-
tanism.”

The door opened. A man of distinguished bearing, tall,
and with his face impressed with an expression of great
kindness, entered the room, and looked at Gilbert with an
expression not devoid of anxiety.

¢ Good morning, marquis,” said Cagliostro.
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¢ Good morning, baron,” said the stranger.

As Cagliostro saw the latter looked anxiously at Gilbert,
he said :

*¢ Marquis, this is a friend of mine. My dear Gilbert,
this is one of my clients, the Marquis de Favras,”

They bowed ; then, speaking to the stranger, he said :

¢¢ Marquis, be pleased to await me a few moments only
in that room.”

The marquis bowed again, and left.

““Well ?” said Gilbert.

““Yon wish to know how he will die ?”

““ Did you not promise to tell me ? ”

Cagliostro gave a strange look, and glanced around to
see that no one was listening.

‘“Have you ever seen a nobleman hung ?”

(13 NO.”

¢ Well, it is a curious spectacle, and you will be on the
Place de Gréve on the day of De Favras’s execution.”

Then, taking Gilbert to the gate, he said :

¢ Listen : when you wish to see me without being seen
or seeing, push this knob thus,” and he showed the secret.
‘“ Excuse me. Those who have not long to live should
not be kept waiting.”

He left, leaving Gilbert amazed at the statement which
had excited his surprise, but not conquered his incredulity.

CHAPTER III
FATALITY.

IN the interim the king, queen, and royal family con-
tinned the journey to Paris.

On the way the dauphin became very hungry, and asked
for bread. The queen looked around her, and nothing
was more easy, for every bayonet had a loaf on its point.
She looked for Gilbert. Ile, as we kunow, was with Cag-
liostro. Had he been there, the queen would not have
hesitated to have asked for a piece of bread. She would
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not, however, ask one of the men of the people she hated
8O-

¢ My child,” said she, ‘¢ wait until evening ; we have
none now, but to-night may, perhaps.” She wept.

The dauphin reached his little hand toward one of the
loaves the people had on the points of their bayonets, and
said :

“ But those men have.”

‘¢ Yes, my child ; it is theirs, and not onrs. They got
it at Versailles, for they say they have had none for three
days at Paris.”

¢ For three days ! ” said the child. ¢ Have they eaten
nothing for three days, mamma ?”

““No, my child,” said the queen.

¢ Then,” said the dauphin, ¢ they must be very hungry.”

Ceasing his complaints, he songht to sleep. Poor prince !
more than once before his death he begged in vain for
bread. At the barrier there was another halt, to celebrate
the arrival. After about half an hour of cries, clamor,
and dances in the mud, an immense hurrah was given ;
every gun, whether borne by man, woman, or child, was
fired in the air, without any attention being paid to the
fact that they were charged with ball, and after a second
or two the missiles were heard falling in every direction
like hail.

The danphin and his sister wept. They were so fright-
ened that they forgot their hunger. The march was re-
sumed, and the Place de 'Hotel de Ville was reached.
There a squnare was formed to keep back all the carriages
except the king’s, and all but the royal household and
the National Assembly, and the Hétel de Ville was en-
tered.

The queen then saw Weber, her confidential valet, mak-
ing every effort to enter the palace. Weber was an Aus-
trian, and had come with her from Vienna. She called
to him. He came.

Seeing at Versailles that the National Guard on that
day had the post of honor, Weber, to give himself an im-
portance which might enable him to be useful to the
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queen, had put on the uniform of the guard, and to the
dress of the private had added the decorations of the staff.
The equerry had lent him a horse. Not to arouse sus-
picion, he had kept out of the way, with the intention,
however, of approaching if the queen needed him. Being
called, he came.

‘“Why do you seek to force the lines, Weber ?” said
the queen, preserving her nsual familiarity with him.

““To be of use to your majesty.”

“You can do nothing in the Hétel de Ville, but else-
where you may be very useful.  On to the Tuileries, where
we are not expected, and whither yon must go, or we shall
find neither lights, supper, nor a bed.”

Bailly, one of the three popular men of the day, whom
we have seen appear during the first excursion of the king,
now, when bayonets and cannon displaced the bouquets
of flowers and garlands, awaited the king and queen at
the foot of a throne prepared for them ; it was badly made,
and trembled beneath the velvet that covered it. It was
appropriate.

The Mayor of Paris now almost echoed his previous
address.

The king replied :

““I always come with pleasure and confidence among
the people of my good city of Paris.”

The king spoke in a low tone, for he was faint with
fatigue and hunger. Bailly repeated his words aloud, so
that all might hear.

He, however, either voluntarily or not, forgot the words,
¢“and confidence.”

Her bitterness was delighted at an opportunity to give
vent to itself.

She said : '

“ Excnsc me, Mr. Mayor, you either did not hear, or
your memory is bad.”

“ Madame,” said Bailly, with that star-gazing eye which
read heaven so well and earth so badly.

The queen said :

¢ The king’s remark was that he always came with

B—Dusas—Vor, X.
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pleasure and confidence among the people of his city of
Paris. Now, as people may doubt if he came with pleas-
ure, it is important that it be known that he came with
confidence.”

She ascended the steps of the throne, and sat down to
hear the addresses of the electors.

In the meantime, Weber reached the Tuileries.

About ten, the wheels of the royal carriage were heard,
and Weber cried out :

¢¢ Attend the king !”

The king, queen, dauphin, Mme. Royale, the Princess
Elizabeth, and Andrée entered. ¢

M. de Provence had gone to the Luxembourg.

The king looked gladly around, and as he entered the
room, observed, throngh a half-open door, that supper
was ready.

At the same time, an usher entered, and uttered the
usual ceremonial phrase : ¢“ The king is served.”

‘¢ Ah, Weber is a man of great resources. Madame, tell
him from me I am much pleased with him.”

] will not fail to do so, sire.”

When the children had supped, the queen asked leave
to retire to her room.

¢ Certainly, madame, for you must be fatigued. As,
however, you will need food before to-morrow, have some
prepared in time.”

The queen left with the children.

The king sat at table and finished his supper. Mme.
Elizabeth, the devotion of whom not even the vulgarity
of Louis XVI. conld change, remained with the king, to
render him those little attentions which even the best
domestics neglect.

The queen, when in her room, breathed freely. She
had ordered all her ladies not to leave Versailles unordered,
and she was alone.

She set about finding then a chair or sofa, purposing to
put the children in her own bed ; but entering an adjoin-
ing room, and seeing that it was comfortably warmed and
lighted, was enchanted to observe two clean beds in it.
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The children being asleep, she sat down at a table, on
which there was a candelabra with four lights.

The table had a red cover.

She looked through the fingers of the hand on which
she rested her head, but saw nothing but the red cover.

Twice or thrice something in the red glare made her
shake her head mechanically. She seemed to feel her eyes
become filled with blood, and her ears to tingle.

Then, like a tempest, her past life swept before her.

‘She remembered that she was born November 8th, 1755,
on the day of the Lisbon earthquake, when fifty thonsand
lives and two hundred churches were overthrown.

She remembered that the first room she slept in at Stras-
bourg was hang with a tapestry representing the Murder
of the Innocents, and, amid the dense light of the fire, she
saw the blood streaming from their wounds, while the
faces of the ruffians assumed 8o dread and terrible an ex-
pression that she called for aid, and at dawn left a city
which had given her so painful a reception in France.

She remembered that on her way to Paris she paused at
the house of the Baron de Taverney, where, for the first
time, she met the wretch Cagliostro. He had shown her
a horrible object, an unknown and terrible machine of
death, and afterward a head, her own, rolling from it.

She remembered that when Mme. Lebrun painted her
portrait, ehe was then a young and beautiful woman ; by
some accident she had given her the air of the Henrietta
of England, wife of Charles I. She remembered that
when she first came to Versailles and placed her foot on
that marble pavement, which, on the evening before, she
had seen running with blood, a terrible clap of thunder
had been heard, preceded by a flash, which divided the
whole sky from right to left in o terrible a manner, that
the Duc de Richelien, not easily frightened, shook his
head, and said, ¢ The omen is bad.”

As she saw all this, she fancied that a reddish ‘vapor rose
before her, and became every moment more dense.

The darkening of the air became so apparent that the
queen looked up and saw that without any apparent cause
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one of the lights was out. She trembled ; the light yet
smoked, and she could not comprehend why it was out.

As she looked at the light with amazement, it seemed to
her that the next one grew more and more pale, that the
white blaze became red, and then burned blue. Then the
light grew thinner and larger, and appeared about to leave
the wick; at last it quivered for a moment as if under
some invisible influence, and disappeared.

The queen gasped as she saw the quivering light, and
ingensibly her hands approached more and more near the
table. She saw it go out, and threw herself back in a
chair and placed her hands on her brow, which was damp
with perspiration.

She remained thus for about ten minntes, and when she
looked around, saw that the blaze of the third light was
being bedimmed as the others had been.

At first, Marie Antoinette thought she was dreaming,
or under the influence of some fearful hallucination. She
sought to rise, but felt herself chained to her seat. She
gought to call her daughter, whom ten minutes before she
would not have awakened for the world. Her voice, how-
ever, stuck in her throat. She sought to look away, but
the third expiring light seemed to fascinate her. At last,
as the second had changed color, the third took different
hues, floated to and fro, from right to left and went ont.

The queen was so terrified that she regained her utter-
ance, and sought, by talking to herself, to regain the
courage she had lost.

All at once, withont undergoing the changes of the
others, as the queen was saying :

““Ido not make myself nneasy about the three, but if
the fourth go out, woe, woe to me !” it went ont.

She uttered a cry of agony, and, rising from her seat in
the dark, tossed her arms around, and fell on the floor.

As her body struck the floor, the door opened, and
Andrée appeared at the entrance.

She paused for a moment, as if, in this obscurity, she
saw a kind of vapor, and as if she heard the rustling of a
shroud in the air,
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Looking about her, she saw the queen prostrate on the
floor, and unconscious.

She stepped back, as if her first intention had been to
retire.  Soon, however, she controlled herself, and saying
nothing, and answering no question (it would have been
in vain to do so), with a strength of which she might have
been supposed incapable, lifted her np, and without any
other light.than that of the two candles, which shone from
her room through the door, placed her on the bed.

Taking a flacon of salts from her pocket, she placed it
to the nose of Marie Antoinette,

Notwithstanding this, the queen had fainted so com-
pletely, that not for ten minutes did she breathe.

A deep sigh announced that consciousness had returned.
Andrée felt inclined to go, but, as before, a sense of con-
scionsness retained her.

She merely withdrew her arm from the head of Marie
Antoinette, whom she had lifted up, that no portion of the
corrosive liquid might get on the queen’s face or chest.
She removed the salts also.

As soon as it was done, her head fell back on the pillow,
and the queen seemed again plunged in a faint, almost as
profound as the one she had just recovered from.

A shudder passed over the whole of the queen’s frame.
She sighed, and opened her eyes, while Andrée, cold,
passionless as a statue, again attended her.

Gradnally she recalled her ideas, and, seeing a woman
near her, threw her arms around her neck. She eried
out :
¢“Ah! defend—save me !

“ Your majesty, surrounded by your friends, needs no
defense, and you have now recovered from a fainting fit.”

¢ The Countess of Charny !”” said the qneen, when she
saw whom she had embraced. She withdrew her arms and
almost repelled Andrée.

Andrée did not fail to observe both the feeling and the
action.

For a moment she remained in almost an impassible
state.
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Stepping back, she says:

¢ Does the queen order me to assist in undressing her !

¢ No, thank you, countess,” said the queen, in a tone
of emotion. ‘I will do so alone. Return to your room ;
you must have need of sleep.”

1 will return to my room, not to sleep, however, but
to watch your majesty.”

Having bowed respectfully, she retired with a step not
nnlike that a statue would have,.

"CHAPTER IV
SEBASTIAN,

Ox the same evening when the events we have spoken
of took place, a not less strange affair took place in the
college of the Abbé Fortier.

Sebastian Gilbert disappeared at about six in the even-
ing, and, notwithstanding every effort made, could not be
found.

Every one was questioned, but none counld tell.

Aunt Angelique alone, as she left the chureh, where she
had been fixing the benches, had seen him go down the
little street, between the church and prison, apparently
toward the fields.

This did not make the abbé less uneasy, but, on the con-
trary, more unhappy. He was not unaware that strange
hellucinations sometimes seized young Gilbert whenever
the woman he called his mother appeared. And more
than once the abbé had followed him, when, under the in-
fluence of this vertigo, he seemed inclined to go too far
into the fields, where he was afraid he would be lost, and
on such occasions would send the best runners of the
college after him.

The child had always been found panting, and almost
exhansted, leaning against some tree, or resting on some
bank beside some beauntiful hedge.

Sebastian, however, had never had this vertigo late in
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the day. No one had ever been obliged to run after him
at night.

Something extraordinary, therefore, must have hap-
pened. But the abbé could not faney what.

To be more completely satisfied than the abbé, we will
follow Sebastian Gilbert, and find out whither he went.

Aunt Angelique was not mistaken. She had seen Sebas-
tian Gilbert hurrying in the shade, and seeking as rapidly
as possible to reach the park. Thence he had gone to the
Pheasantry, and had proceeded down a lane which led
toward Haramont.

He went to find Piton.

But Piton went out of one side of the village as Sebas-
tian entered the other.

Pitou, in the simplicity of his nature, did not see the
use of keeping a door closed, whether one be out or in.
Sebastian knew Pitou’s room as well as he knew his own.
Ie looked for a flint and steel, lighted the candle, and
waited.

Sebastian was in too great agitation, however, to wait
quietly or long.

As time passed, he went to a rickety table, on which
was pen, ink, and paper. On the first page were the names
and surnames of the thirty-three men who formed the
effective force of the National Guard of Haramont, and
who were under Pitou’s orders.

Gilbert carefully lifted this sheet, which was the chef-
d’euvre, of the commandant’s writing, for he did not dis-
dain, in order that things might be correctly done, to play
the orderly-sergeant.

On the second sheet he wrote :

“DEAR Pitou,—I am about to tell you that eight days
ago I overheard a conversation between the Abbé Fortier
and the Vicar of Villers-Cotterets. It seems the Abbé
Fortier connives with aristocrats at Paris, and told the
vicar that a counter revolution wag being prepared.”

“So we heard about the queen who put on ublack cock-
ade and trampled the tricolor in the dust.
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¢ This threat of a counter revolution, according to what
we heard about the events that followed the banquet, made
me uneasy on my father’s account, for, as you know, he
is opposed to the aristocrats. Things now, though, are
far worse.

“The vicar returned to see the curate, and, as I was
anxiouns about my father, I thought I would hear all about
what I got an inkling of by accident.

¢ It seems the people went to Versailles, and massacred
many persons, among them Monsieur George de Charny.

¢ Fortier added :

¢ ¢ Let us speak low, lest we annoy little Gilbert. His
father was there, and may have been among the victims.’

““You see, Pitou, I heard no more.

¢¢ I slipped out of my hiding-place, unseen, went through
the garden to the Castle Square, and hurried to ask you
to take me back to Paris, which I know you would will-
ingly do if you were here.

¢ As, however, you may not be back for some time,
having gone probably to fix your nets in the forest, which
will keep you till morning, I am too anxious to wait.

I will, then, go alone, Be at ease, for I know the way.
Besides, I have yet two louis left of the money my father
sent me, and I will take a place in the first carriage I
meet.

¢ Your loving
¢ SEBASTIAN.

¢“P.8.—I have written a long letter, first to explain to
you why I go, and, in the second place, because I hoped
you wonld return before I finished.

““ But you did not. Good-by until we meet again. If
my father be unhurt, I will return.

“ Make the Abbé Fortier easy about me, or, at least, do
not do so until to-morrow, lest he should pursue me.

“ Well, as you will not come, adieu.”

As Sebastian knew how econmomical his friend Pitou
was; he put out the candle and left.
The lad, then entirely engrossed by his undertaking, set
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out for Lorgny. He passed the village and veached the
broad ravine which led thence to Valenciennes, and which
drains the ponds of Walue ; at Valenciennes, he reached
the highroad, and when in the plain, began to walk more
rapidly. He did not slacken his pace or leave the center
until he came to a brief eminence, where the two roads to
Paris and Oressy divided.

When coming from Paris, he had not noticed the sepa-
ration, and now did not remember which he should
take. :

He paused, undecided.

He looked around to see if anything would tell him
which he should take. This he could have done by day,
but it was impossible at night. Just then he heard the
gallop of two horses.

I1e prepared to stop and ask the wayfarers, and accord-
ingly advanced to address the first.

The latter, seeing a man leave the road-side, put his
hand in his holster.

Sebastian saw him do so.

“8ir,” he said, “I am not a robber, but a poor lad,
whom recent events at Versailles force to go to Paris to
look for his father. I do not know which road to take.
Tell me, and you will do me a great favor.”

The servant came up.

¢ Sir,” he said, ‘“do yon recognize that lad ?”

“No; yet it seems to me——"

“How, sir, do you not recognize young Sebastian
Gilbert, who is at school with the Abbé Fortier ?

““ Yes, who often goes with Pitou to the farm of Made-
moiselle Catherine.”

““You are right.”

Turning around, he said :

“Ts it you, Sebastian ?”

““Yes, Monsienr Isidor,” said the child, who knew to
whom he spoke.

““Tell me, then, why you are here at this hour ?”

‘“I am on my way to Paris to see if my father be dead
or alive.”
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¢ Alas ! child,” said the gentleman, sadly, “I go for
the same purpose, but am certain of all.”

¢ Yes, I know ; your brother.”

<< One of my brothers, George, was killed yesterday, at
Versailles.”

¢ Ah! Monsieur de Charny.”

¢ Well, my child,” said the latter, “since we go for the
same purpose, we must not separate, for you, like me,
must go to Paris.”

¢ Yes, sir.”

* You cannot go on foot.”

«I will not go far, for to-morrow I will take a seat in
the first carriage I find, and go as far as possible to Paris
in it.” i

‘“But if you meet none ?”

¢¢Then I must go on foot.”

“You can do something better than that; get down,
Baptiste, and help Sebastian up.”

¢Thank you, it is useless;” and, active as a boy, he
sprung up behind the count.

The three men and the two horses galloped off, and dis-

- appeared behind the hill of Grande Ville.

They continued on to Daumartin, which they reached
at six o’clock.

All needed refreshments, and, besides, it was necessary
to find post-horses.

After having left Daumartin at noon, they reached the
Tuileries at six in the afternoon.

There a delay took place. M. de Lafayette had posted
the guards, and having taken charge of the king’s safety,
in these troublous times, punctiliously discharged his duty.

‘When Charny, however, mentioned his name and his
brother’s he was introduced into the Swiss courtyard with
Sebastian, and thence they went into the central yard.

Sebastian wished at once to go to the house in the Rue
St. Honoré where he had left his father, but Charny told
him that, as the doctor was now royal physician, he wonld
be found more probably in the palace than elsewhere.

Isidor was introduced by the state staircase, and an
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usher made him wait in a saloon hung with green cloth,
dimly lighted by two candelabroms.

The usher went at once to ask for the Count de Charny
and the doctor.

After about ten minutes he came back and said the
Count de Charny was with the queen.

Nothing had happened to the doctor, and it was thought
that he was with the king.

Sebastian breathed freely. Te had not any occasion to
dread anything, for his father was unhurt and safe.

““The Vicomte de Charny,” said an usher.

¢ Well, I am he.” y

¢¢ Is expected by the queen.”

¢“Wait for me, Sebastian, at least until your father
comes. Remember, I must be responsible to him for
you.”

Isidor followed the usher, and Sebastian again sat down.

At eage'in relation to his father’s health and about him-
gelf, for he was sure he would be forgiven by the doctor
for what he had done, he began to think of the Abbé
Fortier and of Pitou, and of the anxiety both Would feel
on account of his letter.

He did not see how, after all the great delay they met
with on the road, it had happened that Pitou had not
overtaken them with his long legs.

By the simple association of ideas with Pitou, he
thought of his nsual home, of the tall trees, the many
pathways, the blue horizon, and then the strange visions
heso often had had beneath the old trees of the vast
forest.

He thought of her he had so often seen in his dreams,
and but once only, he fancied, in reality, in the wood of
Satory, where she appeared and disappeared, like a cloud
borne away in a calash by a magnificent steed.

Ile remembered the deep emotion the apparition always
caused, and, half lost in that dream, murmured :

¢ Mother, mother, mother ! ”

Suddenly the door through which Isidor had gone
opened again, and a female form appeared.
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So perfectly was the figure in harmony with the thoughts
that flitted by, that, seeing his dream realized, the lad
trembled.

His feeling, however, was far more intense when he saw
both the shadow and reality.

The shadow of dreamland, the reality of Satory.

He sprung at once to his feet.

His lips opened, his eyes rolled, and his pupils expanded.

He panted, but sought in vain to speak.

The woman passed proudly, majestically by, and seemed
not to notice him.

She crossed the hall diagonally, opened the door oppo-
site to that through- which she had entered, and disap-
peared in the corridor.

Sebastian saw that he was about to lose, and hurried
after her. He looked carefully, as if to be sure that she
had gone from the door she had entered to the one whence
she passed, and overtook her before her silken robe had
disappeared.

Hearing his steps, she had walked quickly, as if she
feared pursuit.

Sebastian hurried, but the corridor was long and dark.
He was afraid his vision would desert him.

She, hearing his footsteps approach, hurried away the
more rapidly, but looked back.

Sebastian uttered an exclamation of joy. It was indeed
she.

The woman, seeing the lad follow her, she knew not
why, harried to the ladder, and rushed down the steps.

Scarcely had she descended a single story, than Sebas.
tian stood at the top, and cried :

¢ Lady, lady 17

The voice filled her heart with strange sensations ; it
seemed that a blow, half pleasant, half painful, had struck
her heart, and, passing through her veins, had filled her
bosom with emotion.

Understanding neither appeal nor thu emotion, she
increased her gait, and finally ran.

The lad was, however, too near for her to escape, and
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they reached a carriage together, the door of which a scrv-
ant kept open. She sprung in, and sat down.

Before, however, the door could be shut, Sebastian got
between her and the servant, seized her skirt, and, kissing
it passionately, exclaimed :

¢« Ah, lady, lady!”

The woman, then looking at the child who had first
frightened her, said, in a gentler tone than usual, but yet
maintaining something of fear :

‘“ Well, why do you follow me ? why did you call me?
tell me what yon wish for me to do.”

““I wish—I wish to kiss you,” said our panting child ;
and, low enough to be heard only by her, added : I wish
to call yon mother.”

The young woman uttered a cry, took the head of her
child in her hands, and, as if by a sudden revelation, which
made her know some great mystery, pressed her burning
lips on his brow.

Then, as if she feared some one would deprive her of the
child she had so strangely found, she drew him into the
carriage, put him on the other side of her, and closed the
glass of the door, which she pulled to with her own hands.

¢ Drive to my house, No. 9 Rue Cogq-Heron,” said she,
¢“first door from Rue Platriére.”

Turning to the child, she said :

‘“ What is your name ?”

¢¢ Sebastian.”

“ Here, here, Sebastian, to my heart!”

Then, sinking back asif she were about to faint, she
said :

‘ Oh, what new sensation is this ? Can it be happiness ? ”

The whole drive wasbut one exchange of kisses between
mother and son.

This child, for never for a moment did she doubt that
it wag hers, which had been taken away on that fearful
night of anguish and disgrace; this child, which kLad
disappeared without the ravisher having left any trace but
the print of his feet in the snow ; this child, whom she
had hated and cursed, because she had not heard its first
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cry, its first moan ; whom she had sought, besought, and
asked for everywhere; whom her brother had followed
with Gilbert, beyond the seas ; whom for fifteen years she
had regretted, and despaired ever meeting; of whom she
thought no more, but as one loved and dead ; at the mo-
ment she least expected, it was miraculously found, and,
strange to say, himself recognized and pursued her, calling
her mother, pressed her to his heart, without ever having
seen her, loved her with true filial love, as she him with a
mother’s heart. From his lips, pure from the contamina-
tion of any kiss, she regains all the pleasures of a wasted
life, and feels it when she first kisses him.

There is, then, above the head of men, something more
than the void in which worlds revolve. There is in life
something more than chance and fate.

She had said Rue Coq-Heron, No. 9, first door from
Rue Platriére.

It was a strange coincidence that, after the lapse of so
many years, brought the child to the very spot where he
was born, where he drew the first breath of life, and
whence he had been taken by his father.

This little house, bought by old Taverney, when some
ease had been ingrafted in his family by the high favor
with which the queen honored him, was kept in order by
an old porter, who apparently had been bought with the
house. It wasa resting-place to the countess when in Paris.

Six o’clock struck as the porte-cochére opened to the
driver’s call, and they were at the door of the house.

Giving the driver a piece of money twice the amount of
his fare, she rushed, followed by the child, into the house,
the door of which she closed carefully.

At the door of the saloon she paused. It was lighted
cheerfully by a light which burned in the grate, and by
two candles on the mantel.

Andrée drew her son to a kind of chaise-longue, on
which were concentrated the double light of the candles
and of the fire.

With an explosion of joy, in which, however, there yet
lingered something of doubt, she said



THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY. 39

¢ My child, is it indeed you ?”

¢ My mother !” said Sebastian, and his heart expanded
into dewlike tenderness, as he leaned against Andrée’s
beating bosom.

¢¢ And here, here ! ” as she looked around, and saw that
she was in the same room in which she gave birth to him,
and saw with terror the door whence he had been taken.

¢ Here !” said Sebastian, ‘‘ what means that, mother ? ”

¢That you were born here, where we sit ; and I thank
the mercy of God, which, after fifteen years, has so mirac-
ulously restored you.”

‘¢ Yes, miraculously. Had I not feared for my father’s
life, I would not alone and at night have set out for Paris.
I would not have doubted which of the two roads to take.
I would not have waited on the highroad and asked Mon-
sieur Isidor de Charny. He would not have known and
taken me to the Palace of the Tuileries. Iwould nothave
seen you as you crossed the green-room, and run after and
joined you. I would not, in fine, have called you mother.
It is a pleasant word to say.”

At the words, ¢ Had I not feared for my father’s life,”
Andrée felt asharp pain run through her heart. She shut
her eyes, and drew back.

At the words, ‘¢ Monsieur Isidor would not have known
and taken me to the palace,” her eyes opened, and she
thanked God with them. That her husband’s brother
should restore her child was indeed strangely miracunlous.

At the words, < I would not have called you mother.
It is a pleasant word to say,” she again remembered her
happiness, and clasping Sebastian again to her heart, =aid :

“Yes, you are right ; there is, perhaps, but one more
80, ¢ My child, my child !”*

There was & moment of silence, during which she pressed
her lips again and again on his brow.

Andrée suddenly started up, and said :

¢« Tt is impossible for all to be thus mysterious ; you ex-
plained how you came hither, but you have not told me
how and why you knew and ran after me. Why you called
me mother.”
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«Can I tell you that?” said Sebastian, looking at
Andrée with an ineffable expression. ‘I do not know
myself. You talk of mystery;all that relates to me is
mysterious,”

“ But, then, something told you when I passed.”

¢ Yes, my heart.”

“ Your heart ?”

¢ Listen, mother, I am about to tell something strange.

Andrée drew yet nearer to her child, and looked up to
heaven in thankfulness for the child thus restored to her.

<1 have known you ten years.”

Andrée trembled.

Do you not understand ? ?

She shook her head.

“Let me tell you. I sometimes have strange dreams,
which my father calls hallucinations.”

The name of Gilbert on her child’s lips passed like a
dagger through her heart.

T have seen you twenty times, mother.”

“ How so ?”

¢ In the dreams of which I spoke just now.”

Andrée thought of those strange dreams which had en-
dangered her life, and to one of which Sebastian owed his
existence.

‘Do you fancy, mother, that even when in childhood I
played with village children, my impressions were like
those of the rest, and related to real, palpable things? As
soon as I left the village, passed the last gardens, and went
into the wood, I heard by me the rustling of a robe. I
reached forth to grasp it, but my fingers closed in air, and
the phantom left. Then, though invisible, it gradnally
became distinct, and a transparent vapor, like that with
which Virgil surrounds the mother of Aneas when she
appeared to him in Carthage. The vapor grew dense, and
assumed human form, which was that of & woman gliding
rather than walking over the ground. Then a strange,
unknown, and irresistible power took hold of me, and I
was borne into the depths of the forest, where I followed
this phantom with open hands, without its pursuing or

»
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my being able to overtake it, until it vanished away by
degrees.

It scemed to suffer as much as I did that the will of
Heaven separated us, for, as the phantom left, it looked
back, and when no longer sustained by its presence, I sunk
exhausted on the ground.”

This kind of second life of Sebastian, this waking
dream, was too much like what Andrée had herself ex-
perienced for her not to recognize her son.

¢“Poor child !” said she, embracing him. ‘It was in
vain that hatred separated ns, God insensibly brought us
together. Less happy, thongh, than you, I saw you neither
in dreams nor in reality. When, thoagh I passed you in
the green room, a cold shudder seized me. When I heard
your steps behind me, something like dizziness occupied
both my heart and mind. When you called me madame, I
had nearly stopped, and almost fainted when you said
mother. When you touched me, I knew yon.”

" ¢« Mother, mother, mother!” said Sebastian, as if to
console Andrée for not having heard that word for such a
time.

¢ Yes, your mother !” said she, with a transport which
it was impossible to describe.

¢“And now that we are met,” said the child, ‘“sinceyou
are satisfied, we will never part again.”

Andrée trembled. She had seized the present, and half
closing her eyes to the past, neglected the future.

¢ My poor child!” said she, with a sigh, ‘I wounld in-
deed bless you if you could work a miracle.”

¢ Let me. I will arrange all.”

¢And how ?”

I do not know. What circnmstances separated you
from my father ?”

Andrée grew pale,

¢ Whatever though they be, they will be effac2d by my
prayers, or, if need be, by my tears.”

Andrée shook her head.

<« Never, never ! ”” said she.

¢¢ Listen,” said Sebastian. ‘“ One day my father said,
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<Child, never speak to me of your mother ; and then I
knew all the wrongs of the separation were on his side.
Listen, my father adores me.”

The hands of Andrée, which clasped her child’s, were
loosened. The child seemed, and probably did not notice it.

He continued :

I will prepare him to see you. I will say how happy
you have made me, and I will take you by the hand and
say, ‘How beantiful sheis!’” 5

Andrée pushed him away, and rose.

The child looked on with amazement.

She was so pale that he was frightened.

¢ Never,” said she, ‘“never !”

The child now shrunk back, for on her face were the
terrible lines with which Raphael described fallen angels.

¢ And why not? ”

At those words, as when two clouds are driven together
by the wind, the lightning fell.

“Why ? You ask me why? Poor child, you know
nothing.”

“Yes,” said Sebastian, firmly. ‘I ask why.”

““Well,” said Andrée, who found it impossible to repress
the pain of the serpent’s wounds in her heart, ¢“because
your father is a base villain.”

Sebastian sprung from his seat, and stood erect before
Andrée.

‘Do you speak thus of my father, madame ? Of Doctor
Gilbert, who has educated me, and to whom I owe every-
thing—whom alone I know ? I was wrong, madame ; you
cannot be my mother.”

He rushed toward the door.

Andrée made him pause.

‘¢ Listen ; you ean neither know, feel, nor judge.”

““No, no ; I fear that I do not love you.”

Andrée uttered a cry of agony.

Just then a noise was heard outside, the door opened,
and a carriage stopped.

Such a shudder passed over Andrée’s limbs, that it was
transfused to his soul.
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¢ Wait,” said she, ‘“ and be silent.”

Perfectly subdued, Sebastian waited.

The door of the antechamber opened, and footsteps
were heard.

Without eyes, ears, or sound, Andrée stood like a statue.

‘“ Whom shall I announce to the countess ?*

¢ The Count de Charny, and ask if the countess will
see me.”

¢ Ah!” gaid Andrée. ¢ Go into that room, child, into
that room. Ie must notsee you, or know that you live.”

She pushed the terrified boy into the next room, and
shut the door.

As she did so, she said :

‘“ Remain there. When he is gone I will tell yon—no,
no; I will kiss you, and then youm will really know I am
your mother.”

Sebastian replied with a kind of sigh.

At that moment the door opened, and then the old porter
appeared. The countess saw & human form behind him.

¢ Show the count in,” said she, in as firm a tone as she
could.

The old man withdrew, hat in hand ; the count ap-
peared in the room.

As he was in mourning for his brother, who had been
killed two days before, the count was dressed in black.

His mourning, like Iamlet’s, too, was not on his face,
but in his heart, and his pale countenance attested the
tears he had shed, and his suffering.

The countess saw all this at one glance. Handsome
faces even looked better in tears. Never had Charny
looked so well.

She shut her eyes, and threw her head back, as if to
give herself time to breathe, and placed her hand on her
heart, which felt as if it would break.

When she opened her eyes, but a second after she had
closed them, she saw Charny in the same place.

¢ Pardon me, madame, but is my unexpected presence
an introsion ? I am ready, and, as the carriage waits,
can go as I came.
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“Not s0,” said Andrée, quickly. ‘I knew you were
gafe, but am not the less rejoiced to see you after the ter-
rible events that have occurred.”

““Then you were kind enough to ask about me ?” said
the count. ‘

¢ Certainly. Yesterday and this morning I heard you
were at Versailles. They told me you were this evening
with the queen.”

¢ Were the last words intended as a reproach, or meant
they nothing ?”

It was evident that the count himself did not know what
they meant, and thought for a moment.

¢ Madame,” said he, ¢‘religious duty kept me yesterday
and to-day at Versailles. I look on the duty as sacred,
and that, in the queen’s situation, took me, as soon as I
could reach Paris, to her presence.”

Andrée now sought to distingnish the real significance
of his words.

Thinking that she really owed an answer to his first
words, she said :

‘“Yes, sir, I knew the terrible loss.”

¢ Yes, madame, as you say, the death of my brother is
a terrible blow to me. You, luckily, cannot understand
it, having known poor George so slightly. One thing
would console me, if anything could, that poor George
has died as Isidor will, as I will die, probably, doing his
duty.”

The words, “as I will die, probably,” touched Andrée
deeply.

“Alas ! sir, and do you, then, think affairs so desperate
that other sacrifices of blood are needed to appease divine
wrath ?”

“ I think, madame, the final hour of kings, if not come,
is near at hand, and that if the monarchy falls, it will be
accompanied by all who have shared its splendor.”

¢ True ; and when the day comes, sir, believe it will
find me, like you, prepared for every devotion.”

¢“Ah ! madame, you have, in by-gone days, given too
strong proofs of devotion, that any, and least of all I,
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should doubt you in the future ; and perhaps have I less -
reason to doubt yours than mine, which for the first time
has hesitated to obey an order of the queen.”

I do not understand you, sir.”

‘“ When I came from Versailles, I received an order at
once to present myself to the queen.”

¢“Ah!” said Andrée, smiling sadly, ¢“it is plain, like
you, the queen sees the sad and mysterious futnre, and
wishes to collect around her men on whom she can
rely.”

“You are mistaken, madame ; not to join me to, but
to remove me from her, did she send for me.”

¢ T'o separate you from her,” said the countess, drawing
a little nearer to the count. ¢ Excuse me,” said she, see-
ing that the connt, during the whole conversation, yet
stood at the door, ‘“but I keep you standing.” She
pointed to a chair.

As she spoke, she sunk back exhaunsted on the sofa
Sebastian had left ; she could stand no longer.

‘¢ Separate,” said she, with an emotion not devoid of
joy, as she thought the qtieen and Charny about to be
separated. ¢ And why ?”

““To go on a mission to the Count d’Artois and the
Duke of Bourbon, at Turin.”

¢ And you accepted ?”

Charny looked fixedly at Andrée, and said at once:

¢ No, madame.”

Andrée grew so pale that Charny advanced toward her
to aid her, but ghe recalled her strength as she saw him
come.

‘“No,” added she, “no ; you said no to an order of
the queen.”

< I replied that at this moment I thought my presence
more useful at Paris than at Turin, where any one could
discharge the mission proposed as an honor to me. That
I had another brother just arrived, whom I proposed to
place at her majesty’s service, and who is ready at once to
get out in my place.”

‘¢ And certainly the queen was gratified at the proposi,
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tion,” said Andrée, with a degree of bitterness she could
not conceal, and which did not escape Charny. ’

< No, madame ; my refusal seemed to wound her deeply.
I should have been forced to go had not the king come in,
and the matter been referred to him.”

‘¢ And the king sustained you!” said Andrée, with an
ironical smile. ‘< The king is kind, indeed, and, like you,
thought you should remain at the Tuileries.”

Charny did not frown.

“The king said my brother Isidor was well calculated
for the mission, especially as having come to court for the
first time, and being almost unknown, his presence was
not likely to be missed, and required the queen to exact
me not to leave you at such a crisis.”

‘“Leave me! The king said not leave me ?*

I repeat his own words, madame. Glancing from the
queen to me, he said, ¢ And where, too, is the Countess
Charny ?*”

‘¢ ¢Sire,” said the queen, ¢ Madame de Charny left the
palace about an hour ago.”

“<How ?’> said the king; ¢the countess left ‘the
palace ? But to return soon ?’ added the king.

¢ The queen replied, ‘I think not.”

¢“¢So the countess has gone. Whither, madame, do
you know ?’

‘“¢T do not,” said the queen. ‘When my friends leave
me, I let them go, and never ask them whither.’

¢“<Ah !’ said the king, ‘some woman’s quarrel. Mon-
sienr de Charny, I would speak with the queen. Await
me in my room, and present me to your brother. He will
start for Turin this very evening. I agree with you, De
Charny, I need you, and will keep youn.’

1 sent for my brother, who had come, and who awaited
me in the green saloon.”

At the last word Andrée, who had almost forgotten
Sebastian in her husband’s story, remembered all that had
passed between her son and herself, and looked sadly at
the door of the room in which he was.

¢ Excuse me, madame,” said Charny ; “I annoy you
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with matters with which yon do not feel interested, and
you, doubtless, wonder why I am here.”

““Not so, mongieur. What you have said interests me
deeply ; as for your presence here, after all the fear I have
felt for you, in thus proving you to be safe, cannot but
please me. Go on, then, sir; the king told you to await
him, and you sent for your brother ?”

““ We went to the king, and as the mission was import-
ant he spoke of that first. (IHe was not ten minutes be-
hind us.). The object of the mission was to tell their
royal highnesses what had taken place. A quarter of an
hour after my brother was on the road. The king walked
moodily about for awhile, and then pausing in front of
me, said : ¢ Count, do you know what has taken place be-
tween the qneen and the countess ?’”

¢“¢No, sire,” said I; < something must have taken place,
for I found the queen in a terrible humor toward her, and
very unjustly, too, it seemed to me.’

¢ ¢ At all events,” said the king, ¢if the queen does not
know where the counntess is, yon must find out.” I said I
was hardly more informed than the queen, but that 1
knew you had a household in Rue Cog-Heron, whither
you, without doubt, had gone. ¢Go thither, count. I
give you leave until to-morrow, provided you bring her
back with you then.’”

Charny looked go fixedly at Andrée, that, seeing she
could not meet his glance, she closed her eyes.

¢ ¢<TPell her,” said Charny, continuing to speak in the
king’s name, ‘that I will have her here even if I go my-
self for her, and find rooms, certainly not so large as those
she had at Versailles, but large enough for man and wife.’
Thus it was that I came at the king’s instance. You will,
I know, excuse me.”

¢ Al, sir!” said Andrée, rising quickly, and placing
her hands in his, ‘‘ can you doubt it ?”

Charny seized her hands, and placed them to his lips.
Andrée cried out as if his lips had been hot iron, and
sunk on the sofa. Her hands were locked in his, so that
she could not extricate them, and, without intending



48 THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY. .

it, he was beside her. Having heard some noise in the
next room, she hurried to the door so rapidly that the
count, not knowing to what movement to attribnte the
brusquerie of her conduct, arose, and again was before
her.

Charny leaned on the back of the sofa and sighed.
Andrée let her head rest on her hands; the sigh of
Charny had touched the very depth of her heart. What
then passed in the heart of the young woman is indes-
cribable. Having been married for years to a man whom
she adored, without that man, constantly occupied by
another woman, being aware of the terrible sacrifice she
made in marrying, she had, with the denial inspired by
the double duty of a wife and subject, seen and borne all
and concealed all. But for some time it had seemed to
her that some words of her husband were gentler, and
some glances of the queen more stern, so that the impres-
sion was not lost on her. During the days which had
rolled by, the terrible days full of terror to so many, alone,
perhaps, of all the terrified courtiers, Andrée had ex-
perienced some pleasant emotions; Charny seemed
anxious about her, looked uneasily for her, and met her
with joy; a light pressure of the hand communicated a
sympathy unseen by those who surronnded them, and
established a community of thought between them.
These were delicious sensations, unknown to the icy frame
and diamond heart which had ever experienced only the
pain of love and its nnrequitedness.

All at once, just as the poor creature had regained her
child, and again become a mother, something like the
dawn of love was awakened on the horizon of a heart pre-
vionsly obscure and clonded. It was a strange coinci-
dence, and proved that true happiness was not for her.
The two circumstances destroyed the effect of each other;
the return of the child depriving her forever of the hus-
band’s love, and the love of the husband making that of
the child impossible.

Charny could not see this when the cry escaped from
Andrée’s lips, when she repelled his advances, and thrust
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him into an abyss, from which it seemed impossible for
him to extricate himself. He thought it was produced by
dislike. Not so, it was the effect of fear.

Charny sighed, and renewed the conversation where it
had been abandoned.

‘“ What, madame, must I say to the king ?”

At the sound of his voice she quailed ; then, lifting up
her clear blue eyes, she said :

“Sir, tell his majesty that I have suffered so mnch
since I belonged to the court, that the queen has had the
kindness to permit me to retire, and I do so thankfully.
I was not born to live in the world, and in solitude have
always found rest, if not happiness. The happiest days
of my life were those I passed as a girl, in the Castle of
Taverney, and later, those I spent in the Convent of St.
Denis, with that pure daughter of France, known as Ma-
dame Louise. With your permission, sir, I will inhabit
this pavilion, which is full of memories, which, though
sad, have yet some soothing.” 1

The permission Andrée asked was given by the count
willingly, like a man not anxious to grant a prayer, but
to obey an order.

¢“Then, madame, you have decided ?”

¢ Yes, sir,” said Andrée, gently but firmly.

Charny bowed again.

‘¢ And now, madame,” said he, ‘I have one favor to
ask you, to be permitted to visit you here ?”

Andrée looked at Charny, with the clear blue eyes
ordinarily cold and impassive, but now full of surprise and
amazement.

¢¢ Certainly, sir,” said she, ¢but as I see no one, when
you are not required at the Tuileries, and have a few mo-
ments to spare, I shall always be happy to see you, if you
will spare themn to me.”

Charny had never seen so mnch charm in Andrée’s eye.
He had never seen so much tenderness in her voice.
Something penetrated his veins like the velvet tremor of a
first kiss. Charny would have given a whole year to have
sat by Andrée, though she had previously repulsed him.
C—Duyuas—Vor. X,
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Timid as a child, however, he dared not without en-
couragement, do so.

Andrée would have given, not a year, but an existence,
to have seen the one, from whom she had so long been
separated, by her side.

Unfortunately, they did not know each other, and each
was motionless.

Charny was the first to break the silence, which one,
capable alone of reading the heart, could have translated.

““You say you have suffered much at court, madame ?
Has not the king always treated you with respect amounnt-
ing to admiration, and the queen almost idolized you ?”

¢¢Ah! yes, sir, the king has ever been very kind to me.”

¢ Permit me to observe, madame, that you reply only to
a part of my question ; has the queen been less kind than
the king ?”

The lips of Andrée closed, as if they would have refused
au answer. She said :

“] make no charge against the queen, and would be
unjust were I to refuse to do her full justice.”

<¢ I say thiz, madame,” said Charny, ¢ because I see that
for some time the friendship she bore you has been some-
what diminished.”

¢¢ Possibly, sir, and on that account, as I had the honor
to say, I wished to leave the court.”

‘e But, madame, you will be very lonely and isolated.”

“Have I not always been as a child ? a girl, and as—""

She pansed seeing that she was going too far.

‘“Go on, madame,” said Charny.

‘“ You have seen my idea, sir. I was about to say asa
wife.”

“ Am I so happy as to have you reproach me on that
account ? 7

“Reproach, sir,” said Andrée, quickly. ¢ What right,
great God, have I to reproach you ? Think you I forget
the circumstances of onr marriage ? No; those who at
the foot of the altar do not swear eternal love, but, as we
did, eternal indifference and separation, have no right to
reproach each other for violation of the marriage vow.”
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Andrée’s words wrung a sigh from the heart of Charny.

““I see, madame, said he, ¢ that your determination is
fixed, but, at least, let me ask you, how you are to live
here ?”

Andrée smiled sadly.

*“ My father’s household,” said she, ¢ was so poor that,
compared with it, this pavilion, naked as it seems, is more
luxurious than anything I have been used to.”

¢ But the charming retreat of Trianon, Versailles.”

““Ah! I knew I would have to relinquish them.”

‘“You will at least have here all you need.”

1 shall find all I am used to.”

¢ Let me see,” said Charny, who wished to form an idea
of the room she was to occupy, and who was examining
everything.

““ What do you wish to see, sir ?” asked Andrée, rising
slowly and looking anxiously in the direction of the cham-
ber.

“But if you are not very humble in your wishes, ma-
dame, this pavilion is not a home, I passed through one
antechamber, and I am now in the saloon. This door”
(he opened one on the side) * leads into a chamber, and
that, I see into a dining-room.”

Andrée rushed between the count and the door, and
fancied that she saw Sebastian.

¢ Monsieur,” said she, ¢ I beg you not to go further.”

.And she closed the passage.

“Ah ! I understand; this is the door of your bed-
chamber.”

¢ Yes, sir,” muttered Andrée, half stifled.

Charny looked at the countess, and saw that she was
trembling and pale. Terror was never more evident than
in the expression of her face.

¢ Ah | madame, I was aware that you did not love me,
but was not aware that you hated me.”

Unable to repress his feelings in Andrée’s presence any
longer, he staggered for a moment like a drunken man,
and rushed out of the room with a ery of agony which
reached the depth of Andrée’s heart
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The young woman looked after him until he had disap-
peared. With straining ears she listened as long as she
could to hear his carriage wheels, which gradunally became
more indistinct, and then arousing all her power, thongh
ghe felt that her heart would almost break, and that she
had not too much maternal love to combat this other love,
she rushed into the room, erying :

¢t Sebastian ! Sebastian !”

No voice replied to her, and her cry of agony had no
echo.

By the light of the lamp she looked around, and saw
that the room was empty.

She could, however, scarcely believe her eyes.

She called Sebastian, again and again.

The silence was nnbroken.

Then only did she see that the window was open, and
that the current of air agitated the flame of the lamp.

The same window had been found open, when fifteen
years before her son had first disappeared.

“True,” said she, ‘“did he not say I was not his
mother ?

Then she saw that at the moment she had regained
them, she had lost both a husband and a child, and she
threw herself on her bed with arms ontstretched, and her
fingers convulsively grasped. Her strength and resigna-
tion were exhausted.

She could but cry, weep, and appreciate her loss.

Nearly an hour passed in this state of profound annihi-
lation, in a total oblivion of the whole world, and that
wish for annihilation which the unhappy entertain. The
hope that, returning to nothing, the world will, with it,
bear them away.

All at once it seemed to Andrée that something more
terrible than grief coursed through her veins. A sensa-
tion she had experienced but twice or thrice before, and
which had always preceded great crises of her life, took
possession of her. By a slow motion, independent of will,
she slowly lifted herself up. Her voice died in her throat ;
all her body, asif involuntarily attracted, became convulsed,
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and she fancied she could see that she was not alone.
Her sight became fixed and clear ; 8 man who seemed to
have pasged the window-sill stood before her ; she wished
to call, to reach out her hand to the bell-rope ; she felt
the same inexpressible gtupor she had before experienced
in the presence of Balsamo. The man who thus fasci-
nated her was Gilbert.

Here came the father she hated, to replace the son she
loved.

CHAPTER V.
WHAT BECAE OF SEBASTIAN.

TwHE first sentiment of Andrée, when she saw Gilbert,
was not only that of profound terror, but of invincible
repugnance. :

Gilbert, on the contrary, entertained for Andrée, in
spite of her contempt, scorn, and persecutiong, not the
ardent love which led him when young to crime, but the
deep, passionate devotion which would have made a man
do her a service, even at the peril of his life.

The reason is that he saw that all Andrée’s troubles
were due to him, and that he owed her asum of hap-
piness equal to that of which he had deprived her.

Andrée spoke first ; she said :

‘“What do you wish, sir? IHow came you here, and
why ? What wish you ?”

“I came to demand a treasure which is valueless to
yon, but inestimable to me. What do I wish ? To know
how that child was borne away by you, and know what
has become of him.”

‘¢ What has become of him ?” said Andrée. ¢‘Ilow do
Iknow ? He fled from me. You have taught him thor-
oughly to hate his mother.”

‘¢ His mother ! ” said Gilbert. ‘¢ Are you really such ?”

‘¢ A !” said she, ‘‘he sees my distress, he hears my
cries, and asks if I am really a mother !”

““ You do not know where he is ?”

~
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“I tell you he fled from me. When I came to this
room, in which I had left him, he was gone. The window
was up, and he gone.”

“My God! what will become of him ? How can he
find his way through Paris ? It is after twelve, too.”

¢“Oh!” said Andrée, ‘“think you that he is in dan-

er P

¢ We will know, and from you,” said he.

He stretched forth his hand.

¢¢ Monsieur !” said she, drawing back to avoid the mag-
netic influence.

¢ Madame, do not fear. I talk to a mother of her
son, of the means to find him. To me you are sacred.
Sleep, and read with your heart.”

“I do sleep.”

“Do you, with me, employ all the power of my will, or
do you sleep voluntarily ?”

<« Will you again say that I am not Sebastian’s mother ?”

¢¢ As the case may be. Do yon love him ?”

¢¢ Can you ask if I love the child I bore? Yes, I love
him deeply.”

“Then you are his mother, madame, for yon love him
as I do.”

““Yes,” said Andrée, sighing.

““You will reply voluntarily ?”

“Will you permit me to see him ?”

‘“Have I not said that you were his mother, as I am his
father ? You love him as I do, and shall see him.”

¢ Thanks,” said Andrée, with an expression of unutter-
able joy, and she clasped her hands. ¢ Nowask. I see.”

“ What ?”

““ Follow him since he left, that I may not lose track of
him.”

“ Well, where did you see him 2 ”

““In the green room.”

¢ Where did he follow youn ?”

¢ Down the corridor.”

¢ Where did he join you 2 *

¢¢ At the carriage.”
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¢ Whither did you take him ? 7

¢To the next room.”

¢ Where did he sit ?”

¢ By me.”

¢ How long 2”

¢¢ Half an hour.”

¢ Why did he leave youn ?”

‘¢ Because the noise of a carriage was heard.”
¢ Who was in the carriage ?”

Andrée hesitated.

55

““Who was in the carriage ?” said Gilbert, in a firmer

tone, and a positive expression of will.
““ The Count de Charny.”
“ Where did you hide the child ?”
¢ In that room.”
¢ What did he say as he left you ?
“That I was not his mother.”
“Why ?”
Andrée was silent.
““Why ? Speak, for I will have it so.”
¢¢ Because I said—"
““ What ?”
¢ Becanse I said you were a vile rascal.”

‘“Look at the heart of that poor child, madame, and

gee the wrong you have done.”

My God ! my God! Forgive me, my child.”

<« Did Monsieur de Charny suspect the child was

yours ?”
' No")
“ Are you sure ?”
“Yes.”
¢ Why did he not remain ?”

¢ Monsieur de Charny does not live with me.”

Andrée was silent for a moment. Iler eyes became

fixed, and she attempted to see into darkness.

‘¢ My dear !” said she, ¢ Charny, dear Charny !”

Gilbert looked at her with surprise.

““Alas ! ” said she, ¢ it was for the purpose of returning

to me that he refused this mission. He loves me.”
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Gilbert began to read confusedly the terrible drama he
first penetrated.

¢ And do you love him ?”

She sighed.

“ Why do you ask me that question ?” said Andrée.

‘ Read my heart.”

““Yes, your intention is good. You would make me
forget the wrong you have done me by conferring happi-
ness on me. I would not, however, owe happiness to you.
I hate you, and will continue to do so forever.”

“Poor human nature!” murmured Gilbert; ¢is so
much happiness set aside for you that yom can refnse
this ? You love him ?”

LR

¢¢ Since when ?”

‘¢ Since I have known him. Since the day he came from
Versailles in the carriage with the queen and myself.”

““Then you know what love is ? ” said Gilbert, sadly.

¢“Ido,” said the young woman, ‘“know that love is given
to us, too, as a measure of woe.”

“True ; you are now a woman. A rough diamond yon
have been, set by the hands of the terrible lapidary, grief.
Let us return to Sebastian.”

“Ah! yes, let us do so. Do not let me think of Mon-
sienr de Charny. The idea of him troubles my faculties,
and, instead of my child, I will, perhaps, follow the
count.” X

““Trne wife forget the husband, mother remember the
child alone.”

A half-gentle expression at once took possession of her
face and whole frame, entirely displacing the one she
usually bore.

‘““Where was he while you talked with your hus-
band ?”

¢ Here, at the door.”

¢“ Did he hear the conversation ? ”

‘¢ A part of it.”

‘ When did he resolve to leave the room ? ”

¢ At the moment when the count &
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She paused.

¢“When Monsieur de Charny kissed my hand, and I
cried.”

“¢You see him, then ?”

‘“Yes, with plaited brow, his lips fixed, and clinched
hands.”

““ What does he do ?”

““Sees if there be no door opening into the garden.
Seeing there is none, goes to the window, opens it, looks
out, glances at the saloon, springs out, and disappears.”

¢ Follow him.”

T cannot.”

Gilbert passed his hand in front of Andrée’s eyes.

“ You know that for yon there is no darkness. Look.”

“Ah! ah! Runs down the alley by the wall, he opens
the gate unseen, and gains the Rue Platriére. He stops,
and speaks to a woman.”

¢¢ Listen ; do you hear him ??

$1dor”

¢ What does he ask ?”

¢ The way to the Rue St. Honoré.”

‘“Yes ; Ilive there. Poor lad! he awaits me there.”

¢ No,” said she, shaking her head with an expression of
great sadness. ‘“ He did not go in. He did not wait.”

¢ Whither, then, did he go 2”

¢ Let me follow him, or I shall lose him.”

¢¢ Follow him, follow him,” said Gilbert, who saw that
Andrée foretold some misfortune for him.

1 see him, I see him !”

“Well ?”

“He is in the Rune Grenelli; he is at the Rume St.
Honoré ; he crosses the Place Palais Royal at full speed ;
he asks the road again ; he hurries on; he is in the Rue
Richelien, in the Rue des Frondeurs, the Rune New St.
Roch. Stop, stop, my poor child! Sebastian, do you
not see that carriage driven down the Rue Sourdiére ? I
see, I see the horses.”

She muttered a terrible cry, rose up, and maternal agony
was imprinted on her brow,
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«“Ah!?” said Gilbert, ¢ if anything happens to him,
remember it will recoil on you.”

¢« Ah!” said Andrée, without hearing or listening to
anything said by Gilbert. ‘¢ Thank the God of heaven,
the horse has thrown him ount of the way of the wheels.
I see him senseless, but not dead. No, no, not dead. He
has only fainted. Help, help! My child!”

With a ery of agony, Andrée fell back again on the bed.

Great as was Gilbert’s wish to know more, he granted to
the trembling woman the repose she needed so much.

He feared, if he excited her too much, a fiber of her
heart would break, or that she would burst a blood-vessel.

As soon, however, as he thought he could question her
safely, he said :

“Well 27

¢ Wait, wait ! There is a crowd around him. Ah! for
mercy, let me go. It is my son, Sebastian. My God ! is
there no surgeon ? ”

“Oh ! I will go,” said Gilbert.

¢ Wait,” said Andrée, seizing his arm ; ‘‘ the crowd
opens ; here is one. Quick, sir, quick! You see he is
not dead ; yon must save him.”

She uttered a cry of agony.

¢ What is the matter ? 7 asked Gilbert.

‘It is not a man, but a gnome, a dwarf, a vampire ;
hideous, hideous!”

¢¢ Madame, madame, do not lose sight of Sebastian.”

¢ Ah !” said she, with a fixed expression of the lip and
eye, ¢ do not be uneasy, I will not.”

‘“ What does the man do ?”

‘“He carries him away. He goes into the Rue Sour-
diére. He enters the lane of St. Hyacinthe. He ap-
proaches a low door, which is half open. He ascends a
stairway, and places him on a table covered with papers,
both printed and manuscript. He takes off Sebastian’s
coat, rolls up the sleeve, and binds his arm with ligatures,
which a woman, dirty and hideous as the man,is bring-
ing him. He takes out a lancet, and is about to bleed
him. Ah! I cannot bear to see my child’s blood.”
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¢“Well,” said Gilbert, ¢“look, and count the steps.”

1 have. Eleven.”

““ Look at the door, and tell me what you see strange
about it.”

¢ A little opened ; closed by a cross-bar grating.”

¢ Well, that is all I need.”

¢¢ Hurry, and you will find him there.”

‘Do you wish to awake at once, and to remember, or
not until to-morrow, after having forgotten all ?

Arouse me now. Let me remember.”

Gilbert passed his hands in front of Andrée’s eyes,
breathed on her brow, and said :

‘“ Awake!”

The eyes of the young woman immediately became
bright, and her lips lost their rigidity. She looked at
Gilbert almost without fear, and continued when awake
the advice given him in sleep.

‘ Hurry, hurry !” said she, ‘“and take him from that
man, of whom I am afraid.”

CHAPTER VL

THE MAN OF THE PLACE LOUIS XV,

GILBERT'S anxiety required nostimulation. He remem-
bered what Andrée had told him of his son’s route, and
hurried after it, and reached the lane of St. IIyacinthe.

Here he began to inspect the locality, and in the third
door by the grated cross recognized Andrée’s description,
which was too exact to admit of a doubt. He- knocked,
but no one answered. He knocked again.

He fancied that he heard a timid and suspicious step
approach him by the stairway.

He knocked again.

¢“Who is there ? ” said a female voice.

¢ Open the door ; I am the father of the wounded child
whom you received.”
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¢¢ Open, Albertine ! ” said another voice. ‘It is Doctor
Gilbert.”

‘¢ Father; father !’ said a third voice, in which Gilbert
recognized his son’s.

He breathed freely.

The door was opened, and he ascended the steps, utter-
ing his thanks as he went.

At the last step he found himself in a kind of cellar,
lighted by a lamp, and covered with papers, as Andrée
had said.

In the dark, and on akind of pallet, Gilbert saw his son,
who appealed to him with outstretched hands. Powerful
as Gilbert’s self-control was, paternal love triumphed over
philosophical decorum, and he clasped his child to his
breast warmly, though he took care not to wound his
bleeding arm or sore chest.

After a long paternal kiss, in which all was commu-
nicated, though unuttered, Gilbert turned to his host.

He stood erect, with his legs apart, one hand resting on
the table, the other on his hip, looking by the light of the
lamp at the scene which passed before him.

¢ Look, Albertine,” said he,‘“and thank the chance
which has enabled me to be of service to one of my con-
fréres.”

As the surgeon spoke, Gilbert looked around, and for
the first time looked at the shapeless beirg before him.

A yellow-and-green light seemed to flash from his eyes,
and declare that, like one of those persons pursned by
Latona, if not human, he was not a toad.

Gilbert shuddered in spite of himself. He seemed, in
some dream, to have already seen this man in a sea of
carnage.

He approached Sebastian, and clasped him more tenderly
than before.

He soon triumphed over this feeling, and going to the
stranger, pressed his hand tenderly, saying :

“ Receive my thanks, sir, for the preservation of my
son’s life. Believe me, I speak truly, and from my heart.”

¢ Sir,” said the surgeon, ‘“I have done only what feel-
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ings and science inspired and required. Monsienr Ter-
ence gays: ¢ Homo sum et nihi humani abienum ame-
puto.” My heart, too, is tender, and I cannot see even an
insect suffer—certainly, then, I cannot see a man.”

¢ May I ask to what philanthropist I have the honor to
gpeak ?”

““You do not know me, brother,” said the surgeon,
smiling with an air he wished to make insinunatory, but
which was hideous, ‘“Eh! Well—I know you are Doc-
tor Gtilbert, the friend of Washington and Lafayette.”
He laid particular stress upon the last name. ¢¢The men
of America and France, the honest Utopians who made
snch magnificent theories about constitutional monarchy,
addressed to His Majesty Lonis XVI., which His Majesty
Lonis XVI. rewarded by sending you to the Bastile, di-
rectly you tonched the soil of France. Yon wished to save
him by sweeping away impediments in his future course.
He sent you to prison as a reward. Royal gratitude !

On this occasion the surgeon laughed terribly.

¢ As yon know me, sir, it is another reason why I re-
peat my question, and ask your name in return.”

‘¢ Ah, we became acquainted very long ago, sir. Twenty
years ago, on a terrible night, you were then about as old
ag this child. You were brought dead, wounded, and dy-
ing as he is. Yon were bronght to me by Master Rous-
sean, and I bled you on a table covered with bodies and
amputated limbs. On that terrible night, it is pleasant to
remember, I have, thanks to a knife that knows how far
to enter, to cut, to cure, or to cicatrize, saved many
lives.”

“Oh!” said Gilbert, ¢ you are Jean Paunl Marat ?”

In spite of him, he drew back a pace.

“You see, Albertine, that my name has its influence.”

And he burst into a malicious laugh.

¢“But,” said Gilbert, quickly, ‘ why are you here in
this cellar, lighted only by a smoky lamp ? I thought
you physician of Monsicur d’Artois.”

‘I was his veterinary surgeon. The prince, however,
has emigrated, and having no horses, needs no veterinary
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surgeon. Besides, I resigned—I would not serve ty-
rants.”

“Why, though, are you here, in this cellar—in this
den ?”

¢ Because I am a patriot, and denounce the ambitious
in my writing. Monsieur Bailly hates me, Necker fears
me, Lafayette pursues me, and has put a price on my
head. The ambitious dictator ! From my cavern I pur-
sue, denounce, and brave the dictator. Do you know what
has been done ?” f

¢ No,” naively said Gilbert.

¢ He has had made in the Faubourg St Antoine fifteen
thousand snuff boxes with his portrait. I beg all good
citizens to break them wherever they find them. It is the
password, this, of a royalist plot. You do not know, that
while poor Louis weeps liot tears at the follies the Austrian
makes him commit, Lafayette conspires with the queen.”

“ With the queen ?” gaid Gilbert, in thought.

““Yes, with the queen,” said Marat, sharply.  You
will not say that she does not conspire. She distributed
the other day so many ribbons and white cockades, that
white ribbon rose three cents a yard. The thing is cer-
tain ; I heard it from one of the daughters of Madame
- Bertin, the queen’s marchande des modes, her prime minis-
ter. That lady said, ‘I have been all day at work with
her majesty.””

¢ And where do you denounce all that ?”

‘In my paper, a journal I have founded, ¢ L’Ami dun
Peuple,’ or ‘le Publiciste Parisien,” a political and impar-
tial paper. To pay for the paper and printing of the first
number, I sold even the covering of the bed on which
your child lies.”

Gilbert did turn, and saw that Sebastian really lay on a
perfectly bare mattress, and that, overcome by fatigue
and pain, he slept.

The doctor approached him, to ascertain whether or
not he had fainted. Reassured, however, by his regular
respiration, he returned to Marat, who inspired the same
interest called forth by a wild animal.
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‘¢ And who assists you ?”

“Ah! ha! turkeys fly in gangs—eagles fly alone. 1
am assisted by my hand and head.

“See you that table ? It is Vulean’s forge, where thun-
der-bolts are made. Everyday I write eight pages, which
are sold in the morning. Sometimes eight pages will not
suffice, and then I write sixteen. What I begin with
large type, generally ends in small. Other journalists re-
lieve one another at intervals, and then suspend ; it is not
my way ; ‘The Friend of the People” always appears. It
is not merely a name, but a person. It is myself.”

¢ But how do you accomplish all this work ?”

‘¢ Ah, that is a secret between death and myself. 1
have given up ten years of my life, and she grants me days
that need no rest, nights that need no repose. My life is
simple. I write all day and all night. Lafayette’s police
compelsme to live in gecret, and forces me to activity. At
first it annoyed me, and was oppressive to me—now I like
it. I like to look at society through the miserable grat-
ings of my cavern, through my dark cage. In the depth
of night I reign over the living, and judge, without ap-
peal, geience and politics. With one hand I demolish
Newton, Franklin, La Place, Monge, Lavoisier ; with the
other, I make Bailly, Necker, and Lafayette tremble. I
will overthrow all that. Yes, perhaps as Samson over-
threw the temple, and buried himself beneath the ruins,
I, too, may be crushed amid the fragments of the
throne.”

This man repeated .in a cavern, and in the rags of
misery, nearly what Cagliostro had, in embroidery, said in
the palace.

¢ But,” said he, ¢“ popular as yon are, why have yon not
at leagt procured a nomination to the National Assem-
bly 2

<« Ah 1” said Marat, almost at once, “ were I sustained
as tribune of the people, by gome thousands of determined
men, I promise you that in six weeks the constitution
would be perfected, and the political machine proceed
perfectly. Not a villain should dare to interfere with i$
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—the nation would be free and happy, and in less than
one year it would become flourishing, and remain so as
long as I live.”

The vainglorions creature became transformed beneath
Gilbert’s eye. His own eyes became blood-shot, as his
yellow skin shone with sweat. The monster was great on
account of his ngliness, as others are on account of their
beauty.

¢« Ah!” continued le, resuming his thonght, which en-
thusiasm had interrupted. ¢ I will not be tribune, I can-
not find the thousands of men I need. I have though,
writing materials, pen, ink, and paper. I have readers
and subscribers, who look on me as a prophet and an
oracle. 1 have the people, the friend of whom I am, and
whom I lead trembling from freason, from terror. In the
first number of ¢I’Ami du Peuple,” I denounced the
aristocrats, and said there were six hundred criminals in
France, and that six hundred ropes were required. I was
deceived nearly a month, for on the 5th and 6th of Octo-
ber I became enlightened and saw that not six hundred
but ten thousand aristocrats should be destroyed.”

Gilbert smiled. Fury, which had reached this point,
surpassed folly.

«“Take care,” said he. ¢ There is not hemp enough in
France to make the ropes you think so necessary.”

1 trust,” said Marat, ¢ that more expeditions means
will be tried. Do you know whom I expect in ten min-
utes to knock at my door ?” y

“No.”

¢ A person of our profession, a member of the National
Assembly, whom you know by name, Citizen Guillotin.”

¢ Yes,” said Gilbert.

“Do you know what Guillotin has invented ? A won-
derful machine which kills without pain. Death should
be a punishment, not a torture. He has invented this
machine, and one these of days we will try it.”

Gilbert shuddered. This was the second time he had
heard of this machine. From the man in the cellar, and
from Cagliostro in the palace. .



THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY. 65

¢ Ah!” said Marat, as a knock was just heard. It is
he. Go, Albertine, and open.”

Amazed, terrified, a prey to something like swimming
in the head, he went instinctively to Sebastian’s side, in-
tending to take him in his arms, and carry him home.

¢ Look,” said Marat, mechanically, ““at a machine
which is self-acting, and needs but one man to put it in
motion, which by changing the knife three times can cut
off a hundred heads a day, without any other sensation
than a slight coolness about the neck.”

““Ah!”is it you, doctor?” said Marat, turning to a
little man who had a box, of the form and size of those
which contain children’s foys, in his hands. ¢ What
have you there ?

<A model of my famous machine, dear Marat. I am
not mistaken,” said the little man. ¢ Is that Doctor Gil-
bert I see ?”

<1t is,” said Gilbert, bowing.

‘] am delighted to sece you ; yon are not in the way at
all, and I shall be glad to have the opinion of so distin-
guished a man on my invention. I mnust tell youn, Marat,
I found a very skilful carpenter, Guidon, to make my
large machine. He asks five thousand francs for it, but
no sacrifice is too great, in my opinion, for the benefit of
man. In two months it will be completed, and tried.
Yes, I will, in the interim, propose the matter to the as-
sembly, and I hope they will approve the proposition, and
that you will prepare the way in your excellent journal,
though, indeed, my machine recommends itself, as you
are about to see. A few lines in ¢ I’Ami du Peuple’ will
do no harm.”

‘ Be easy abont the matter,”” said Marat. ¢ 1 will not
only afford you a few lines, but an entire number.”

“You are very good, dear Marat, but I wish you to
judge for yourself,” said Guillotin.

He drew from his pocket a second box, about the size
of the first, and a noise inside denoted that it contained
something alive, or, rather, something anxious to get

out. '
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This noise was observed immediately by Marat’s quick
ear.

< Ah, ha!” said the latter. ¢ What is that ?”

¢ You shall see,” said Guillotin.

Marat put hig hand on the box.

““Be careful not to let them escape, for we cannot
retake them. They are mice, whom we are about to de-
capitate. What are you going to do, Doctor Gilbert?
Not go ?”

¢ Alag ! yes, sir,” replied Gilbert, < to my great regret.
But my son, wounded this evening by being knocked down
in the street, has been relieved, bled, and dressed by Doc-
tor Marat, to whom, under similar circumstances, I am
indebted for my own life, and whom I again thank. The
child needs a fresh bed, rest, and care. I cannot then
witness your interesting experiment.”

‘“ But you will see the great experiment we will make
two months hence ? Will you not ? Will you not, doc-
tor 2

« I will.”

« I will remember your promise.”

¢ Doctor,” said Marat, ‘I need not remind you to keep
the place of my concealment a secret.”

¢ Oh, sir !”

“Your friend Lafayette, if he knew it, would have me
shot like a dog, or hung as a robber.”

¢¢Shot ! hung !” said Guillotin, ¢ all that will be done
away with. Shooting and hanging will disappear. There
will be a quiet, easy, and instantaneous death established,
A death so easy that all men disgusted with life, and who
wish to die like sages and philosophers, will prefer it to
anatural one. Come, look at it, dear Marat, look at it.”

Without attending any longer to Dr. Gilbert, Guillotin
opened the large box, and began to arrange his machine
with equal curiosity and enthusiasm.

Gilbert took advantage of the opportunity to lift up
Sebastian, who was yet asleep, and carry him away.

Albertine again escorted him to the gate, which she
carefully closed behind him. ‘~
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Once again in the street, he felt, by the cold on his face,
that he was covered with perspiration, which the night
wind was congealing.

¢ Oh, my God! what is about to befall this city, whose
cellars conceal, perhaps even now, five hundred philan-
thropists, occupied and busy in such discoveries as that I
was 80 near seeing just now, and which one day will burst
forth beneath the light of heaven.”

From the Rue de la Sourdiére to the house of Gilbert,
the Rue St. Honoré, was but a step.

Cold and motion had awakened Sebastian. He wished
to walk, but his father would not consent, and continned
to carry him.

When the doctor came to the door, he placed Sebastian
on his feet for a moment, and knocked. Hehad not long
to wait in the street.

A coarse though quick voice was heard on the other
side of the door.

¢ Is it you, Monsieur Gilbert ?” said the voice.

““ That is Pitou’s voice.”

‘Heaven be praised ! ” said Pitou, as he opened the
door. ¢ Sebastian is found and unhurt, I trust, Monsieur
Gilbert ? s

‘At least, without any serious accident,” said the
doctor. ““ Come, Sebastian.”

Leaving to Piton the care of closing the door in the face
of the drowsy porter, who appeared in chemise and night-
cap, with Sebastian in his arms, he began to go up-stairs.

Uneasy and afraid, Pitou followed. By his muddy and
stained shoes it was easy to see that he had just arrived
after a long journey.

Gilbert thanked Pitou as a brave fellow should be
thanked—that is, by a pressurec of the hand, and as he
thought that, after a journey of eighteen leagmes, and
anxiety for six hours, the traveler ought to have some rest,
he wished him good night and sent him to his bed.

As for Gilbert, he did not wish to leave to another the
care of watching and attending Sebastian. He himself
examined thegruise on the breast of his child, and applied



68 THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY.

his ear to several places on his chest, and being assured
that respiration was thoroughly free, he settled himself in
his easy-chair near the child, who, in spite of much fever,
sank quickly to sleep.

But, soon remembering the uneasiness which Andrée
must feel, according to that which he had himself ex-
perienced, he called his valet, and directed him to put at
once into the post, so that it should reach her address early
in the morning, a letter in which were written the follow-
ing words:

¢¢ Reassure yourself; the child is found, and is not in-
jured.”

CHAPTER VIIL
TRUCE.

A weEK had rolled away between the events we have
just related and the day on which weagain take the reader
by the hand and conduect him to the palace of the Tuileries,
now the principal theater of the great catastrophes about
to be accomplished.

Oh, Tuileries ! fatal heritage, bequeathed by the queen
of St. Barthélemy, the foreigner, Catherine de Medicis, to
her descendants and to her successors. Palace of giddi-
ness, which attracts but to destroy; what fascination
dwells in your gates, where all the crowned fools who wish
tobe called kings lose themselves ; who believe themselves
only really sacred so long as they are within thy walls, and
whom thou castest out, one after the other; these as
bodies without heads, and those as fugitives without
crowns !

Without doubt, there is in thy stones, chiseled even as
the works of Benvenuto Cellini, some fatal malignancy ;
without doubt, some fatal talisman hath found a refuge
‘neath thy roof. Look back on the last kings thou hast
received, and say what thou hast done w.th them! Of
these five kings, one only has been dismissed by you to the
tomb where his ancestors awaited him ; afid of the four
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others whom history claims of thee, one has been delivered
to the scaffold, and the three others to exile.

One day a whole crowd wished to brave the danger and
to establish itself in the place of the kings, as commis-
sioner of the people, to station itself there, where the
elect of monarchy had sat. From this moment giddiness
seized it ; from this moment it destroyed itself. The scaf-
fold devoured some ; exile swallowed up others; and a
strange fraternity reunited Louis XVI. and Robespierre,
Collot d’Herbois and Napoleon, Billeaud, Varennes and
Charles X., Vadier and Louis Philippe.

Oh, Tuileries, Tuileries! mad indeed will he be who
shall dare to cross thy threshold and attempt to enter
where Louis X VI., Napoleon, Charles X., and Louig Phi-
lippe entered, for sooner or later he must pass out the
same door as they !

And yet, gloomy palace, each of them entered into thy
bosom amid the acclamations of the people, and thy double
balcony has seen them one after the other smile at these
acclamations, confiding in the wishes and the vows that
urged them on ; this has made those who sat on the royal
dais, each of them severally labor at his own work, and
not at that of the people ; one day, the people, perceiving
this, has caused them to be led to thy gates like unfaith-
ful stewards, or has punished them like ungrateful com-
missioners.

It was thus that after the terrible 6th of October, in the
midst of mud, blood, and shrieks, the pale sun of the
morning discovered, as he rose, the court of the Tuileries
filled by a people moved at the return of their king, and
elated to see him.

All the day Louis XVI. received the constitnted authori-
ties ; during this time the crowd waited without, sought
him, and gazed through the windows; he, who thought
he perceived him, raised a cry of joy, and pointed him
out to his neighbor, as he said :

“Do you see him ? There ! there!”

At noon he showed himself on the balcony, and the
cheers and the bravos were unanimous.
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Iu the evening he descended into the garden, and there
were more than bravos and cheers ; there were emotions,
there were tears.

Mme. Elizabeth, pious and naive, pointed this people
out to her brother, and said to him:

< It seems to me it is not difficult to rule such men.”

Her lodging was on the ground floor. In the evening
she caused the windows to be opened, and supped before
the people.

Men and women looked on, applanded, and salnted ; the
women especially. They caused their children to mount the
window-sills, ordering these little innocents to send kisses
to the great lady, and to tell her how beautiful she was,

The little children repeated, * You are very, very beauti-
ful, madame,” and with their little dimpled hands waved
numberless kisses.

Every one said :

“ The revolution is over ; the king i3 rescued from Ver-
pailles, his courtiers and counselors. The enchantment
which kept him in captivity beyond his capital, in that
world of automata, of statues, and box-wood forests called
Versailles, is broken. Thank God, the king is restored to
life, activity, and truth—to real life ! Come, sire, among
us ; until to-day, surrounded as you were, aught but au-
thority to err—to-day, amid us, your people, you can do
good.”

The two most popular men in France, Lafayette, and
Mirabeau, again became royalists.

Mirabean had said to Lafayette, ¢ Let us unite, and save
the king.”

Lafayette was essentially an honest man, but had a nar-
row mind. He despised the character of Mirabeau, and
did not comprehend his genius.

He went to see the Duke of Orleans.

Much bas been said of his royal highness ; even that at
night, in a slouched hat hiding his eyes, he had been seen
to excite, brandishing a switch, the crowd collected in the
marble court, indueing them to pillage the castle, and
brusting that the grand finale would be death.
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To the Duke of Orleans Mirabeau was everything.

Instead of uniting with Mirabean, Lafayette went to
the duke and invited him to leave Paris. The duke hesi-
tated, argued, contended, and became angry.

Lafayette was so much of a king that it was necessary
to obey.

¢¢ And when do I return ?”

¢“When I think proper, prince, that you ghould.”

¢ But if, monsieur, I become weary, and return with-
out your leave, what will be the consequeunce ? ”

““Then,” said Lafayette, ‘I expect your royal highness
will fight with me the next day.”

The duke left, and did not return until he was sent for.

Lafayette was not much of a royalist before the 5th and
6th of October, when he really and sincerely changed his
opinion. He had saved the king and protected the queen.

We become bound to persons by services we render them,
not by those we receive. The reason of this ig, that men
are rather proud than grateful.

During the few days which passed, during which the
new inmates of the Tuileries had become established and
resumed their old habits, Gilbert, not having been sent
for by the king, had not thought proper to visit him ; at
last his day of visit having come, he thought his duty
would be an excuse which he did not feel his devdtion
would.

Louis XVI., too, knew in hig own heart, in spite of the
prejudices of the queen against Gilbert, that the doctor
was his friend, if not absolutely the friend of royalty ; the
difference was unimportant.

Ie then remembered that it was Gilbert’s day of visit,
and had ordered him to be introduced as soon as he came.

Scarcely had he crossed the door of the palace, than the
valet de chambre arose, went to him, and accompanied
him to the presence of the king.

The king walked up and down, so immersed in thought
that he paid no attention to the announcement.

Gilbert stood silent and motionless at the door, waiting
for the king to observe his presence.
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The object which interested him, and it was easily seen
from his stopping from time to time to observe it, was the
famous portrait of Charles 1., by Vandyck, the same which
is now at the Louvre, and which an Englishman proposed
to cover with gold as its price.

Charles I. is on foot under some of those rough, hardy
trees found on downs. A page holds his horse. The sea
is in the distance. The head of the king is expressive of
gadness. Of what did the uunlucky Stuart think ? His
predecessor was the beautiful and unfortunate Mary of
Scotland, and his successor will be James II.

Often the king paused before the picture, and with a
sigh resumed the walk, which always seemed ready to ter-
minate in one place—the pieture,

At last Gilbert remembered that there are occasions
when it is better to announce one’s self than to stand still.

He moaned, the king trembled, and looked around.

<¢ Ah, doctor, isit you ? I am glad to see you. How
long have you been here ? ”

‘“ Some moments, sire.”

¢ Ah!” said the king, again becoming pensive.

After a pause, he took Gilbert before the picture,

‘Do you know this picture ?”

¢ Yes, sire.”

¢ Where did you gee it ?”

¢ At the house of Madame du Barry.”

‘Madame du Barry! Yes, that is it,” said the king.

After another pause of some moments :

¢ Know yon the history of this picture ? ”

“The subject, or the picture itself, does your majesty
speak of ?”

I speak of the history of the picture.”

¢“No, sire ; I only know that it was painted in London
abont 1645 or 1646. I know no more, and am ignorant
how it came into France, and how it is now in your maj-
esty’s rooms.”

‘““How it did pass into Franee, I know ; how it came
here, I know not.”

Gilbert looked at Louis XVI. with astonishment.
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¢ Who has ordered it to be placed here ? Why is it
here, or, rather, why does it pursue me, doctor ?” said
Louis XVI. ¢ Lurks there no fatality beneath this?”

¢ A fatality, certainly, if this portrait says nothing to
you, sire, but a providence if it speaks to yon.”

¢ How would you that such a portrait spoke not to a
king in my situation, doctor ?”

‘¢ After having permitted me to speak the trnth to you,
will your majesty allow me to question youn ?”

Louis XVI. seemed to hesitate a moment.

“ Question me, doctor,” said he.

* What does this portrait say to your majesty, sire ?”

‘It tells me that Charles I. lost his head for having
made war upon his people, and that James IL lost his
throne for having neglected his own.”

“In this case, the portrait is like myself, sire, it speaks
the truth.”

““ Well, then ?” asked the king, soliciting Gilbert with
a look,

¢“Since the king has permitted me to question him, I
will ask him what answer he will make to a portrait that
speaks so loyally ?”

¢ Monsieur Gilbert,” said the king, I give you my
word as a gentleman that I have resolved nothing as yet ;
I shall take eounsel of circumstances.”

‘“ The people fear lest the king should think of making
war on them,”

Lionis XVI. shook his head.

¢ No, sir, no,” said he ; ““I could not make war on my
people without employing foreign swords, and I know the
state of Europe too well to tempt me to do that. The King
of Prussia offered to enter France with a hundred thou-
sand men, but I know the intrigning and ambitious spirit
of this petty monarchy, which wishes to become a great
kingdom, which pushes itself into every dispute, hoping
that through some dispute she may acquire a part of New
Silesia. Austria, on her side, placed a hundred thousand
men at my disposal, but I loved not my brother-in-law,
Leopold, & doublefaced Junus, whose mother caused my
D—Deyas—Vor. X.
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father to be poisoned. My brother, D’Artois, proposed to
me the assistance of Sardinia and Spain, but I put no
trust in these two powers led by my brother D’Artois ; he
has about his person Monsieur de Calonne, that is to say,
the most crnel enemy of the queen. Iknow all that passes
down there. In the last council the question of deposing
me and appointing a regent was discussed, who would
probably be my other very dear brother, Monsieur le
Comte de Provence; in the last one Monsieur de Condé,
my cousin, proposed to enter France, and to march upon
Lyons, although he might himself, nltimately, ascend the
throne. As for the great Catherine, that isanother affair ;
she limits herself to advice, she—she gives me advice
which seems perfect, and is, after all, ridiculous. ¢ Above
all, after what has passed during the last few days, kings,”
says she, ‘ought to pursue their way withount troubling
themselves with the cries of the people, as the moon pur-
sues her path regardless of the bayings of dogs.” It seems
Russian dogs are satisfied with merely barking. Oh, that
she would send and ask Deshuttes and Varicourt if ours
do not bite as well 1

¢“ The people fear lest the king should think of flying,
of leaving France.”

The king hesitated to reply.

¢“Sire,” continued Gilbert, smiling, ““one is always
wrong in taking in a literal sense a king’s permission. I
see that I have been indiscreet, and merely express a
fear.”

The king placed his hand on Gilbert’s shounlder.

‘¢ Monsieur,” said he, ‘I promised to tell you the
truth, and I will. Yes, the suggestion was made, and I
will tell you the whole truth. Yes, it is the opinion of
many loyal subjects who surround me that I should es-
cape, bat on the night of the 6th of October, when weep-
ing in my arms, and clasping her children in hers, and
all of us expecting to die, she made me swear that I would
never fly alone, that we sit, escape, and live or die together.
I gave my oath, and, sir, I will keep it ; now, as I do
not think we could all fly together, without being taken
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before we reached the frontier, again and again, we will
not attempt to do so.”

““Sire, I am lost in admiration of the justness of your
mind. Why cannot all France hear you, as I have done ?
How the hatred which pursues your majesty would be
mollified ! How all dangers would be removed !”

““Dangers ! ” said the king. ¢ Think you my people
hate me? Dangers! You attach too much importance
to somber thoughts with which that picture filled my
mind. I think I could tell you of greater dangers I have
undergone.”

Gilbert looked at the king with an expression of deep
melancholy.

¢Think yon not so, Monsieur Gilbert ?” said Louis
XVI

‘“My opinion is that your majesty is abont to engage
in a contest of great severity, and that the 14th oi July
and the 6th of October are but the two first acts of a ter-
rible drama to be played before the nations of the world
by France.”

Lonis XVI. became slightly pale, and said :

¢¢I trust, sir, you are mistaken,”

“I am not mistaken, sire.”

¢ How, on a point of this nature, can you be better
informed than I, who have both my police and counter
police ?” i

‘¢ Sire, it is true, I have neither police nor counter-
police. My very profession, however, places me in con-
tact both with the things of heaven and the earth’s very
core. Sire, what we have as yet experienced is but an
earthquake. We have yet to face fire, lava, and the ashes
of the voleano.”

“You said <face’? Ilad you not better say ‘combat
with’?’

¢« 1 did, sire.”

¢ You know my opinion of foreign lands. I will never
invite them into France. What matters my life? I will
gacrifice it, unless the lives of my wife and children be in
real danger.”



76 THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY.

<1 thank God, sire, that you entertain similar senti-
ments. No, sire, we need no foreign power—what is the
use of them, as long as you have not exhausted your own
resources ? You fear that you have been excelled by th
revolution.”

“I own I do.”

¢ Well, there are two ways to save both France and the
king.”

“Tell me, sir, and you will have deserved well of
both.”

““The first is to place yourself at the head of the revolu-
tion, and to direct it.”

¢ They will drag me on with it, Monsieur Gilbert. I do
not wish to go.”

¢ The second is to put a bit in its mouth strong enough
to break it.”

‘¢ What bit is that, sir ?”

““Popularity and genius.”

¢ And who shall forge that combination ?*

¢ Mirabeau.”

He looked at Gilbert as if he had misunderstood him.

Gilbert saw there was a battle to be fought.

The king turned toward the great Vandyck.

“If you felt the earth tremble beneath you, and youm
were told to rely on Cromwell.”

‘“ Charles Stuart would have refused, and rightly.
There is no similarity between Cromwell and Mirabeau.”

‘I do not know how you look at things, doctor, but to
me there are no degrees of treason, and I find no difference
between who is, and who is slightly, a traitor.”

¢ Sire,” said Gilbert, with deep respect, but at the same
time with invincible firmness, ¢ neither Cromwell nor
Mirabean are traitors.”

“ What, then, are they ? ” asked the king.

‘“Cromwell is a rebellious subject. Mirabeau a mal-
content gentleman.” 5

‘“ Why malcontent ?”

“ On every account. Because his father shut him up in
the Chéteau d’If and the Donjon of Vincennes. Ile was
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dissatisfied with the courts that sentenced him to death,
with the king who did not understand his genius, and was
mistaken in him.”

““The genius of a politician, Monsieur Gilbert, is honesty.”

¢¢The reply, sire is most apt and worthy of Titus Trajan,
or Marcus Aurelius. Unfortunately, experience contra-
diets it.”

“Howego?”

¢ Was Augustus, who divided the world with Lepidus
and Anthony, and killed Anthony to have it all himself,
honest ? Was Charlemagne, when he placed his brother,
Carloman, in a eloister, and who, to destroy Witikind, al-
most as great & man as himself, cut off the heads of all
Saxons, longer than his sword, honest ? Was Louis XI.,
who revolted against his father, to dethrone him, and who
inspired such terror to Charles VII., of poison, that the
prince died of hunger, honest? Was Richelien, who
formed plots in the alcoves and galleries of the Place de
Gréve, and which had their dénounement in the Place de
Gréve, honest ? Was Mazarin, who signed a treaty with
the Protector, and who refused a half million and five hun-
dred men to Charles II., and also drove him from France,
honest ?  Was Colbert, who betrayed, accused, and sold
Foquet, his protector, and who, having sent him to die in
a dungeon, occupied his scarcely warm seat, honest ? Yet
none of them, thank God, ever injured either kings or
royalty.”

¢ Doctor, you know very well that Mirabean, being the
friend of the Duke of Orleans, cannot be mine.”

¢ But, sire, the Duke of Orleans being exiled, Mirabeau
belongs to no one.”

¢ Would you have me confide in a man who is in the
market ? Howcould I ?”

¢¢ By buying him. Could you not pay more than any
one else ?

¢« He is a cormorant, who would ask a million.”

«If Mousieur Mirabeau, sire, sells himself for a million,
he will give himself away. So you think he is worth two
million less than a male or female Polignae ?
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““Doctor Gilbert.”

¢The king withdraws his promise, and I am silent.’

¢ No ; speak.”

¢¢I have spoken.”

¢ Let us argue.”

I ask nothing better, sire. Iknow Mirabeau by heart.”

““You are his friend, unfortunately. I have not that
honor. Besides, Monsieur Mirabeau has but one friend
who is also the friend of the qneen.”

“Yes ; the Count de la Morck.”

I know it ; we reproach him with the fact every day.”

‘‘ Your majesty, on the contrary, should prohibit him,
under pain of death, from ever quarreling with him.”

¢ And of what earthly importance in politics, doctor, is
a petty gentleman like Monsienr Riquetti de Mirabean ?

¢ First, sire, let me tell you, Monsieur de Mirabean isa
nobleman, and not a petty gentleman. There are few
nobles in France who date further back than the eleventh
century ; since, to have yet a few around them, our kings
exacted, in requital of the honor of riding in their coaches,
no proof beyond 1399. Now, sire, a man descended from
the Arrighetti of Florence is not a petty gentleman, even
though, in consequence of the defeat of the Ghibellines,
he should establish himself in Florence. A man is not a
petty gentleman because he had an ancestor engaged in
trade at Marseilles, the nobility of which city, like that of
Venice, is not liable to derogation for having engaged in
commerce.” 2

¢ Adebauchee in reputation ; a hangman, a gulfer of
money.” L

‘“Ah! sire, men must be taken according to their
natures. The Mirabeaus have always been disorderly in
their youth, but ripen in old age. When young, they are
unfortunately what your majesty calls them, but when they
become heads of houses, they are imperious, hanghty, but
austere. The king who did not reward them would be
ungrateful ; for they have furnished the army with gallant
soldiers, and the navy with daring sailors. I know their
provincial spirit makes them detest all centralization, and
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that in their half-feudal, half republican pride, they brave
from the summit of their donjon keeps all ministerial
orders. I know that more than once they have placed in
restraint officers of the treasury, who visited their estates,
and equally disdained courtiers and clerks, farmers-general
and clerks, valuing but two things on the earth, their sword
and farmers’ wagons. I know that one of them wrote.
‘ Flunkeyism is the instinct of peopleof the court, with
their plaster hearts and faces, just as ducks love the gut-
ters.” All this however, sire, does not make a man a petty
gentleman, but, on the contrary, may be the highest token
of true nobility, though not, perhaps, of the highest moral
sense.”

¢ Come, doctor,” said the king, with something of mor-
tification, for he fancied he knew men of importance
better than any one else did ; ‘‘you said you knew Mira-
beau by heart. Go on, for I who know him not, would
learn.”

““Yes, sire,” said Gilbert, pricked by the kind of irony
evinced by the king’sintonation, ‘“and I will tell you that
Bruno of Riquetti was a Mirabean, who, when Monsieur
de la Feuillade inaugurated the statue of Victory, on the
square of Victory, with four chained nations, when march-
ing by with his guards; paused and halted his regiment
in front of the statne of Heury IV., taking off his hat,
said, ¢ Let us salute this statue, for it is worth as mnch as
the other.” Francisco di Riquetti, who, on his return
from Malta, at the age of seventeen, found his mother,
Anna de Poitiers, in mourning, asked her ¢ why ?” his
father having been dead sixteen years, and was told be-
cause she had been insulted. ¢And did yon not avenge
yourself ?” said he. The mother said, ‘I wished to, and
one day I placed a pistol at his head, and szaid I wonld
avenge myself, but that I have a son who will do it for
me,” ‘Yon were right, mother,” said the young man.
Without taking off his boots, he asked for his horse and cap,
girded on his sword, and went in search of the Chevalier de
Gtiasque, of whom his mother complained. He challenged
him, took him to a garden, locked the gates. and threw the
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keys over the wall. He killed him, and returned quietly
home. He, too, was a Mirabean, as also was the Marquis
Jean Antoine, who was six feet high, and beautiful as
Antinous, and strong as Milo ; yet to him his mother said,
in her Provengal accent, ‘You are no longer men, but
dwarfs.””

““Well,” said Louis X VL., evidently captivated by this
nervous and interesting anecdote, ““you speak well,” for
he was evidently amazed by the recital of this and other
anecdotes of Mirabeau. ““You have not told me how the
Marquis Jean Antoine was killed, nor how he died.”

«He died at the Castle of Mirabeaun, after a sad retreat.
The hold was on a strong rock, defending a double gorge,
on which the north wind perpetually blew. He, too, had
that stern and rngged exterior the Mirabean family ever
acquire as they grow old, and educate their children, and
keep them: at such a distance, that the eldest said, ‘I
never had the honor to touch either hand, lips, or flesh of
that excellent man.” This eldest son was the father of the
present Mirabeau. A hazard bird whose nest was made
in four turrets, and who never would Versaillize them-
selves, which is the reason why your majesty neither knows
nor can do them justice.”

¢¢ Ah, sir, I know, on the contrary, better. e is one
of the chiefs of the Economical School. IIe took part in
the revolution which is just over, by giving the signal for
social reforms, and was especially guilty of his part in them,
in having said, ¢ Every woman now gives birth to an Arta-
veldt or to a Massaniello.” 1lle was not mistaken, and his
own mother’s womb has proven it.”

¢¢ Sire, there is in the Mirabeaus something which offends
and displeases your majesty. Let me tell you, paternal
and royal despotism have effected this.”

‘“ Royal despotism !” said Louis XVI.

¢ Certainly, sire, without the king, your father, being
able to prevent it. For what great crime had the seion
of this lofty and ancient race committed to induce his
father, at the age of fourteen, to send him to a school of
correction, in which his name was registered, not Riquetti
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de Mirabeau, but De Buffieres ? What had he done at
eighteen to make him the victim of a lettre-de-cachet ?
What had he done at twenty, that he was made to serve
in the ranks of a punishment battalion in Corsica ? His
father said,  He will, on the 16th of April next, embark
on the plain, which now alone is being plowed. God grant
he may not reap it some day.’

¢ What had he done, that after a year of marriage his
father should exile him to Manosque ? After six months,
then, why was he transferred to Joux ? Why, after his
escape, was he arrested at Amsterdam and imprisoned at
Vincennes, where forever to him, who was being strangled
when at large, paternal love and royal clemeney assigned
to a dungeon of ten square feet, where for five years his
youth was agitated, his passion inflamed, and his mind
strengthened ?

I will tell your majesty what he had done, He had
won the heart of his master, Poisson, by the ease with
which he learned everything. IIe had gnawed through
political science. Having adopted the profession of arms,
he wished to persevere in it. He had, when reduced to
six thonsand livres a year, with his wife and child, eon-
tracted debts to the amount of thirty millions. He had
broken his parole at Manosque, to cane a nobleman who
had insulted his sister. He had, and that is the greatest
of all offenses, yielding to the charms of a pretty woman,
carried her off from her old, morose, and worn-out hus-
band.”

““ Yes, sir,” said the king, ‘“and afterward deserted her,
80 that the unfortunate Madame Monnier, left alone with
her crime, committed suicide.”

Gilbert looked up to heaven, and sighed.

““What have you to say to that, and how will you de-
fend your Mirabeau ?

¢¢ By truth, sire, by truth, which rarely penetrates to
kings ; that you, who seek, look, and ask for it, do not find
it. No; Madame de Monnier did not die for Mirabeau,
who, immediately on his leaving Vincennes, visited her first,
disguised as a peddler. He entered the Convent of Gier,
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whither she had sought an asylum. He found Sephie cold
and constrained. There was an explanation, and Mira-
beau saw not only that Madaume de Monnier did not love
him, bat even that she loved another, the Chevalier de
Rancourt. She, made free by her husband’s death, was
about to marry this other. Mirabean had left prison too
soon ; his captivity had been relied onr, and it will be
necessary to destroy his honor. Mirabeau gives place to
his happy rival, and retires. Madame de Monnier is about
to marry De Rancourt, who, however, dies suddenly.
The poor woman in this last passion had expended all her
soul and passion.

¢“Qne day, on the 9th of September, she killed herself
with charcoal. Mirabeau’s enemies then alleged that she
died on his account, when she died for another. Ah,
history, history, thus are you written !”

¢ Wherefore was it,” said the king, ¢ that he received
the news with such indifference ?

¢ How did he receive it ?” said the doctor. I can
assure your majesty he never did receive it, for it never
was told him—for I know who told him. Ask that per-
son. He will nok dare to lie, for he is a priest—Curé of
Gier, the Abbé Vallet, and sits in opposition to Mirabeau.
He crossed the hall, and sat by his side. ¢ What the devil
are you doing here ? 7 asked Mirabean. Without replying,
the abbé gave him a letter containing all the details. He
opened it, and was long reading it, for in all probability
he could not believe the fatal news. He read it again,
and then grew pale, his face from time to time expressing
deep emotion. He passed his hands across his brow.
His countenance grew pale, he coughed, spat, and sought
to restrain his feelings. At last he had to yield. He
arose, and hurried eut, and did not show himself again in
the assembly for three days. Sire, sire, forgive my enter-
ing into these details, for let a man have but ordinary
talent, he will be slandered everywhere. What, then,
must be the fate of a man of genius.”

¢ Why so, doctor ? Why should any one slander Mira-
beau to me 2%
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¢ Interest, sire, the interest of mediocrity to keep near
the throne. Mirabeau is one who, if he enter the temple,
will expel all the hucksters. Were Mirabear near you,
sire, all petty intrigues would end. Were Mirabeau near
you, genius would mark out the course of honesty. What
13 it to you, if Mirabeau ran away with Madame Monnier ?
If he was unhappy with his wife? If he owe half a
million of money ? Pay his debts, sire, and add to these
five hundred thousand francs, one, two, ten million francs
~—what is the difference ? Mirabean ig free ; do not let
him escape you. Make him a counselor and minister, and
listen to his powerful voice. What it says, tell back to
Lurope and the world.”

¢ Mirabeau, who became a cloth merchant at Aix, to be
elected by the people, cannot be false to his constituents,
and desert them for the court?” v

““Sire, I tell yon you do not know the Mirabeaus. e,
like his family, is an aristocrat, noble, and a royalist.
He procured an election by the people because the no-
bility disdained him. The Mirabeans have that sublime
want of action, by any possible means, which torments
men of genius. He was elected by neither the nobility
nor the people to enter parliament as Lonis XIV. did,
booted and spurred, arguing divine right. He will not
desert the people for the court, yon say. Why, then, do
the two parties exist? Why do not the two coalesce ?
Well, Mirabeau will effect this. Take Mirabeau, sire, or
else to-morrow, repelled by your disdain, he will turn
against yon. Then, gire, as that picture of Charles I.
says, ¢ All will be lost.” I tell yon so, gire.”

¢ Mirabeau will oppose me, doctor. Has he not already
done so ?”

¢ In appearance, perhaps ; but in fact Mirabeau is your
friend. Ask the Count de la Morck what he said at the
famous session of June 21st—for Mirabeau reads the future
with terrible wisdom.” °

¢ Well, what did he say ?”

¢ He wrings his hands with grief, sire, and says, ¢ Thus
kings are led to the scaffold. These people do not see the
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abyss they dig beneath the steps of monarchy. The king
and queen will die, and the people will clap their hands
over their carcasses.” ”

The king trembled, grew pale, looked at the portrait of
Charles I., appeared for a moment ready to decide, but
all at once said :

<1 will talk of this with the queen. It may be she will
decide to have an interview with Mirabeau. I will not
speak to him. T like to clasp the hands of those with
whom T talk, as now, Gilbert, I do yours. Not for my
liberty or my throne wonld I clasp that of Monsieur Mira-
bean.”

Gilbert was abont to answer, and, perhaps, might have
insisted, but just then an usher entered, and said :

‘“Sire, the person your majesty was to receive this
morning awaits you in the antechamber.”

Louis XVI. looked anxiously at Gilbert.

¢ Sire,” said he, < if I should not see the person your
majesty expects, I will go out by the other door.”

¢“ No, sir, go throngh this. You are aware that I look
on you as my friend, and that from you I have no secret.
The person I expect is a simple gentleman, once attached
to my brother’s household, and recommended by him. He
is a faithful servant, and I wish to see if something may
not be done, if not for him, at least for his wife and chil-
dren. Go, Monsienr Gilbert; you know I am always glad
to see you—even when you talk to me of Monsieur Riquetti
de Mirabeaun.”

‘¢ Bire, must I, then, think I have utterly failed ¢

““Isaid I wounld speak to the queen—and think. We
will meet at another time.”

‘¢ Another time ? Sire, I pray it may be soon.”

“Think you, then, the danger so imminent ?”

““Sire,” said Gilbert, ““never suffer them to take the
picture of Charles I. from your room. It is a wise ad-
viser.”

Bowing, he left the room, just as the person the king
expected appeared.

Gilbert uttered a cry of surprise. The nobleman was
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the Marquis de Favras, whom, eight or ten days before,
he had met at Cagliostro’s house, when his fated and
speedy death was foretold.

‘CHAPTER VIIL. ,~ .. .
FAVRAS.

WaILE Gilbert, left a prey to an unknown terror in
relation, not of the revolution, but of the invisible and
mysterious course of events, the Marquis de Favras was
introduced, as we have said in the. preceding chapter, to
Louis XVL

As Dr. Gilbert had done, he paused at the door; the
king beckoned him to draw near.

Fayras advanced and bowed, waiting respectfully to be
spoken to.

Liouis XVI. fixed on him that glance of anxious inquiry
which seems to .be a part of the education of kings, and
which is measured in profundity by him that employs it.

“ You are the Marquis de Favras, sir ? ” said the king.

“Yes, sire,” said the marquis.

‘“You wished to be presented to me ?”

] expressed to His Royal IIighness the Count de Pro-
vence my warm desire to offer the king my homage to
majesty.”

¢ My brother has great confidence in you.”

I think he has, and I wish that good opinion to be
ghared by your majesty.” »

““My brother has known you long, Monsieur de
Favras.”

“ But your majesty does not, I understand. Interrogate
me, however, but ten minutes, and your majesty will know
me ag well as your august brother.”

¢“Speak, marquis,” said Louis XVI., looking at the
picture of Charles Stuart, which he could not entirely
eradicate from his mind nor from his glance, < Speak,
marquis, I listen to yon.”

¢ Your majesty wishes to know——-"
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“ Who you are, and what you have done.”

¢ Who I am, sire, the announcement of my name tells
you. I am Thomas Mahi, Marquis de Favras. I was
born at Blois, in 1745 ; I entered the Mousquetalres at
fifteen, and served in that corps the campaign of 1761, 1
was then captain and aid major in the regiment of Bel-
zunce, and afterward lieutenant of the Swiss of the guard
of the Count de Provence.”

¢ You left his service ?”

¢¢In 1775, sire, to go to Vienna to have my wife rec-
ognized as the only and legitimate danghter of the Prince
of Anhalt-Schanenburg.”

¢ Hag your wife ever been presented ?”

¢ No, sire : but at this moment she has the honor of
being, with my eldest son, received by the queen.”

The king made an uneasy movement, which seemed to
say, ““Ah! the queen has something to do with it !”

After a momentary silence, during which he walked up
and down the room, and glanced again and again at the
picture of Charles I., “ And then ? ” said the king.

““Then, for three years, during the insarrection against
the Stadtholder, I commanded a legion, and to a degree
contributed to the re-establishment of authority. Then,
as I looked at France, and saw the evil spirit which ap-
peared to pervade it, I returned to Paris to place my life
and sword at the service of the king.”

““You have indeed had trouble.”

““Yes, sire ; I saw the sad days of the 5th and 6th of
October.”

““The king seemed to wish to change the subject.

‘““And yom say, marquis,” continued he, ‘“that my
brother, the Count of Provence, had such confidence in
you that he confided to your care the charge of a large
sum of money ?”’

At this unexpected question, a third person would have
had his nerves severely shaken by witnessing the nervous
tremor of a curtain which half closed the alcove of the
room, as if some one were hidden behind it, and at the
agitation of M. de Favras, like that of a man who, expect-



THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY. 87

ing one question, has another altogether different addressed
to him.

““Yes, sire ; if it be a mark of confidence to confide the
charge of money to a nobleman, his royal highness has
done so to me.”

The king looked at Favras, as if the direction the con-
versation had assumed offered his curiosity a greater in-
terest than the course it had hitherto assumed.

The marqnis then continned, but like 8 man who has
been disappointed : ¢“ His royal highness, being deprived
of his revenues by the various measures of the assembly,
and thinking that the time was come when, for their own
safety, it was necessary for the princes to have alarge sum
at their disposal, his royal highness gave me the contracts.”

¢0On which you borrowed, sir ?*

“Yes, sire.”

“ A large sum, yon say ?”

¢ Yes, sire, two millions.”

¢ From whom ?”’

De Favras hesitated to reply to the king ; the conversa-
tion appeared to have assumed a scope so widely different
from that he expected—looking into private rather then
general interests, and sinking from politics into police.

<1 asked,” said the king, ‘“who lent the money ?”

¢ Baron Zanoni.”

¢¢ Ah !” said Louis XVI., ¢ an Italian ?”

¢ A Genoese, sire.”

¢ And he lives #”

¢ At Sévres, just opposite the place where,” said Favras,
who hoped by thus spurring his horse in the face of the
king to excite the foundered animal to some vigor, ¢ where
the coach of your majesty, stopped by the cut-throats
under the conduct of Marat, Vevriéres, and the Duke
d’Aignillon, forced the hair-dresser of the queen to dress
the heads of Varicourt and Deshnttes,”

He grew pale, and had he at that moment looked to-
ward the alcove, he wonld have seen that the curtain was
more violently agitated than it had previously been.

1t was evident that the couversation annoyed him, and
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that he wished he had not engaged in it. He resolved to
end it as soon as possible. He said :

<« It is evident, sir, that you are a faithful subject of
royalty, and, when the time comes, I promise not to for-
get yon.”

He bowed, and when the princes do that, it means you
may go.

Favras understood him perfectly.

¢ Excuse me, sire, your majesty had one other thing to
ask me.”

¢ No,” said the king, asif he wondered what the matter
could be, or what new question he asked ; ‘‘no, marquis,
this is all I wished to know.”

“You are mistaken, sire,” said a voice, which made
both the king and marquis turn toward the alcove.
“You wished to know what course the ancestor of the
marquis adopted to save King Stanislauns at Dantzig, and
how he escorted him in safety to the frontier.”

They both uttered an exclamation of surprise. The
third person, who thus suddenly mingled in the conversa-
tion, was the queen, pale, and with quivering lips, who,
not satisfied with what Favras had told her, and fancying
that the king, if left to himself, would dare toact decidedly,
had come by the secret stairway and corridor to partici-
pate in the conversation.

Favras at once appreciated the means offered him to un-
fold his plan, and, though none of his ancestors had ever
contributed to the escape of the Polish monarch, he
hastened to bow, and replied :

“Your majesty, doubtless, refersto my ccusin, General
Steinflicht, who owes his illustrions name to the services
he rendered his monarch ; services which were doubly
important, as, in the first place, he wrested him from the
hands of his enemies, and, subsequently, by means of a
lucky accident, made him one of your majesty’s pro-
genitors,”

¢ That is true, sire,” said the queen, eagerly ; while
Louis XVIL looked at the portrait of Charles 1., and
sighed deeply.
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“ Well,” said Favras, ¢ your majesty is aware that
King Stanislaus, though nominally free in Dantzig, was
strictly watched by the Muscovite army, and was almost
lost, if he did not determine on a prompt escape.”

‘“ He was entirely—you may say entirely lost, Monsieur
de Favras,” added the queen.

‘ Madame,” said Louis XVI., with severity, ¢ Provi-
dence watches over kings, and they are never utterly lost.”

¢ Ah, sire,” said the queen, ‘I have asfull, or as relig-
ious a faith in Providence as you have, but I think we
should do something for ourselves.”

““Such was the opinion of the King of Poland, sire,”
added De Favras, ‘for he publicly declared that, no
longer thinking his position tenable, and knowing his
life to be in danger, he wished various plans of escape to
be submitted to him. In spite of the difficulty, three were
proposed. I say, in spite of the difficulty, becanse your
majesty will remark that it was more difficult for the
King of Poland to escape than for yourself ; for instance,
if your majesty should fancy to leave Paris, with a post-
carriage, if your majesty wished to de so quietly, you
could, in a day or night, gain the frontier. Or, if your
majesty wished to leave Paris as a king, give an order to
gome gentleman to collect thirty thousand men, and seize
on the Tuileries—in either case success wounld be sure.”

“Sire,” said the queen, ¢ Monsicur de Favras tells your
majesty nething but the truth.”

“Yes,” said the king, < but my situation is far from
being desperate, as was that of my cousin Stanislaus.
Dantzig was szrrounded by the Muscovites, as the marquis
says; the fort of Weichselmund, its last defense, had
capitulated, while I 2

¢ While you,” interrupted the queen with impatience,
‘“are surrounded by the people of Paris, who took the
Bastile on the 14th of July, and whe, on the night ef the
5th and 6th of October, sought to murder you, and who,
on the 6th, brought you, with insults, back to Paris. Ah!
it is a far better condition than that of Stanislaus.”

‘¢ Yet, madame 4
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¢ King Stanislans was exposed only to death or im-
prisonment, while we——"

A glance from the king made her panse.

¢ But you are the master, and must decide.”

She, in her impatience, sabin front of the picture of
Charles I.

¢ Monsieur de Favras,” said she, ‘“I have seen the
marchioness and your eldest son. I found them beth
brave and full of courage, as the wife and son of a brave
nobleman should be. And in case anything befall them,
they may rely on the Queen of France, who will not
abandon them. She is the daughter of Marie Thérése,
and can appreciate and reward courage.”

The king, as if he were excited by this boutade, said :

“You say, sir, three modes of escape were proposed ? ”

““Yes, sire. The first, the disguise of a peasant. The
Countess Chapoka, Palatine of Pomerania, who spoke
German, her native tongue, offered, confiding in a man
she knew to be well acquainted with the country, to dis-
guise herself as a peasant woman, and pass him off as her
husband. This was the method I just now spoke of to
the King of France, as so easy in case he wished to fly
incognito, and at night.”

““The second,” said Louis XVI., impatiently, as if he
disliked the situation of Stanislaus being compared with
his own.

““The second was to take a thousand men and cut
through the Muscovites ; this I suggested just now to the
King of France, observing that he had not thirty, but
thirty thousand at his service.”

‘“You saw how valuable those thirty thousand were on
the 14th of July, Monsieur de Favras. Now for the third.”

““ The third, which Stanislaus decided on, was to dis-
guise himself as a peasant, not with a woman, who might
encumber him on the road ; not with a thousand men,
every one of whom might be killed without cutting throngh
the enemy ; but with two or three snre men who travel
much. The last was suggested by Monsienr Monti, and
approved by General Steinflicht.”
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““ Was it adopted ?”

“Yes, sire ; and if a king, finding or thinking himself
in the situation of the King of Poland, should determine
to adopt it, and grant me the confidence your kinsman
granted General Steinflicht, I think I would answer with
my head that, where the roads are free as they arein
France, and the king as bold arider as your majesty——"

¢ Certainly,” said the queen. ¢ But on the night of
the 5th and 6th of October the king swore never to form
a plan of escape without me. He promised, sir, and will
keep his word.”

¢¢ Madame,” said Favras, ¢ that makes the journey more
difficult, but not impossible ; and had I the honor of con-
ducting such an expedition, I would promise to carry the
king and queen to Montmedy, or lose my head.”

‘Do you hear, sire ? I think there is all to gain and
nothing to lose with a man like Monsieur de Favras.”

“So, too, do I, madame; but the moment is not yet
favorable.”

““ Very well, sire,” said the queen; ‘‘ wait as he whose
portrait you study so did, the sight of which I had
thought would give you better conunsel. Wait until we
are forced into a confest, until a battle shall have been
lost, until a scaffold shall have been erected beneath your
window, and then, instead of saying as you do to-day, ‘It
is too soon,” you will say, ¢ It is too late.” ”

¢ At all events, and under all circnmstances, the first
word of the king will find me ready,” said De Favras, bow-
ing ; for he was afraid that his presence, having brought
on a kind of contest between the king and queen, fatigued
the latter. ““I can only offer my life to my king; and I
should not say I offer, for theright of using it ig his.”

¢ It is well, sir ; and in case of need, I renew to you the
offer of the queen, made in relation to the marquise and
your children.”

This was a real dismissal, which the marguis was forced
to take, and finding no other encouragement than a glance
from the queen, he left the room.

The queen looked after until the tapestry hid him.
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¢« Ah, sire,” said she, and she pointed toward the picture
of Vandyck, “when I had that picture hung in your room,
I fancied it would inspire you.”

Haughty, and disdaining to parsue the conversation,
she advanced toward the door of the alcove; all at once
pausing, she said :

¢¢Sire, confess that the Marquis de Favras is not the
only person you have seen to-day.”

“Yes, madame ; I saw Doctor Gilbert.”

The queen trembled.

¢ Ah ! ” said she, ‘“so I thought ; and the doctor: 2

¢ Agrees with me, that we should not leave France.”

“ Thinking, then, we should not leave it, he has sug-
gested some way to enable us to live here ?”

¢ Yes; onewhich, unfortunately, if not bad, is imprac-
ticable.”

¢ What is it 2”

¢ That we purchase the service of Mirabeau for one
year.”

The queen’s face was deeply pensive.

¢ Perhaps,” said she, “ that might be a way.”

““Yes ; but it is a thing you would refuse to do, ma-
dame.” y

I say neither yes nor no,” said the queen, with the
expression the angel of evil might assume when sureof his
trinmph. ¢“ My advice is to think of it.” Sheadded, ina
lower tone, as she left, ¢ And I will think of it.”

The king was alone, on his feet, and for an instant
motionless. Then, as if he had feared that the retreat of
the queen was feigned, he went to the door throngh which
she had gone, opened it, and looked into the corridor and
antechambers.

Seeing none of the gervants, he said, in a half-voice :

“Frangois ! ”

A valet, who had risen when the door of the king’s apart-
ments oened, was immediately told to draw near.

¢ Frangois,” said Louis XVI., ¢ do you know the rooms
of Monsienr de Charny ?” b

¢ Yes, sire.”

”
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¢ Find Monsienr de Charny ; I wish to see him.”

A valet de chambre left, and closing the door behind him,
went to the rooms of M. de Charny, whom he found with
his head resting on his hand and his eyes gazing on that
ocean of roofs which lost itself in a horizon of tiles and
slates.

The valet knocked twice without sncceeding in arounsing
the count. Charny was lost in reflection, and at last the
valet determined, as the key was in the door, to enter.

The count looked round.

““ Ah, Monsienr Hue, is it you ? Are you come to me
from the queen ?”

‘¢ No, count ; from the king.”

“From the king ?” echoed Charny, wondering what he
could want with him. ¢ Very well; say to his majesty
that I obey.”

The valet de chambre retired with the formula pre-
scribed by etiquette, while the count, with that courtesy
which the old and true nobility entertained for any one
coming from the king, whether wearing a gold chain or a
livery, went with him to the door.

When alone, Charny for a moment rested his head on
his hands, as if to arrange hisideas, put on his sword, which
lay on a chair, took up his hat, and went down-stairs.

He found Louis XVI. in his chamber, sitting with his
back to the picture of Vandyck, and awaiting him.

The desk was covered with charts, works on geography,
English papers, and journals, among which were discovered
manuscripts of Louis XVI., recognized by the fact that
he wrote 8o closely that scarcely any margin was to be
seen.

Charny looked particularly at none of the objects which
lay around, and waited respectfully for the king to
speak.

The king, however, in spite of the confidence he had
previously exhibited, seemed to experience a certain hesita-
tion.

In the first place, and to a.cquu‘e courage, he opened a
drawer in his desk, and a secret in this drawer, whence he
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extracted several papers in envelopes, which he placed on
the table.
< Monsieur de Charny,” said he, ‘I have observed one
thing: 4
He paused, looking fixedly at Charny, who waited re-
spectfully to hear what he had to say.
<< On the night of the 5th and 6th of October, having to
select between the care of the queen and myself, I saw that
you placed her under the charge of your brother, while
you remained by me.”
¢¢ Sire,” said Charny, ‘I am the head of my family, as
you are the chief of the state ; I had, therefore, the right
to die by your side.”
¢¢ This made me think,” said Louis XVI., <¢ thatif I had
ever a secret mission, at once secret, difficult, and danger-
ous, I could trust it to your loyalty as a French noble, to
your devotion as a friend.”
¢ Oh, sire,” said Charny, ¢ exalt me as high as you please,
and I will ever be grateful. I cannot do more.”
¢ Monsieur de Charny, though scarcely thirty-six, you
are a thoughtful man. You have not passed through the
events which are transpiring around us, without extract-
ing profit from them. What think you of my situation,
and were you prime minister, what would you suggest to
improve it ? ”
¢¢ Sire,” said Charny, with more hesitation than embarrass-
ment, I am a military man, a sailor ; such questions I
am incompetent to answer.”
¢ Monsieur,” said the king, giving Charny his hand,
with a dignity which seemed suddenly to spring from the
very situation in which they were placed, ‘“ you are a man,
and I am another, who, thinking you his friend, asks yon
simply what, if you were in his situation, you would do ? ”
‘¢ Sire,” said Charny, ‘““in a situation not less grave
than the present, the queen did me the honor, as the king
does now, to ask my opinion ; I speak of the capture of
the Bastile. She wished to use against the hundred thou-
gand Parisians in arms, rolling like a hydra of fire and
steel along the boulevards, her eight or ten thousand for-
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eign soldiers. Had I been less known to the queen, had
ghe been less familiar with my devotion and respect, my
reply would doubtless have made trouble between us.
Alas, sire, may I not fear that my reply to-day will offend
the king ?”

““What did you say to the queen ?”

¢ That, if not strong enough to enter Paris as a con-
queror, you must enter it as a father.”

¢« Well, sir, did I not follow that advice ?*

¢ Yes, sire.”

¢“Now it remains to see whether I have acted correctly
or not. Tell me, now, have I entered Paris as a king or
as a prisoner ?”

¢“Sire,” said the count, ‘“does the king permit me to
speak to him frankly #”

““ Do so, sir. When I ask your advice, I also ask your
opinion.”

¢¢ Sire, I disapproved of the banquet at Versailles, and
begged the queen not to go to the theater without you.
Sire, I despaired when I saw the queen trample on the
national cockade, and put on that of Austria.”

‘“ Think you, count, that was the true canse of the
events of the 5th and 6th of October ?”

““No, sire ; it was at least the pretext. Sire, you are
not unjust to the people; the people is good, and loves
you, for it is royalist ; the people, though, suffers ; it is
cold and hungry, and has in, around, and above it, bad
counselors, who urge it on. It advances, urged onward,
overturning everything, and is ignorant of its own power.
When once loosed, once released, turned forth, and in
motion, it is either a conflagration or a deluge. It either
burns or overwhelms.”

“ But, Monsieur de Charny, suppose one wishes neither
to be burned nor drowned ? This is very natural ; what,
then, must I do ?”

¢ @ive no pretext for the inundation to burst, for the
conflagration to spread. Sire, you have seen this people
of Paris, so long withont sovereigns, so anxious to see
them again. You have seen it murdering, burning, and
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assassinating at Versailles, or, rather, you thought so ; at
Versailles you did not see the people ; you saw it, I saw
it, at the Tuileries, saluting beneath the balcony the qneen,
the royal family ; penetrating into your apartments, by
means of deputations, from the market, of the civic guard,
of the municipal corps; those who had not the happiness
of entering your apartments and exchanging words with
you, pressed close around the windows of the dining-room,
through which the women sent sweet kisses to their illns-
trious guests, the kisses of their children.”

““Yes,” said the king; I saw all that, and thence
comes my hesitation. I ask what is the true people, that
which burns and caresses, or that which caresses and de-
mands ?”

¢ The last, sire—the last, sire. Confide in that which
will defend you against the other.”

¢ Connt, you say to me now exactly what Doctor Gil-
bert said two hours ago.”

¢ Then, sire, how, having consulted a man so profound,
8o learned, so grave as the doctor, can you deign to con-
sult a mere soldier like myself ?”

¢ T will tell you, Monsieur de Charny,” said Louis XVI.;
I think there is a great difference between you. Yon
are the friend of the king, and Doctor Gilbert is only the
friend of royalty.”

¢1 do not understand, sire.”

1 mean that if the principle of royalty weve deserted,
he would willingly abandon the king—that is to say, the
man.”

‘“Then your majesty is right. For to me, sire you will,
ever be both the king and the impersonation of royalty.
Thus T wish you to use me.”

““Some time, Monsienr de Charny. I wish to know to
whom you would address yourself in this calm—which
perhaps intervenes between two storms—to efface all mem-
ory of the past, and conjure up better prospects of the
fnture.”

¢ Had I the honor and misfortune, sire, of royalty, I
would remember the shoutings around my carriage on the
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retarn from Versailles, and I wonld give my right hand to
Lafayette, and my left to Mirabeaun.”

““Count, how can you say this, when you hate the one
and detest the other ?”

¢¢ Sire, feelings, now, we have nothing todo with. The
fate of the king and kingdom is at stake.”

‘“Just what Gilbert said,” the king said to himself.

¢ Sire,” said Charny, I am happy to find so distin-
guished a person agree with me.”

“Think you, then, count, that the union of these two
men would restore the nation to calm and to peace ?”

« With God’s aid, sire, I would expect much from the
union of these two men.”

¢ But if I lent myself to this nnion, if I consented to
the compact, and if, in spite of my desire, the ministerial
ecombination should fail, what then should I do ?”

““ That, having exhausted all the means placed by Provi-
dence in your hands, having fulfilled all the duties im-
posed by your pesition, it is time for you to think of your
own safety, and that of your family.”

% Then you propose that I should fly ? ”

““I would advise your majesty to retire, with those of
your regiments on which you think you can rely, to some
strong place like Metz, Naucy, or Strasbourg.”

The face of the king lighted up.

¢¢Ah!” said he ; ‘“and among all the generals who have
given me proof of devotion, tell me, Charny—for you
know them all—to whom would you confide the duty of
carrying the king away ?”

¢¢Sire, it is a grave responsibility to guide a king in
such a choice. I, however, recognize my influence, my
weakness, my impotence. Sire, I cannot.”

“Well, I will place you at ease. I have already made
my choice, and I wish to send yon to that man. Here is
the letter I wish you to give him. Any name you may
suggest will have no other influence on my determination
than to point out one faithful servant more, who doubt-
less will have an opportunity to show his fidelity. Mon-
sieur de Charny, had you to confide your king to the pru-

E—Dumas—Vor. X.
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dence, valor, and fidelity of any one, whom would you
select ?

¢ Sire,” said Charny, after a moment’s reflection, ¢ not,
I swear to your majesty, on account of friendship or fam-
ily, which nnite us, do I say this. In thearmy, however,
there is a man known for his great devotion to the king—
a man who, as governor of the Windward Isles, efficiently
protected the Antilles, and even took several fromr the
English, who since has had many important commands,
and who is now, I think, governor of the city of Metz.
This man, sire, is the Marquis de Bouille. If a father, I
would trust my son to him ; had I a father, I would con-
fide him to Bouille ; as a subject, I would confide my king
to him.”

So dull was Louis XVI., that he heard with evident
anxiety the words of the count. One might have seen
his face either lighten or become bedimmed, as he seemed
to recognize or not the person of whom Charny spoke.
When he heard the name, he could not repress an excla-
mation of joy.

‘¢ Look, count, at the address of this letter ; has not
Providence itself induced me to write to him ?”

Charny took the letter, and read the address :

M. Fraxgors CLAUDE-AMOUR,
¢¢ MARQUIS DE BoUILLE,
¢ General Commanding,
¢ METz.”

Tears of joy and pride gushed from Charny’s eyes. He
said :

¢ Sire, after this, I have but one thing to say, that I
will live and die for your majesty.”

¢ And after what has passed, I will say, I do not think
that I have any longer a right to keep any secrets from
you, provided that you and I are placed on a good foot-
ing. Now, to you alone I will confide my own person,
that of my queen and my children. Listen to me, then ;
this has been proposed to me, and rejected.”

Charny bowed in deep attention to the king.
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¢¢ This is not the first time, monsieur, that the idea of
a plan like that we speak of has occarred to myself and
those aronnd me. During the night of the 5th and 6th,
I had wished to effect the queen’s escape ; a carriage was
to have taken her to Rambouillet, where I wounld have
joined her on horseback. Thence we easily conld have
reached the frontier, the surveillance which now svr-
rouhds us not having, as yet, been awakened. The proj-
ect failed, becanse the queen would not go without me.”

¢ Sire, I was pregent when the pious oath was exchanged
between the king and the queen, or, rather, between the
husband and wife.”

¢ Monsieur de Breteuwil has since opened negotiations
with me, throngh the Earl of Innisdale, and to-day I re-
ceived a letter from Soleure.” :

The king paunsed when he saw the count was motion-
less.

‘You do not answer, count,” said he.

¢¢ Sire, I know the Count de Breteuil is in the Austrian
influence, and I am afraid to distarb your majesty’s legit-
imate sympathies with his wife, and the Emperor Joseph
II., his brother-in-law.”

The king seized Charny’s hand, and leaning toward
him, said, in a whisper:

‘Do not be afraid, count ; I like Austria no better than
you do. This was not the only plan of escape offered me.
Do you know the Marquis de Favras?”

““The old captain of the regiment of Belzunce ? The
old lientenant of the guards of Mousieur ? Yes, sire.”

¢ That is it,” said the king, repeating, ‘“ ¢ the old lien-
tenant of the guards of Monsieur.” What think you of
him ?”

“Well, he is a brave soldier and a gentleman, ruined
by accidents, a thing which makes him the more unhappy,
and impels him to mad attempts and foolish plans. He
is, however, a man of honor, and will die rather than
ghrink from aught he has undertaken. He isa man on
whom your majesty might rely for a coup de main, but
whom I would fear to make the leader of an enterprise.
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¢ Then,” the king said, with something of bitterness,
¢ the leader is not he, but Monsieur. Monsieur, the man
who makes money, prepares everything. Monsieur, who
purposes to remain in France when I shall have left it ?

Charny made a movement expressive of alarm.

< Well, what mean you, count? This is not an Aus-
trian plot, but a movement of the princes, of the noblesse,

of the émigrés.”

¢¢ Sire, excuse me. I doubt neither the honor, nor the
courage, nor the loyalty of Monsienr de Favras. If he
promised fo take your majesty anywhere, he will do so or
will die in your defense. Why, though, does not Monsiear
go with your majesty ? Why does he remain here ? *

‘“ From devotion, I tell you ; and perhaps—if it should
become necessary to depose one king and appoint a re-
gent—the people, weary of the search for a king, would
not have far to look for a regent.”

¢¢ Sire,” said Charny, ¢ this says terrible things.”

““I tell you what everybody knows, dear count, what
your brother wrote yesterday. In the last council of the
princes, at Turin, it was proposed to depose me and to
appoint a regent; Monsieur de Condé, my cousin, pro-
posed to march upon Lyons. You see, then, I can neither
accept the offer of Bretenil nor of Favras, neither of
Austria nor of the princes. This, count, I have told no
one, and I wish no one, not even the queen, to know of it.”
Louis XVI. emphasized the words we have underlined.
‘¢ As no one, not even the queen, has had such confidence
reposed in them, you should be more devoted to me than
any one else.”

¢“Sire,”, said Charny, ““must the secret of my voyage
be kept from cvery one ?”

It matters not, count, that the people know whither,
if they do not know why, you go.”

< And the object must be revealed to Monsieur de Bou-
ille alone ?

““To him alone, and not until you shall Lave ascertained
his feelings. The letter 1 give is simply one of introduc-
tion. You know my position, my fears, better than either
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‘Monsieur Necker, my minister, my counselor. Act ac-
cordingly. I put the thread and shears in your hands.
Untwine or cut.”

He then gave the count an open letter.

< Read,” said he.

Charny took it, and read :

“Palais of the Tuileries, Oct. 29th.

e trust sir, you continue to be satisfied with your
position as governor of the palace of Metz. The Count de
Charny, who passes through Metz, will ask you if I can
gerve you in any other manner. If so, it would delight
ma to please youn, and seize the opportunity to assure you
of my esteem for you.

Louis.”

¢ And now, Monsieur de Charny,” said theking, ““go;
you have full power to make any promise to Monsieur de
‘Bonille if you think any necessary ; only promise nothing
that I cannot keep.”

He gave him his hand again.

Charny kissed it with an emotion which made all new
protestations useless, and left the room, leaving the king
convinced, as was the case, that he had by this confidence
won the count’s heart more completely than if he had
heaped on him all the riches and favors in his bestowal
during his omnipotence.

CHAPTER IX.
DARK PROSPECTS.

Tae Count de Charny proceeded to the royal post to
have horses put to his carriage.

While they were being harnessed, he went into the house
of the agent, asked for pen, ink, and paper, and wrote to
the countess, which he bid the domestic who returned
with his horses to give her.

The countess, half asleep on the sofa in the corner, and
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having a small stand before her, was occupied in reading
this letter, when Weber entered.

¢ Monsieur Weber,” said the femme de chambre, open-
ing the door.

The countess folded up the letter quickly, as if Weber
had come to take it from her, and placed it in her bosom.

The purport of Weber’s message was, that the queen
wished to see the conntess in the evening.

Andrée simply replied that she would obey her ma]esty

When Weber was gone, the countess closed her eyes for
a moment, as if for the purpose of expelling all bad ideas
and every evil thought ; and not until she had succeeded
in perfectly recovering herself, did she think herself able
to finish the letter.

When she had read it, she kissed it tenderly, and placed
it on her heart.

¢ May God keep you, soul of my life. I do not know
where you are, but only that my prayers will ascend to
God.”

Then, as she could not possibly know why she was sent
for, without impatience and without fear, she awaited the
hour for her visit to the Tuileries.

This was not the case with the queen. A kind of pris-
oner in the palace, under the influence of impatience, she
wandered from the pavilion of Flora to that of Warsaw.

Monsieur requested her to passan hour. Monsieur had
come to the Tuileries to ascertain how the king had received
De Favras.

The queen, who was ignorant of the voyage of Charny,
and wished to keep his route of safety open, promised
more for the king than he had promised for himself, and
told Mongieur that when the time came it would be
adopted.

Monsieur, too, was in high spirits. The loan he had
effected from the Genoese banker amounted to two mil-
lions, of which he could only induce De Favras to accept
one hundred louis, which De Favras needed to freshen
the devotion of two persons on whom he could rely, and
who were to aid in the royal escape.
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Favras wished to inform Monsieur about these two men,
but Monsieur, ever prudent, refused either to see them or to
hear their names.

Monsieur was to appear to be ignorant of what was go-
ing on. De Favras had belonged to his household, and
therefore he gave him the money, but he did not care
what he did with it.

Besides, as we have said, in case of the king’s departure,
Monsieur remained, and therefore could not be concerned
in the plot. Monsieur declaimed against the flight of his
family, and as he had contrived to make himself very
popular in France, it was probable, as Louis XVI. said to
Count de Charny, that Monsieur would be appointed
regent.

If the flight was abortive, Monsieur knew nothing,
would deny everything, and remain in France, or with the
eighteen hundred thousand francs he retained of the
money he had borrowed, would join the Count d’Artois
and the Prince of Condé at Turin.

The return of the baker, his wife, and the shop-boy to
Paris had not had the expected effect. Flour and bread
still were scarce. Every day there wasa crowd around the
bakers’ doors, causing great disorders. How, though, was
this to be prevented ?

The right of reunion was provided for in the declaration
of the rights of man.

The assembly was ignorant of all that. Its members
were not obliged to make a part of the tail from the baker’s
door ; and when by accident one of the members became
hungry during the sesslon, he was always sure to find
within a hundred yards a nice white roll at the shop of a
baker named Frangois, who lived in the Rue Marché-Palu,
in the district of Notre Dame. He baked five or six times
a day, and always reserved one baking for the assembly.

The lieutenant of police was communicating to Lonis
XVI. his fears relative to these disorders, which some day
might become an outbreak, when Weber appeared at the
door of the little cabinet, and in a low voice, said :

‘¢ Madame la Comtesse de Charny.”
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Though the queen herself had sent for Andrée, and
though she expected her to be announced, she trembled
in every limb at Weber’s words ; she hesitated a moment,
not knowing by what name she should address the white
apparition which passed from the shadow of the door into
the half-lighted room. At last, giving her hand to her
old friend, she said :

‘““Welcome, Andrée, to-day as ever.”

““ Is it necessary for me to tell your majesty,” said An-
drée, adopting the question with frankness, < to say that
had she always spoken to me as she just has, it would not
have been necessary to send for me out of the place she
dwells in ?”

““Alas |” said the queen, ‘“ Andrée, yon, so chaste and
pure, whose heart has been corrnpted by no hatred, should
know that tempest clouds often may cover and cause a
star to disappear, but which, when the wind sweeps the
firmament, reappears more brilliant. All women, even in
the most exalted ranks, have not your serenity. I, espe-
cially, who have asked of you assistance, you have so gen-
erously granted.”

‘“The queen speaks of things and days I had forgotten,
and I fancied so had she.”

¢ The reply is severe, Andrée,” said the queen, ““yet I
have deserved it, and you were right to make it to me;
not, it is true, because when I was happy, I did not re-
member your devotion, though no royal, and, perhaps,
not even divine power, could adequately reward you. You
have thought me ungrateful, when, perhaps, I was only
powerless.”

“T would have the right to accuse you, madame, if I
had ever asked you anything, and if you had opposed my
wish and refused my request. How can your majesty,
though, expect me to complain when I have never asked
for anything ?”

¢ Well, let me tell you, dear Andrée, it is just this kind
of indifference to the things of the world which terrifies
me in yon. Yes, to me you seem a superhuman being, a
creature of another world, borne hither by the wind, and
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cast among us, like stone purified by fire, coming none
know whence. The consequence is, one becomes terrified
at one’s own weakness when in the face of one who has
never failed. They say, though, that supreme indulgence
is a quality of supreme perfection. The soul must be
washed in the purest stream, and in a season of deep grief,
before one does as I do, seek out that superhuman being
whose censure we fear, bnt whose consolation we long
for.”

¢ Alas! madame,” said Andrée, “if youn ask that of
me, I fear you will be disappointed in your expectation.”

¢ Andrée, you forget in what a terrible situation you
once eonsoled me.”

Andrée grew pale visibly. The queen, seeing her trem-
ble and her eyes close, as if she had lost her strength,
moved her arms and hands to draw her to the same sofa
with horself. Andrée, however, resisted, and still stood
erect.

¢ Madame,” said she, ¢ if your majesty would but pity
your faithful servant, and spare memories she has thought
she had almost forgotten ; one who does not ask for con-
solation, for she thinks God even unable to console certain
griefs.”

The queen looked closely and long at Andrée,

¢¢ Certain sorrows! Then,” she said, ‘‘ have you any
other sorrows than those you have confided to me ?

Andrée was silent.

‘“Let us understand each other,” said the queen.
¢“The time for a full explanation has come. You love
Monsieur de Charny ?”

The countess became pale as death, but was silent.

¢ You love Monsieur de Charny ?”” repeated the queen,

¢¢ Yes,” gaid Andrée.

The queen uttered the ery of a wounded lioness.
¢¢Oh!” said she, ¢ I thonght so ; and how long have yon
loved him 2”

¢¢ Since the first time I ever saw him.”

The queen drew back in terror before this marble statue,
which owned that it had a soul
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¢ Oh!” said she, ¢ and you are dying.”

“ You know that, madame, better than any one else.”

‘““How so ? Because I have seen that yon love him ?”

¢ Mean you to say that you love him better than I be-
cause I have not seen anything ?”

“Ah!” said Andrée, with bitterness, “ you saw noth-
ing, because he loved you.”

“Yes, and you mean to say that I see now, because he
loves me no more ? Is that it ?”

Andrée remained silent.

¢ Answer me,” said the queen, seizing not her hand but
her arm ; ‘“ own that he loves me no longer.”

Andrée neither spoke nor made the least expression,
either with her eyes or with her hands.

““Indeed,” said the queen, ¢ this is death. Kill me
though at once, by saying that he does not love me. Now
he loves me not.”

¢“The love or indifference of Mounsieur de Charny are
his secrets. It is not for me to nunveil them.”

¢« His secrets ? They are not his alone, for I presume
he has made you his eonfidante.”

¢ The Count de Charny never whispered a word either
of his love or indifference to me.”

““ Not even this morning ?”

1 did not see Monsieur de Charny this morning.”

The quneen looked at the countess with a penetrating
glance, as if she would seek the very inmost part of her heart.

“Do you mean to say that you are ignorant of the
count’s departare 2 ” !

I do not.”

‘“How conld you know if you have not seen him ? ”

‘He wrote to tell me of it.”

““Ah!” gaid the queen, ‘“ he wrote.”

As Richard III., in an important moment, exclaimed,
““ My kingdom for a horse ! ” Marie Antoinette was ready
to say, ‘“ My kingdom for that letter ! ”

Andrée saw the queen’s anxiety, but could not resist the
temptation of leaving her to revel for a time in anguish
and vexation.
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¢TI am sure you have the letter the count wrote at the
very moment of his departure now upon your person.”

‘“Yes, madame ; here it is.”

Taking the letter, heated by the fever of her heart and
embalmed by its perfume, from her bosom, she gave it to
the queen.

Marie Antoinette trembled as she took it, clasped it for
a moment in her fingers, and seemed to hesitate if she
should read or return it. She looked at Andrée between
her eyelashes, and at last, casting aside all hesitation,
opened and read the following letter :

11

¢ MapAME,—I quit Paris in an hour, in obedience to
the king’s order. :

I cannot tell you whither I go, or why, nor how long
I will be absent. These things concern you but little, yet
I regret that I am not authorized to tell you.

T at first intended to present myself to you to inform
you, in person, of my departure. I did not dare to do o,
however, without your leave.”

The queen knew all that she wished to know, and was
about to return the letter to Aundrée, but the latter, as if
it were her part to obey and not to command, said :

. ““Read, madame, to the end.”

The queen resumed her reading :

¢ I had refused, recently, the mission to Turin, because, -
fool as I was, I thought something of sympathy yet ex-
isted between us, and retained me at Paris. I have proof
to the contrary, and gladly accepted an occasion to tear
myself from one who is indifferent to me.

¢If, during my journey, I shall die, as my poor brother
George did, all steps are taken to inform yon, first of the
blow which has stricken me, and of the liberty restored to
you. Then only, madame, you will know the deep ad-
miration which your profound devotion, so badly rewarded
by him to whom you have sacrificed youth, beauty, and
happiness, has excited in my heart.
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¢ Then, madame, all I ask of God and yourself is that
you will think sometimes of the unfortunate wretch who,
too late, discovered the valne of the treasure he possessed.
<« With all the.devotion of my heart,
¢ OLIVIER DE CHARNY.”

The gqueen gave the letter to Andrée, who took it, and
guffered it to fall by her side. She uttered a deep and
almost inanimate sigh.

‘“Well, madame,” murmured Andrée, ‘“are you be-
trayed ? I will not say, have I broken my promise, for I
never made one, but the confidence reposed in me——"

¢ Excuse me, Andrée, but I have suffered so much.”

““You have suffered ? Dare you before me say you
have suffered ? What, then, shall I say ? I will not say I
havesuffered, for I will not nse a word another waman has
employed to convey the same idea—no, I must have a new,
unheard-of word to express, at once; the sum of all agony
and. torture. You have suffered, madame! You have
not seen the man you love indifferent to you, tnrn on his
knees, with his heart in his hand, to another woman ; you
have not geen yonr brother, jealous of that.other woman,
whom he worshiped as a pagan worships his god, fight
with the man you loved ; you have not heard theman you
loved, and who was wounded by your brother, it was
thought fatally, in his hour of delirinum, calling for that
other woman, whose confidante you were; you have not
seen her glide, like a phantom, down a corridor, where
you yourself were, to catch the accents of that madness,
which proved that.if mad love does not survive life, at
least, it accompanies it to the tomb ; you have not seen
that man restored to life by a miracle of nature and science,
rise from his bed to cast himself at her feet—at the feet
of your rival, madame, for in love, magnitude of love is
the measure of rank. In your despair you did not then,
at the age of twenty-five, retire into a convent, and seek
at the icy foot of the cross to extinguish the love whieh de-
voured you. One day, after a year passed in prayer, fast-
ing, and vigils, you hoped, if not to have extinguished, at
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least to have repressed, the flame which devoured you ;
you have not seen your old friend, now your rival, who
had known nothing of your feelings, seek out your retreat
to agk, what ?—that in the name of old friendship, which
suffering had not changed, in the name of her honor as a
wife, of the safety of her sovereign’s ruined honor, to be-
come, what ?—the wife of the man whom for three years
you had adored—become a wife without a husband, a veil
between the eye of the public and another’s happiness, like
a pall, to hide the coffin from the public gaze. . You suc-
ceeded, madame, not from pity, for jealousy is pitiless, but
from duty, and knowing this, you accepted the saerifice.
You have not heard the priest ask if you wonld take one
to be your husband, who never could be your husband ;
you have not felt that man press the ring over your finger,
and make the symbol of eternal nnion an empty ornament ;
you did not leave your husband an hour after your mar-
riage, never to see him again, but as the lover of your
rival. Madame, the three years that have passed were
three long years of agony.”

The queen, with a trembling hand, felt for Andrée’s.

Andrée put her own aside.

¢¢ I promised nothing, and have done all I should. You,
madame,” said the fair arraigner, ‘“promised me two
things.”

¢ Andrée, Andrée !” said the queen.

¢ You promised me not to see Monsieur de Charny again.
A promise, the more sacred as I did not ask it of you.
Then you promised me, and this was in writing, that you
would treat me as a sister. A promise, the more sacred
becaunse it was not solicited.”

¢¢ Audrée 1”

«Must I remind yon of the terms of the promise you
made me, of the solemn promise, when I sacrificed to you
my life, my love ? that is to say, my happiness in this
world, and my salvation in the next. Yes, my salvation
in the next ; for who can say if God will forgive my mad
desires and wishes ? Well, madame, at the moment I was
about to sacrifice everything for you, this note was handed
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to me. I see now every letter glaring before my eyes.
It runs thus:

¢¢¢ ANDREE,—You have saved me ; I owe you my life,
my honor. In the name of that honor, which cost you so
dearly, I swear you may call me sister. Do so, and I will
not blush.

<] give you this note ; it is the token of my grati-
tude ; it is the dower I give you.

¢ < Your heart is the noblest of hearts, and will appre-
ciate the present I give you.

¢ ¢ MARIE ANTOINETTE.”

The queen sighed sadly.

‘“Yes, I see ; because I burned this note you fancied 1
had forgotten it? No, madame, yon see that I have re-
membered every word, every letter, though yon might not
seem to think of it. Ah! I remember more.”

‘“ Pardon, pardon me, Andrée ; I thought heloved youn.”

““You thought then it was a love of the human heart,
that he loved another because he loved you less.”

Andrée had suffered so much that she, too, became
cruel. A
““You also, then, have seen that he loved me less ?”
said the queen, with an exclamation of grief.

Andrée did not reply ; she only looked at the despairing
queen, and a smile played on her lips.

‘“But what must be done to retain this love, which is
my very life ? Oh! if you know that, Andrée, my friend,
my sister, tell me, I beg and conjure you!”

Andrée drew back a step.

“Can I, whom he has never loved, madame, know
that ? ”

‘“But he may love you. Some day on his knees he
may make atonement for the past, ask your pardon for
what he has made you suffer. Sufferings, too, are so soon
forgotten. In the arms of one we love pardon is so soon
granted to him who has made us suffer.”

““Well, if snch should be the case, if this misfortune
befall, and it may be a misfortune to all, do you forget
that before I become Charny’s wife, 1 have a terrible
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secret, an awful confidence to impart, which, perhaps,
will turn his love into hate ? Do you forget, I must tell
him what I have told you ?”

“ You will tell him that you were violated by Gilbert ?
Tell him that you have a child.”

¢Oh, madame, what do you take me to be, to enter-
tain any doubt about the matter ?

The queen breathed again.

¢“Then,” said she, “you will do nothing to attract
Monsieur de Charny to you ?”

¢ 1 will do no more, madame, in the future, than I have
done in the past.”

““You will not tell him, nor let him snspect that you
love him.” g

< Not until he tells me that he loves me.”

‘¢ And if he comes to tell you so, if you tell him that
you love him, swear——”

‘¢ Madame !” said Andrée, interrupting the queen.

€ Oh 1”7 said the queen, ¢“ Andrée, my sister, my friend,
you are right, and I am cruel, wrong, exacting. But, oh,
when all abandon me, friends, power, reputation, I wonld
at least wish love to remain.”

¢ And now, madame,” said Andrée, with the icy cold-
ness which had never abandoned her, except during the
few moments when she spoke of the tortures inflicted on
her, ¢ have you aught else to ask—any order to give ?”

‘“No, thank you, none. I wished to restore yon my
friendship, but you reject it. Andrée, adieu, and accept
at least my gratitude.” *

Andrée made a gesture with her hand, which seemed to
repel this sentiment, as she had the offer of friendship,
and left calmly and silently as a ghost.

“Oh! you are right, body of ice, heart of diamond,
goul of fire, to accept neither my gratitnde nor my friend-
ship, for I feel it, and ask that God pardon me for it ;
that I hate you as I have hated none ; for if he does not
love you now, I am sure some day he will.”

Then, calling Weber, she said :

¢“Tell my ladies’that I will go to bed to-night without
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them, and that, as I am suffering and fatigned, I wish to
rest until ten o’clock. The first and only person I will
see will be Monsieur Gilbert.”

CHAPTER X.
THE FRENCH BAKER.

WE shall not attempt to say how this night passed for
the two women.

At nine o’clock in the morning only, we shall again
seek the queen ; her eyes are red with tears, her cheeks
pale for want of sleep.

During some moments, although after the orders given
no one dare enter her chamber, she heard around her
apartment those comings and goings, those prolonged
whisperings and murmurs which announced that some-
thing unusual was passing without.

In the midst of all these confused sounds, which seemed
to flit along the corridor, she heard the voice of Weber,
who ordered silence.

She snmmoned the faithful valet de chambre.

¢ Whatis it, then, Weber ? ”asked the queen. ¢ What
is passing in the chdtean, and what do these sounds mean?”

““ Madame,” said Weber, ¢‘ there is a fight on the part
of the Cité.”

““ A fight ? ”” said the queen ; ““and to what purpose ? ”

‘“ No one knows as yet, madame ; they merely say that
it is an émeute on account of the bread.”

At another time he would not have broached the idea
to the queen that -there were people who were dying of
hunger ; but since, during the journey to Versailles, she
had heard the dauphin ask her for bread, without being
able to give him any, she understood now the misery of
famine and hunger.

““ Poor people!” murmured she, recalling the words
which she had heard on the route, and the explanation
which Gilbert had given to these words, ¢ they see well,
now, that it is not the fault of either the baker or the
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bakery that they have not bread.” Then aloud: ¢ And
do they not fear that it may become a grave matter ? ” she
asked.

““1 cannob tell yon, madame. There are no two reports
alike,” answered Weber.

“ Well,” replied the queen, “run as far as the Cité,
Weber ; it is not far from here ; see with your own eyes
what is passing, and return to me here.”

Weber left the chitean, gained the passage of the
Louvre, darted over the bridge, and, guided by the shouts,
and following the wave that rolled itself onward toward
the archiepiscopal palace, he arrived on the Place de Notre
Dame.

In proportion as he advanced toward the old part of Paris,
the erowd became thicker and the shouts more vigorous.

In the midst of these cries, or, rather, of these shrieks,
voices were heard, such as are only heard in the skies in
days of tempest, and on the earth in the days of revolution.
Voices cried out, ‘“ He is a forestaller ! 4 mort! & mort!
4 ]a lanterne ! 4 la lanterne !”

And thousands of voices which did not know what this
all meant, and those of many women, boldly repeated,
‘“He is a forestaller! & mort! & mort! & la lanterne!
4 la lanterne ! ”

All at once Weber felt himself struck by one of those
shocks which occur in great masses of men, when a stream
establishes itself, and he perceived coming up the Rue
Chanoinesse a human tide, a living cataract, in the midst
of which struggled an unfortunate being, pale, and with
torn clothes.

It was after him that all these people hurried ; it was
against him that they raised their lamentations, their
shrieks, their menaces.

One single man defended him against this crowd ; a
single man only tried to dam this human current.

. This man, who had nndertaken this labor of pity, in
spite of ten, twenty, a hundred men, was ‘Gilbert.

Itis true that some among the crowd, having recognized
him, commenced t¢'ery out :
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¢ It is Doctor Gilbert, a patriot, the friend of Monsieur
Lafayette and of Monsieur Bailly. Listen to Doctor
Gilbert !”

At these cries there was a halt for a moment, some-
thing like the calm that spreads itself over the waters be-
twixt two squalls. Weber profited by them to make his
way to the doctor.

He accomplished this with great difficulty.

¢ Doctor Gilbert,” said the valet de chambre.

“Ah !” said he, “is it you, Weber ?”

And then he made him a sign to come nearer.

¢ (Go,” said he, in a low tone, ““and announce.to the
queen that I shall come to her perhaps later than she ex-
pects me. I am busy saving a man.”

¢ Oh, yes, yes ! ” said the unhappy hearer of these last
words ; “ you will save me, will you not, doctor ? Tell
them I am innocent ; tell them that my young wife is
enceinte. Iswear to you that I did not conceal any bread,
doctor.”

But, as if the plea and the prayer of the wretched one
had only added fuel to hatred and anger half moldered
out, the cries redoubled, and the menaces seemed about
to be completed.

“My friends,” said Gilbert, opposing himself to the
crowd with an almost superhuman force, ¢ this man is a
Frenchman, a citizen like yourself ; we must not, we can-
not destroy a man without hearing him. Conduct him to
the court, and afterward we’ll see.”

“Yes, yes !” cried some voices, belonging to those who
had recognized the doctor.

‘¢ Monsieur Gilbert,” said the valet de chambre of the
queen, ‘“ hold your own. I will go and warn the officers
of the district ; the court is only a few paces off ; in five
minutes they shall be here.”

And he slipped off and was lost in the crowd, withont
even waiting for the approbation of Gilbert.

Meanwhile, four or five people had come to assist the
doctor, and had formed a rampart with their bodies round
the unhappy one threatened with the anger of the crowd.
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This rampart, weak as it was, restrained for a few mo-
ments the mutineers, who still continued to cry down the
voice of Gilbert with their shouts, and those of the good
citizens who had rallied round him.

Happily, at the end of five minutes, a movement was
perceptible in the crowd ; & murmur succeeded this, and
this murmur was followed by the words :

¢ The officers of the district ! the officers of the district !”
Before the officers of the wards the threats lessened, the
crowd opened. The assassing had not as yet the word of
command.

They conducted the wretched prisoner to the Hétel de
Ville. He kept fast hold of the doctor; he held him by
the arm ; he would not leave him,

Now, what about this man ?

He is a poor baker, named Denis Frangois, the same
whose name we have already pronounced, and who
furnished the rolls to the assembly.

This morning an old woman went into is shop, in the
Rue du Marché-Palu, at the very moment when he was
about to deliver his sixth baking of bread, and begin to
knead the seventh.

The old woman asked for bread.

Frangois said he had none, ‘“ But wait until my seventh
baking, and you shall be served first.”

““I wish for some directly,” said the woman ; ‘¢ here is
the money.”

“ But,” said the baker, ¢‘ it is true as I say, there is no
more.”

‘“Let me see.”

“Oh!” said the baker, ¢ enter; see for yourself ; search
everywhere. I shonld like nothing better.”

The old woman goes in, seeks all over, ferrets about,opens
a cupboard, and in this cupboard finds threerolls of about
four pounds each, that the boys had put away for themselves.

She took one of them, went out without paying, and
when the baker claimed the bread, she roused the people
by erying, ¢“that Frangois was a forestaller, and that he
had concealed half his baking.”
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An ancient recruiter of dragoons, called Fleur d’Epine,
who was drinking in a public-house opposite, rushed out
of the house, and took up the cry of the old woman.

At this double ery, the people ran together, shouting,
seized him who is here now, repeated the forced cries,
rushed to the shop of the baker, forced the guard of four
men the police had stationed at his door, as at that of his
neighbors, spread themselves about the shop, and, besides
the two rasped rolls left and denounced by the old woman,
found ten dozen small rolls, retained for the use of the
deputies, who were holding a sitting at the archbishop’s
palace, that is to say, a hundred steps from there.

The wretched baker iz immediately condemned. One
voice, a hundred voices, two hundred, a thousand voices
cried out, “down with the informer ! 1»

There is quite a crowd, who howl, A lalanterne! 3
la lanterne !”

At this moment the doctor, who was returning from
making a visit to his son, whom he had again bronght back
to the Abbé Berardier, at the College of Louis le Grand,
is attracted by the noise; he sees a lot of people who de-
mand the death of this man, and he rushes forward to
succor him.

There, in a few words, he learned from Frangois of
what he was accused. He knew the innocence of the
baker, and so he had tried to defend him.

Then the crowd had pressed together, and threatened
the poor baker and his defender. They anathematized
both in the same words, and were ready to kill both with
the same blow.

It was at this moment that Weber had arrived at the
Place Notre Dame, and had recognized Gilbert.

We have seen how, after the departure of Weber, the
officers of the ward had arrived, and the unhappy bake:
had been, under their escort, conducted to the Hotel de
Ville.

Accused, officers, and the irritated people, all had en-
tered, péle méle into the Hotel de Ville, whose every place
was immediately filled by workiften without work, and,
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poor devils, dying with hunger, always ready to mix them-
gelves up in any émeute, and to bestow a part of the evils
which they were undergoing on any one whom they sus-
pected of being the cause of the public suffering.

Scarcely had the miserable Frangois disappeared through
the doorway of the Hotel de Ville, than the cries were re-
doubled.

Some individuals, with features quite sinister, threaded
the crowd, saying in a whisper :

““ He is a forestaller, paid by the court ! See, then, why
they wish to save him !”

At these words, ‘“ He is a forestaller ]! he is a fore-
staller ! ” wound, serpent-like, from the midst of the angry
crowd.

Unfortunately, it was still morning ; and none of the
men who had power over the people, neither Bailly nor
Lafayette, was there.

Those who kept repeating in the crowd, ¢ He is a fore-
gtaller ! he is a forestaller !” knew this well.

At length, when they did not see the accused reappear,
the cries changed into ene immense hurrah, the threats
into one universal howl.

These men, of whom we have spoken, slid through the
door, climbed along the galleries, and penetrated even as
far as the room where was the unhappy baker, whom
Gilbert was defending his best.

On the other side, the neighbors of Frangois, who had
joined the tumult, persisted in declaring that he had
given, since the commencement of the revolution, con-
tinual proofs of zeal ; that he had kneaded as many as ten
bakings a day ; that as long as his brother bakers had
wanted flour they had it from his own stock ; and that
in order to serve the public more promptly, besides his
own oven, he had rented that of a pastry-cook’s, whem he,
had made dry his wood for him.

When these depositions were at an end, it appeared
that, instead of punishment, the man deserved a re-
ward.

But on the place, on the galleries, and even in the
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salon, they continued to cry, “Down with the fore-
staller ! ” and cried aloud for his death.

All at once a sudden rush was made in the saloon, open-
ing the circle of the National Guard, which environed
Frangois, and separating him from his protectors. Gilbert
crowded back to the side of the tribunal, saw twenty arms
stretched out ; seized, drawn, dragged by them, the ac-
cused cried for aid, for help—suppliantly stretched out
his hands, but uselessly—uselessly did Gilbert make a
desperate effort to rejoin him. The opening by which
Frangois had disappeared, little by little, closed mpon
him ; as a swimmer drawn down by a whirlpool, he has
struggled a moment, with clasped hands, despair in his
eyes, and a voice gurgling in his throat till the waves have
recovered him, and the gulf swallowed him up.

Deserted at this moment, he was lost.

Hurried down the staircase, at each step he had received
a wound. When he arrived at the door, all his body was
one vast sore,

It is no longer life which he begs—it is death.

In one second, the head of the unhappy Frangois was
separated from his body, and raised on the end of a
pike.

On hearing the cries in the street, the rioters in the
galleries dnd in the chambers rush out. They mnst see
the sight to the end.

It is a curious sight, a head on the end of a pike ! It
is already the twenty-first, and they have never seen one
gince the 6th of October.

¢ Oh! Billot, Billot | ” murmured Gilbert, as he passed
from the hall, ‘“how happy thou art to have left Paris ! ”

He traversed the Place de Gréve, following the border
of the Seine, and leaving afar off the bloody head and its

‘howling convoy by the Bridge of Notre Dame, until he
got half across the Quai Peletier, when he suddenly felt
some one touch his arm.

He raised his head, uttered a cry, and would have
stopped and spoken; but the man, whom he had re-
cognized, had slipped anote into his hand, placed a finger
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'on his mouth, and drew off, going to the side of the arch-
bishop’s palace. -

Without donbt, this person wished to preserve an in-
cognito, but a woman of the Halle, having seen him,
clapped her hands, and cried :

‘“Ah! it is Mirabeaun.”

¢ Vive Mirabeau !” cried immediately some five hun-
dred voices, ¢ vive the defender of the people! vive our
patriotic orator ! ”

And the tail of the cortége, which followed the head of
the unfortunate Frangois, hearing this cry, returned and
formed an escort for Mirabeau, who was accompanied by
a large crowd, always cheering, until he reached the arch-
bishop’s palace.

It was, indeed, Mirabeau who, returning from the sitting
in the assembly, had met Gilbert, and had given him a
note which he had just written on the counter of a shop,
and which he supposed would make him come to his house.

CHAPTER XI.

THE ADVANTAGE OF HAVING THE DEAL.

GILBERT had rapidly read the letter just put into his
hands by Mirabeaun, had read it over more slowly a second
time, had put it into his waistcoat-pocket, and, calling a
coach, ordered himself to be driven to the Tuileries.

At the sight of Gilbert the queen uttered a cry.

A part of the coat and ruffles of the doctor had been
torn in the struggle which he had maintained in endeavor-
ing to save Frangois, and some drops of blood stained his
shirt.

““ Madame,” said he, ““I crave pardon of your majesty
in presenting myself thus before you, but I have already,
in spite of myself, made you wait so long, that I was not
willing that any further delay should take place.”

¢¢ And this unfortunate one, Monsieur Gilbert ?”
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‘“He is dead, madame ; he has been assassinated, torn
in pieces ! ”

‘“ Was he in the least guilty ? *

¢“He was innocent, madame,”

¢“Oh, monsieur, the fruits of your revolution. After
having satiated the grand seigneurs, all fanctionaries, the
guards, see how they file themselves among one another ;
but there are, at any rate, means of execnting justice on
these assassins.” L

¢ We are silent on that head, madame. But it would
be better still to prevent the murders than to punish the
murderers.” 3

¢ And how, my God, can that be done ? The king and
I wonld ask nothing better.”

‘¢ Madame, all thesec evils come from a defiance of the
people expressed toward the agents of the powers ; put at
the head of the government men who have the confidence
of the people, and nothing of the like will happen.”

““Ah! yes, Monsieur de Mirabcau and Monsieur de
Lafayette, is it not so ?”

“I had hoped that the queen had sent for me to say
that she had persuaded the king not to be hostile to the
combination which I had proposed to him.”

‘“ Doctor, will yon tell me seriously that I ought to
trost myself to a man who caused the 5th and 6th of
October, and make peace with an orator, who has publicly
insulted me at the tribune ? ”

¢ Madame, believe me, it was not Monsieur de Mirabean
who caused the 5th and 6th of October. It was hunger,
the high price of grain and poverty, which commenced
the work of the day; but it was an arm mysteriously
powerful which did the work of the night. Perhaps,
some day, I shall have to defend you from this side, and
to struggle with this dark power, which pursues not only
you, but all other crowned heads—not only the throne of
France, but all the thrones of the earth. As true as I
have the honor to lay my life at your majesty’s feet and
the king’s, Monsieur Mirabean had nothing te do with
these terrible days, and he had learned at the assembly,
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even as others did, it might be alittle time, perhaps even
before the others, by a note, that the people were marching
on Versailles.”

““Then you believe, Monsienr Gilbert, that this man
would consent to become attached to us ?”

‘““He is quite so, madame; when Mirabeau separates
himself from royalty, he is like a horse that prances, and
only requires to feel the bridle and spur of his rider to re-
turn into its right road.”

‘“But being already of the party of the Duke of Orleans,
he cannot be a member of every party.” 1

¢¢ That is your mistake, madame.”

‘“Does not Monsieur Mirabeau belong to the party of
the Duke of Orleans ? ” repeated the queen.

¢« He is so little attached to the Duke of Orleans, that
when he discovered that that prince had withdrawn to
England before the threats of Mousieur de Lafayette, he
said, as he crushed the note of Monsieur de Lauzun, which
announced the duke’s departure. ¢ People say that I am
one of the party of this man ; I would not have him as a
lackey.””

¢ That speaks something in his favor,” said the queen,
trying to smile; ‘“and if I could believe that, we could
really rely upon him.”

‘¢ Do you wish that I should repeat the words he said to
me?”

““Yes ; I shall be glad to hear them.”

¢¢ Here they are, then, word for word. I fixed them in my
memory, since I hoped at some time to have the opportunity
of repeating them to your majesty. ¢If you have the
means of making yourself heard by the king and queen,
persuade them that they and France are lost if the royal
family does not leave Paris. I am busied with a plan to
enable them to go out. At any rate, you may assure them
that they may reckon upon me.””

The queen became thoughtful.

“Then, the advice of Monsieur Miraoean algo is that
we should quit Paris ?”

¢ It was his advice at that time.”

F—Duxas—Vor. X,
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¢¢ And he has changed since ?”

¢ Yes, if I may trust to a note received within the half
hour.”

¢ May I see this note ?”

¢ It is intended for your majesty.”

And Gilbert drew the paper from his pockét.

¢ Your majesty will excuse it,” said he ; ““ but it is on
common paper, and was written on the counter of a wine
store.”

¢« Ah! that does not matter ; paper and desk are quite
in harmony with the politics of the present period.”

The queen took the paper, and read :

‘“The events of to-day have changed the face of things.

““We can succeed well this deal.

¢ The assembly will be afraid, and will establish martial
law.

¢ Monsieur de Mirabeau could sustain and carry the
measure for establishing martial law.

+¢ Monsieur de Mirabeau could advocate the giving more
power to the executive.

¢ Monsieur de Mirabeau could attack Monsieur de
Necker upon the revenue and taxes.

¢ In place of a Necker ministry, it would he easy to
make a Mirabean one, and Lafayette will back Mirabean.”

‘“ But,” said the queen, “this letter is not signed.”

‘“ Have I not had the honor to inform your majesty that
it was Mirabeau himself who placed it in my hand ?”

¢ What do yon think of ali this ?”

‘“ My opinion is that Mirabean is perfectly right, and
that the only thing that can save France is the coalition
he proposes.”

“ Well, let Monsieur de Mirabeau send through you a
list of the ministers he would support, and I will place it
before the king.”

‘¢ And your majesty will support it ?”

I will. Then, in the meanwhile, as a first proof of
his loyalty, let Monsieur de Mirabeau support the proposi-
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tion for establishing martial law and giving greater power
to the executive.”

‘“ He shall do so. In return, whenever the fall of Mon-
sienr Necker becomes likely, a Mirabeau and Lafayette
ministry will not be received unfavorably ?” asked
Gilbert.

“Byme ? No. Iam anxious to prove that ITam quite
willing to sacrifice my private feelings for the good of the
state. But you must remember I cannot answer for the
king.”

“Your majesty will anthorize me to tell Monsieur de
Mirabean that this list of proposed ministers is asked for
by yourself ? *

I will permit Monsieur Gilbert to use his own discre-
tion as to how far he trusts a man who is our friend to-
day and may become our enemy to-morrow.”

“On this point you may confide in me, madame only,
as the circumstances are of great importance, there is no
time to lose ; allow me, then, to proceed to the assembly and
endeavor to see Monsieur de Mirabeaun this very day.”

The queen made with her hand a sign of acqniescence,
and Gilbert then took leave. A quarter of an hour later
he was in the assembly. (

The assembly was in a very excited state on account of
the crime committed at its very gates, and upon a man in
some sense a dependent of theirs. The members hurried
betwixt the tribune and their seats; betwixt their seats
and the corridors. Mirabean alene remained immovably
in his place. He sat with his eyes fixed on the public trib-
une. [Iis countenance brightened on seeing Gilbert.

Gilbert made a sign, which he answered by nodding lns
head.

lebert then tore a leaf from his pocket-book, and
wrote :

“Your proposals are received ; not by both, but by the
one whom both you and I believe has the most power.

¢ They wish to have a list of the proposed members to-
day.
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¢ Cause more power to be given to the executive.”

When he had folded the paper into the form of a letter
and addressed it to Monsieur de Mirabeau, he called an
usher and bid him carry it to its destination.

Mirabeau read it with such an expression of perfect
indifference, that his nearest neighbor could not have
guessed that the letter which he had just received corre-
gponded exactly with his most ardent wishes ; and with the
same indifference he traced a few lines upon a sheet of
paper lying before him, and, carefully folding the paper,
gave it to the usher.

¢¢ Carry this letter, ” said he, ¢ to the gentleman who
gave yon the one you just now brought me,”

Gilbert eagerly opened the paper.

1t contained a few lines which would have altered the
future state of France, perhaps, if its propositions had
been fairly carried out.

T will address the assembly, and assist as far as I can
in carrying out your views.

¢ To-morrow I will send you a memoir on the present
crisis, which I hope will be satisfactory.

1 send you the list of the ministers I propose; but I
should be quite willing to alter a few names if you should
wish any change.”

Gilbert tore a new leaf from his pocket-book, and wrote
four or five lines, and gave them to the usher, who was
not very far off.

“J am going to our mistress to inform her of what we
wish, and to tell her on what conditions you will act;
send word to my house, the Rue St. Honoré, just below
PAssumption, just opposite the cabinet-maker Duplay’s,
the result of the sitting as soon as it is terminated.”

Always anxious for excitement and to struggle with po-
litical feclings, the queen awaited Gilbert’s return with
some impatience, especially when listening to the narrae
tion of Weber.
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This consisted of the terrible scene whose end Weber
had arrived in time to witness.

Sent for information by the queen, he passed by one end
of the Bridge of Notre Dame, while the other was occu-
pied by the bloody cortége who bere the head of Frau-

ois.
& Near the bridge a young woman, pale, frightened, with
perspiration standing coldly on her brow, and who, in
spite of a tendency to embonpoint already visible, was
running at a tolerably quick pace toward the Hotel de
Ville, stopped suddenly.

This head, whose features she could not as yet distin-
guish, produced upon her, even at that distance, the effect
of the ancient buckler.

And as the head approached her, it was easy to see by
the expression of her face that she was all but changed
into stone.

When the horrible trophy was not more than twenty
paces from her, she uttered a cry, stretched out her hands
with a desperate movement, and, ag if the earth had fallen
beneath her, she sunk fainting on the bridge.

It was the wife of Frangois, already five months enceinte.
They carried her away without her knowing it.

¢ Oh, my God !” said the queen, ‘it is a terrible testi-
mony you have sent your servant to teach her that if she
is unhappy there exist others still more so.”

Just at this moment Gilbert entered. He did not meet
a queen, but a woman—that is to say, a wife, a mother.
Her state of feeling could not have been better, and Gil-
bert, with advice at least, came to offer the means to put
an end to these murmunrs.

And the queen, looking into his eyes, where tears were
gathering, and on his brow, where the perspiration stood
in big, heavy drops, seized Gilbert by the hands, and took
from them the paper which they contained.

Bat before looking at this paper, important as it was,
¢ Weber,” said she, ““if this poor woman is not already
dead, I will receive her to-morrow ; if she be really en-
ceinte, I will be the godmother of the child.”
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¢¢ Ah, madame, madame !” cried Gilbert, ¢ why cannot
every Frenchman hear your voice broken with emotion,
and see the hot tears run down your cheeks, as I do ?”

The queen started ; they were nearly the same words
which, in a crisis equally critical, Charny had addressed to
her.

She cast a hasty glance over the note of Mirabeau, but
was too much troubled at this particular time to give an
answer.

Af seven o’clock in the evening, a valet without livery
placed the following letter in Gilbert’s hands :

¢“ The sitting has been a warm one.

‘¢ Martial law was carried.

‘“Bugot and Robespierre wished to have a still higher
court at law.

1 have caused it to be decreed that lése-nation (a new
word which we have created) shall be judged by the royal
privilege of Chételet.

““ I rely with confidence for the safety of France on the
royal power, and three-quarters of the assembly will sup-
port it.

‘“To-day is the 21st of October. I hope, even as it
is, that royalty has made some progress since the 6th in-
stant.

“Vala et me ama.”

The note was not signed, but it was in the same hand-
writing as the one which referred to the ministerial
changes, and that of the morning. It was truly the writ-
ing of Mirabeau.

Although one can easily understand all that Mirabean
had gained, and all that the royal family had conseqnently
lost, we must inform our readers what the Chatelet really
was.

One of it first judgments became the object of one of
the most terrible scenes which occurred in the Gréve in
the year 1790, a scene since it is not foreign to our subject
we shall find best to weave into our narrative.
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Le Chételet had been of great historical importance in
history ever since the thirteenth century, and both asa
tribunal and court had exercised great influence over the
mighty ones during the five centuries sncceeding the good
King Louis IX. Another king, whowas a builder, if ever
there was one. He built Notre Dame. He founded the
Hospitals de la Trinité, de St. Catherine, and de St. Nich-
olas, near the Louvre. He paved the streets of Paris,
He had, in truth, a great bank to run to for all these ex-
pensés—the Jews, to wit. In 1189 he was tinctured with
the follies of the time.

The folly of the time was the wish to take Jerusalem
from the guardianship of the Soldan. He joined Richard
Ceeur de Lion, and started for the holy places. But be-
fore he went, in order that the good Parisians should not
lose their time, and never dream, in their leisure moments,
of revolting against him, as at his instigation they had
revolted more than once, he left them a plan, and bid them
execute it after his departure.

He left them a program, and bid them build one of
those thick walls of the twelfth century, ornamented with
towers.

This wall was the third which surrounded Paris.

It contained, within its bounds, a number of small
hamlets, which were destined, eventually, to become a
portion of the great whole.

These hamlets and villages, however poor and small
they might be, possessed each.their justice seigneuriale.
All these justices seigneuriales contradicting one another,
from time to time, caused great confusion in this strange
capital. There was it seems, at this time, a certain
seigneur of Vincennes, who, having apparently more to
complain of these contradictions than any of the others,
determined to put an end to them.

This seigneur was Lonis I1X.

As it is easy to understand that when Louis IX. dis-
tributed justice under the oak, now become proverbial, he
did it as a seigneur, not as a king.

He ordered, however, as king, that all the causes deter-
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mined by these petty juges seigneuriales should, by appeal,
be bronght before the Chételet of Paris. The jurisdiction
of the chitelet, consequently, was all-powerful.

The chédtelet was then the supreme court of justice, until
the parliament took upon itself to determine even the ap-
peals of the chitelet. But the assembly was about to sus-
pend these parliaments.

“We have buried them in a very lively fashion,” said
Lameth, in returning from the sitting.

And in place of parliament, apon the suggestion of
Mirabean, they were about to restore the privileges of the
chételet, and with increased powers.

"This was a great trinmph for royalty, since the erime of
lese-nation would be brought before its own courts.

The first crime that the chételet had to take cognizance
of was the one which we are going to narrate.

The very day of the promulgation of the law aunthoriz-
ing the power of the chételet, two assassins of the un-
happy Frangois were hung in the Gréve without any other
trial than Paccusation and the notoriety of the crime.

Two cases remained for judgment. That of the farmer-
general, Augeard, and that of the inspector-general of the
Suisses, Pierre Victor de Bésenval.

These were two men devoted to the court, and for this
reason they hastened to transfer their camses to the
chitelet.

Augeard was accused with having farnished the funds
with which the Camarilla of the queen paid in July the
troops assembled in the Champs de Mars. The chitelet
acquitted him without much scandal.

Bésenval’s name eould not have been more popular—the
wrong way. - He it was who commanded the Suisses at
Réveillon, the Bastile, and the Champs de Mars. The
people remembered these three circumstances, and were
not indisposed to take their revenge.

Very precise orders were given to the court at chitelet ;
under any pretense, the king and queen wished M. de
Bésenval to escape condemnation.

He knew there was only this double protection to save
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him. As he entered the hall he was saluted, almost
unanimously, with eries for his death. <¢Bésenval 4 Ia
lanterne ! 7 ¢“Bésenval to the gallows !” was bellowed
forth from all sides.

With great trouble silence was obtained.

One of the spectators profited by it. ¢ I demand,”
cried he, in a loud strong voice, ¢“ that he be éunt into
thirteen pieces, and a piece sent to each canton.”

But in spite of the charges brought against him, and
the animosity of the andience, Bésenval was acquitted.

Indignant at this double acquittal, one of the spectators
wrote four verses on a piece of paper, which he rolled
into a ball and sent to the president.

The stanza was signed. This wasnotall ; the president
turned in order to seek out the anthor. The aunthor, seated
on the end of a bench, solicited by his gesture the atten-
tion of the president. But before him the countenance of
the president fell. He did not dare to have him arrested.
The author was Camille Desmoulins.

One of those who went out in the crowd, and who, to
judge from his dress, was a simple bourgeois of the
Marais, addressed one of his neighbors, and laying his hand
on his shoulder, although he seemed to belong to a higher
class, said to him :

‘“ Well, Doctor Gilbert, what do you think of these
two acquittals ?

The one whom he had addressed turned round and
looked at the questioner, and seemed as if he wished to
recognize the form, the tones of whose voice he had rec-
ognized. :

“¢0f you, and not of me, my master, must that question
he asked—of you, who know everything, the present, the
past, the future.”

¢ Well, then, I think, after these two shameless acquit-
tals it will be best to pity the poor innocent fellow to be
tried next in this court.”

¢ But why do you think,” asked Gilbert, ‘‘ that the one
who will succeed them will be innocent, and succeeding
them, will be punished ? ”
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¢“For the simple reason,” answered the other, with

some irony that seemed to be natural to him, ¢ that it is
customary in this world for the good to suffer for the
bad.”

Adieu, master,” said Gilbert, taking his hand off Cag-
liostro, for even in these few words the terrible skeptic
will hgve been recognized.

¢ And why adieun 2”

¢ Becanse I have something to attend to,” said Gilbert,
smiling.

“You are going somewhere ?”

““Yes.”

“To whom ? Ta Mirabean, to Lafayette, or to the
queen ?”

Gilbert stopped and looked at Cagliostro with an uneasy
air.

‘“Do youn know that you frighten me ?” said he.

“On the contrary, I should reassure,” observed Cag-
liostro.

““How so ?”

‘¢ Am I not one of your friends ?”

¢ I believe so.”

¢“Be sure, and if yon want any proof—"

“Well 27

¢ Come with me, and I will give you information about
these negotiations which you believe are so secret—infor-
mation so secret that even you, who seem to be conducting
them, know nothing about them.”

¢¢ Listen,” said Gilbert ; ¢¢ perhaps you will summon to
you some of those influences which, with you, are familiar.
But never mind, things are so dark that I think I would
accept a little light even if it came from Satan himself,
I will follow you or you may conduct me.”

¢“Qh, be easy ; it won’t be far, and it shall be in a place
where you are not known ; only allow me to hail this
coach that is passing ; the style of dress in which I have
come out prevented my bringing my carriage.” And he
made a sign to a coach that was on the other side of the
way. The coach drew up, and both got in.
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¢ Where shall I take you, my jolly bourgeois ? ” asked
the cabman of Cagliostro, as if he knew, in spite of his
apparently simple dress, that the latter led the other and
molded him to his will.

¢ Where thou knowest,” said Balsamo, making a kind
of masonic sign.

The coachman looked at Balsamo with astonishment.

¢¢Pardon, monseigneur,” said he, ““that I did not
recognize you at once.”

‘“This is never my case,” said Cagliostro, in a firm,
sonorous voice ; ‘“in spite of their number, I never forget
any one, from the highest to the lowest of my subjects.”

The driver shut the door to, mounted his box, and drove
at a rapid rate to the corner of the Rue St. Claude.

The carriage stopped, and the porter saw the door open
with such rapidity as showed the zeal and respect of the
driver.

Cagliostro made a sign to Gilbert to get out first, and
then he himself descended from the carriage.

¢ Have you nothing to say to me ?”’ asked he.

‘¢ Yes, monseigneur,” answered the driver ; “I was to
have made my report this evening, if I was lucky enough
to meet you.”

¢ Speak, then.”

‘“That which I have to say, monseigneur, ought not to
be heard or listened to by profane ears.”

¢¢Qh !” said Cagliostro, smiling, ¢ he who listens to us
is not quite one of the profane ears,”

This was Gilbert, who had moved some distance.

But still he could not prevent himself looking at them
and listening a little.

He saw a smile, as the driver spoke, flit across the coun-
tenance of Balsamo,

He heard the two names, Monsieur and Favras.

The report concluded, Cagliostro drew a double louis
from his pocket, and wished to give it to the driver. But
the latter shook his head.

¢ Monseigneur knows well,” said he, ¢ that it is forbids
den to receive money for our reports.”
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It is not for thy report I wish to pay thee, it is for
the drive.”

¢ For that I will accept it,” said the driver. And, in
taking the louis, he added : ¢ Thanks, monseigneur, my
day’s work’s done.” . And, jumping lightly on his box,
he drove off at a round trot, and left Gilbert struck with
amazement at what he had just heard.

¢“Come,” said Cagliostro, who was holding the door
open for Gilbert, who never dreamed of entering,  will
you not come in, my dear doctor ?”

¢“Yes,” said Gilbert, ‘“ excuse me.”

And he crossed the threshold, staggering like a drunken
man.

In the antechamber he saw. the same German servant
whom he had met here sixteen years before. He was
standing in the same place, and held in hiz hands a
similar book ; only like himself, the count and the very
chamber itself, he had aged sixteen years.

Fritz guessed from his eye the passage down which his
master intended to conduct Gilbert, and, rapidly opening
two doors, he stopped at the third, to see if Cagliostro
had any further orders to give.

This third door was that of the salon.

Cagliostro made a sign to Gilbert to enter the salon,
and another to Fritz to retire. Only he said, I am not
at home until further orders.” Then, turning toward
Gilbert, ‘“Now, sit- down; I am quite at your service,
dear doctor.”

Qilbert sighed, and leaned his head on his hand. The
memories of the past had mastered for a time, at least,
his present curiosity.

Cagliostro looked at Gilbert as Faust might have looked
at Mephistopheles, when that German philosopher impru-
dently let him go before him.

All at once he said :

‘It seems, dear doctor, that you recognize this room
again.” :

““Yes,” said Gilbert ; ‘“and it recalls the many obliga-
tions I owe you.”



THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY. 133

¢“Ah! bah ! triflest”

¢In truth,” said Gilbert, addressing himself as munch
ag Cagliostro, ‘“ you are a strange man, and if all-powerful
reason would permit me to place any faith in the magic
stories of the Middle Ages, I should be tempted to believe
that you were a sorcerer like Merlin, or a melter of gold
like Nicolas Hamel.”

“To the world [ am so, but not to you. I have never
endeavored to deceive you by marvels. You know I have
always made you understand everything, and if sometimes
yon have seen truth at my summons issue forth from her
well, better dressed and clad than is her wont, it is true,
Sicilian as I am, that I have a taste for tinsel. But let,
the events of the past sleep quietly in the past, in their
tomb ; let us speak of the present ; let us speak of the
future, if you like.”

¢ Count; you have called me back to realities. The
foture! What if this future was in your hands!
What if your eyes could read the indistinct hierogly-
phies ?”

“ Let us see, then, doctor, how we are as regards these
ministerial arrangements.”

¢¢ Ministerial arrangements ?”

“Yes ; of onr Mirabeau and Lafayette ministry.”

““That is one of those vague rumors you, like others,
have heard repeated, and you wish, by questioning me, to
ascertain their truth.”

‘‘Doctor, you are the very incarnation of doubt, and if
there is anything terrible, it is that yon doubt not because
you do not believe, but because you do not wish to believe
it. It will be the best to tell you at first what you know
as well as I do, and afterward I will tell you what I know
better than you.”

¢¢1 listen, count.”

¢ For the last fifteen days you have spoken to thy king
of Monsieur de Mirabean as the only man who can save
the monarchy.”

<1t is my opinion, connt ; hence you will easily under-
stand the present coalition,”
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¢ It is mine, too, doctor ; hence the coalition you have
presented to the king will fail.”

< Will fail ? »

¢ The king, sufficiently struck by what you had told him
—pardon me, but I am obliged to commence from the be-
ginning, in order to show you that I am not ignorant of
any one phase of the negotiation—the king, I say, sufficient-
ly struck by what you had told him, has conversed with
the queen concerning the combination, and the queen
was less opposed to the project than the king even ; she
discussed with yon the for and against, and finished by
authorizing you to speak to Monsieur de Mirabeau. Is not
that the truth, doctor ?” said Cagliostro, looking Gilbert
in the face.

I must confess that to this time you have kept on the
right way.”

¢ Well, the queen yielded for two reasons ; the first is,
that she has suffered much, and to propose an intrigne to
Yer is to assist her to forget; the second reason is, that
the queen is a woman, and she has been told that Monsieur
de Mirabean is like a lion, a tiger, a bear, and no-woman
knows how to resist the wish so flattering to their vanity,
to tame a bear, a tiger, a lion. She said, ‘It will be cu-
rious to bring to my feet the man who hates me, and cause
him to apologize on the very tribune where he insulted
me. I shall see him at my knees; thisshall be my reward,
my vengeance. And if from this genuflexion any good
results to France and royalty, so much the better.” ButI
tell you that Mirabeau, the man of genius, the man of wit,
the great orator, will spend his life and sink into the tomb
without ever arriving at what all the world would have
him attain—that is to say, he will never be minister. Ah!
mediocrity, after all, dear Gilbert, is a great protec-
tion.”

“Then,” asked Gilbert, ¢ the king opposes the arrange-
ment ?”

‘“Peste ! he takes care; he must discuss the matter
with the queen, when he has nearly pledged his word.
Yon know, the politics of the king consist in that one
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word, nearly ; he is mnearly constitutional, he is nearly
philosopher, he is nearly popular. Go to-morrow to the
assembly, my dear doctor, and you will see what will
happen.”

¢¢ Can you not tell me beforehand ? »

‘“ You shall have the pleasure of being surprised.”

¢“To-morrow ? It is a long time.”

““Then do better. It is five o’clock ; in another hounr
the Jacobin Club will open. You know these Jacobins
are night-birds. Do you belong to the society ?

¢ No ; Camille Desmouling and Danton made me be-
long to the Cordeliers.”

¢¢ As I said, the Jacobin Club will meet in an hour. It
is a society well put together, and ome in which you will
not be out of place—be easy. We will dine together ;
after dinner we will take a carriage; we will go to the
Rue St. Honoré, and then, forewarned twelve hours, yon
will have time, perhaps, to prepare for the blow.”

¢ Monseigneur, dinner is served,” said a valet, opening
the two leaves of a door leading into the dining-room,
splendidly lighted and sumptuously furnished.

¢ Come,” gaid Cagliostro, taking the arm of Gilbert.

Gilbert followed the enchanter, entertaining some hope
that he might gain a little light from the conversation to
guide him throngh the dark night which seemed now to
surround him.

Two hours after a carriage withount liveries or emblazon-
ries stopped before the steps of the Eglise St. Roch.

Two men, dressed in black, descended from the vehicle,
and passed along the right side of the street, to the little
gateway of the Convent of the Jacobins.

The two newcomers had only to follow the crowd, for
the erowd was great.

¢ Will you go into the nave, or take a place in the trib-
une ?” Cagliostro asked Gilbert.

««1 believe,” gaid Gilbert, ¢ the nave is devoted solely to
the members.”

« Without doubt,” said Cagliostro, smiling ; ¢ bat do
not I belong to all societies, and since I belong to them,
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do not my friends, too ? Here is a ticket for you, if you
wish ; as for me, I have only to speak one word.”

¢They will recognize us as strangers and make us go
out,” observed Gilbert.

¢ The society of the Jacobing has been founded three
months ; there are already sixty thousand members in
France, and there will be four hundred thousand before
the year is out ; moreover, my dear friend,” said Caglios-
tro, smiling, ¢ here is truly the Grand Orient, the center
of all secret societies, and not with that imbecile Fauchet,
as some think, and if you have not the right to enter here
as a Jacobin, you have the right to a place as one of the
Rose Cross.”

‘¢ No matter,” said Gilbert : ¢ Ilike the tribunes best.”

¢“To the tribunes, then,” said Cagliostro. And he went
to the right, up a staircase, which conducted to the im-
provised tribunes.

The tribunes were full, but to the first one he addressed
Cagliostro had only to make a sign, and speak one word in
a low tone, and two men who were seated before him, asif
they had been forewarned of his intended arrival and
were only there to guard the seats of himself and Dr. Gil-"
bert, immediately rose and retired.

The sitting had not as yet commenced. The members
of the assembly were spread confusedly over the nave;
some formed themselves into groups, and others prome-
naded in the narrow space left them by their numerous
colleagues, while others sat alone in the shade leaning
against the massive pillars.

A few lights sprinkled here and there lessened the gloom
and lighted up the countenances and figures of those who
happened to-be standing near them.

It was easy to see, in spite of the darkness, that in the
midst an aristocratic reunion existed. Embroidered coats,
and the naval and military uniforms of the officers mottled
the crowd with their reflections from the gold and
silver.

For the lower class there was a second salle below the
first, which opened at a different hour, so that the people
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and the aristocracy did not elbow one another. For the
instruction of the people, they had founded a fraternal
society.

As for the Jacobins, they were at this time a military
society ; aristocratic, intellectual, and, above all, literary
and artistic.

In reality, men of letters and artists were in the ma-
jority.

Gilbert cast a long look at this brilliant assembly, rec-
ognizing each and calculating in his mind all their differ-
ent capacities.

Perhaps this royal assembly comforted him somewhat.

‘“In one word,” said he to Cagliostro, ¢ what man do
you see among all these men who is really hostile to
royalty ?”

¢“Should I examine them with the eyes of all the world,
with yours, or with those of Monsieur Necker, with those
of the Abbé Maury, or with my own ?”

¢ With your own,” said Gilbert. ‘“Is it not fit that
they should be the eyes of a sorcerer ?”

¢ Very well, then, there are two who are hostile to
royalty.”

¢¢Oh! that’s not many among four hundred men.”

““It is enough, if one of these two men is to be the
slayer of Louis XVI. and the other his successor !

Gilbert started. ¢“Oh!” murmured he, ‘“are there
here a future Brutus and a future Ceesar ?

““No less, my dear doctor.”

“You will point them out, will you not, count ?” with
a smile of doubt upon his brow.

‘“Oh! unbeliever whose eyes are covered with scales,”
murmured Cagliostro. I will do more if you wish ; I
will let you touch them with your finger ; with which one
will you begin ?”

I think with the renversenr. I have a great regard
for chronology. Let us begin with Bratus.” -

“Thou knowest,” said Cagliostro, becoming animated
ag if he were inspired, ¢‘thou knowest that men do not
always pursue the same end by the same means., Our
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Brutus to us will not resemble in any way the Brutus of
old.” 3

¢ Only another reason why I should wish to see him.”

““Very well,” said Cagliostro; ‘“look at him.”

And he stretched his arm in the direction of a man who
leaned against the pulpit, whose head only just at this
moment stood forth in the light, and the rest of whose
body was in the shade.

This head, pale and livid, seemed like a head nailed in
the ancient days of proscription to the tribune.

The eyes alone seemed to sparkle with an expression of
hatred almost disdainful, with the expression of a viper
that knows its tooth contains a mortal venom. They
followed in their numerous evolutions the fiery and wordy
Barnave.

Gilbert felt a chill run through his whole body.

‘“ Really,” said he, ¢ you have warned me beforehand ;
there is here necither the head of Brutus nor that of Crom-
well.”

‘“No,” said Cagliostro; ¢ but it is perhaps that of
Cassins. You know, my dear fellow, what Ceaesar said :
‘I do not fear all these fat men, these bon-vivants, who
pass their days at the tableand their nights in orgies ; no,
those that I fear are the dreamers, with their thin bodies
and pale visages.’”

‘“He whom you have pointed out certainly fulfils these
last conditions.

‘“Then, do you not know him ?”” asked Cagliostro.

““ Ay,” said Gilbert, looking at him with attention.
‘I know him, or, rather, I recognize him as a member of
the National Assembly.”

‘You are right.”

““For one of the most long-winded orators of the Left.”

*- You are right !”

¢ No one listens when he speaks.”

““You are right.” -

*“ A little lawyer of Arras, called Maximilien de Robes-
pierre.”

“ Quite right. Now look at his head with attention.”
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ledo.?

“What do you see ?”

¢ Count, I am not a Lavater.”

¢ No, but you may be a disciple.”

¢¢1 see there is an expression of hatred to genius.”

““That is to say, that you, too, judge him like the rest
of the world. Yes, it is true, his voice, feeble and a little
sharp, hig thin and sad face; the skin of his forehead,
which seems drawn tightly over his skull, like yellow and
immovable parchment ; his glassy eye, which only now
and then lets a flash of greenish light escape, and then
immediately grows dull; this continunal discord of the
muscles and the voice; this laborious physiognomy,
fatigued through its very immobility ; thisinvariable olive-
colored dress—yes, I can understand that all this ought
not to make any very great impression on an assembly so
rich in orators ; one which has the right to be difficult to
please, accustomed, as it is, to the lionlike face of Mira-
beau, to the audacity of Barnave, to the sharp repartee of
Maury, the warmth of Cazales, and the logic of Sieyés;
but we cannot reproach him, ag Mirabeau, with im-
morality ; he is an honest man ; he will not desert his
principles, and if ever he deserts the law, it will be to des-
troy the old text with the new law.”

‘¢ Bat then,” asked Gilbert, ¢¢ what is this Robespierre ?”

‘“Well done, thou aristocrat of the seventeenth cen-
tury !”

‘¢ What, then, is this Cromwell ? ” agked Earl Stafford,
whose head the Protector cut off.

‘¢ A brewer, I believe.”

““ Would you have me believe that my head runs the
same risk as that of Sir Thomas Wentworth ? ” gaid Gil-
‘bert, trying a smile, which froze on his lips.

““Who knows ?” said Cagliostro.

‘“Then so much the more reason to take care,” ob-
served Gilbert.

‘¢ What is Robespierre ? Well, perhaps no one in the
whole of France knows except myself. I like to know
whence come the elected of fate ; it assists me to tell
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where they will go. The Robespierres were Irish ; perhaps
their ancestors formed part of those Irish colonies which,
in the sixteenth century, came to inhabit the seminaries
and monasteries of our southern coasts. There they re-
ceived from our Jesuits the good educations they were
accustomed to give to their pupils. From father to son
they were notaries. One branch of the family—that from
which this man descends—established himself at Arras, a
great center, as you know, of Noblesse and the Church.
There were in the town two seigneurs, or, rather, two
kings ; one was the Abbé of St. Waast, the other was the
Bishop of Arras, whose palace threw one half the town
into the shade. It wasin this town that he whom yon
see there was born, in 17—. What he did as a child,
what as a young man, and what he is doing at this
moment, I will tell you in two words ; what he will do, I
have already told you in one word. There were four
children in the house ; the head of the family lost his
wife ; he was avocat aux conseils at Arras; he sunk into
a profound melancholy ; he ceased to plead ; started for a
journey, and never returned. At eleven years old, this
one, the eldest, found himself at the head of the family
in his turn—guardian of a brother and two sisters; at his
age—strange ! strange ! The child undertook the task,
and became a man at once ; in twenty-four hours he be-
came what he still remains. A countenance that seldom
smiles, a heart that never has smiled. He was the best
pupil of the college. One of the offices of the College of
Louis le Grand, in the gift of the prelate, was obtained
for him from the Abbé of St. Waast. He arrived alone at
Paris with a recommendation to a canon of Notre Dame.
In the same year the canon died ; nearly at the same time
his youngest and best-loved sister died. The shadow of
the Jesuits, whom they were about to expel from France,
cast itself again upon the walls of Lounis le Grand. You
know this building, where even now your young Sebastian
is studying, its courts dark and melancholy asthose of the
Bastile, would cloud the happiest countenance—that of
young Robespierre was already pale; they made them
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livid. Other children went outsometimes. For them the
year had its Sundays and féte days ; for the orphan, with-
out protection, every day was the same. While the others
enjoyed the air of their family, he breathed that of solitude,
sadness, and melancholy. Hatred and envy grew up in
his heart, and took away the flower from his soul. This
hatred destroyed the child, and made him a dull young
man. Some. day they will not believe in the truth of a
portrait of Robespierre at twenty-four, holding a rose in
one hand and the other on his breast, with the device,
<< All for my friend !”

Gilbert sighed sadly when he looked at Robespierre.

‘¢TIt is true,” continued Cagliostro, ¢¢that when he took -
this device, and had himself painted thus, the girl swore
that nothing on earth should separate their destiny ; he
also swore it, and he was a man to keep an oath. He
traveled for three months, and returned to find her mar-
ried. For the rest, the Abbé de St. Waast was still his
friend ; he had given the office in the College of Louis le
Grand to his brother, and made him one of the judges of
the criminal courts. A case to be tried—an assassin fo
punish—came on. Robespierre, too full of remorse to dare
to take the life of a man, although guilty, gavein hisresigna-
tion. He became an avocat becanse he wished to live with
and maintain his young sister. The brother got on badly
at Lonis le Grand, but afterward succeeded better. At
last the peasants begged him to plead for them against
the Bishop of Arras. The peasants were right ; Robes-
pierre was convinced of this by a strict examination of the
evidence ; pleaded, gained the cause for the peasants,
and, still warm with success, was sent to the assembly.
At the National Assembly, Robespierre found himself
placed betwixt powerful hatreds and profound contempt—
hatred from the clergy for having dared to plead against
a bishop ; contempt from the nobles, since he had been
brought up through charity.”

«But tell me,” interrupted Gilbert, ¢ what has he
done up till to-day ? ”

¢QOh, my God! perhaps nothing too thers—enough to
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me. If it did not coincide with my views, the fact of
this man being poor, I would give him a million to-
morrow.”

¢ Once again I ask you, what has he done ?”

¢“Do you remember the day when the clergy came to
the assembly to pray the state, kept in suspense by the
royal veto, to commence their labors ?

“Yes.”

“Then read the speech made by the little lawyer of
Arras on that day, and you will see that if there is not a
future shadowed forth in this sour vehemence, there is at
least elogmence.”

<« But, then ? ”

“Then? Ah! it is trne we must skip from May to
October, when, on the 5th, Maillard, the delegate of the
women of Paris, came in the name of his clients, to ad-
dress the assembly. Well, all the members of the assem-
bly remained immovable and silent. This little lawyer
not only showed himself more cross and sour, but more
andacious than any. All the pretending defenders of the
public were silent ; he rose twice. The first time in the
midst of a tumult, the second time in the midst of silence.
He assisted Maillard, who spoke in the name of the famine,
and who asked for bread.”

¢ Yes, in effect,” said Gilbert, thonghtfully ; < but, per-
haps, he will change.”

¢ Oh, my dear doctor, you do not know the Incorrupt-
ible, as they called him one day ; otherwise who eould buy
this little lawyer, who laughs at all the world ? This man
who, alittle later—listen, Gilbert, well to what I am now say-
ing—will be the terror of the assembly, is to-day the butt.
It is agreed among the Jacobin nobles that Monsieur de
Robespierre is the ridiculous man of the assembly—the one
who amuses everybody, and one whom all may jeer. In the
eyes of Lameth, of Cazales, of Maury, of Barnave, of
Dupont, Monsienr de Robespierre is a ninny. When he
speaks, all the world talks; when he raises his voice, all
cry out ; and when he has pronounced—always in favor of
right, and often to defend a principle—a discourse to which
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no one has listened, the orator fixes his eyes upon some
member—no matter which—and asks ironically what im-
pression his speech has made. One only of his colleagues
understands him. Guess who that is. Mirabeau. ¢This
man will go great lengths,” he said to me the day before
yesterday, because he believes what he says ’—a thing which
you know well seems singular to Mirabean.”

¢ But,” said Gilbert, ‘I have read the speeches of this
man, and have found them flat and dull.”

< Eh, mon Dien, I never said he was a Demosthenes,
or a Cicero ; a Mirabeau, or a Barnave. No ; Monsieur de
Robespierre is what one chooses to call him. And then
they have treated his speeches at the printer’s much in
the same way as in the tribune—at the tribune they inter-
rupted him, in the printing-hounse they mutilated them.
The journalists do not even name Monsienr de Robes-
pierre. No ; the journalists donot know his name. They
call him Monsieur B , Monsieur N———, or Monsieur.
God and myself alone, perhaps, only know what there isin
that breast, in that heart. In hismelancholy apartments
of the Trist Marais, in his cold lodging, poor, badly fur-
nished, in the Rue Saintonge, where he lives carefully on
his salary as deputy, he is as lonely as he was in the damp
courts of Louis le Grand. TUntil the last year his counte-
nanee still looked young. Hedoesnot leave the Jacobins,
and from emotion which is invisible to all, he has suffered
hemorrhage, which hasleft him senseless two or three times,
You are a great algebraist, Gilbert, but I defy you to cal-
culate the blood which it will eost this noblesse who insult
him, these priests who persecute him, the king who ig-
nores him, the blood which Robespierre loses.”

¢¢ But why does he come to the Jacobin Club ? ”

¢¢ It is that, hissed at the assembly, he is listened to at the
Jacobin. Of the Jacobins Robespierre is the type ; society
abridges itself in him, and he is the expression of society ;
nothing more, nothing less ; he walks in the same time asg
society does, without following it, without being in ad-
vance. I promised you, did I not, to let you see a little
instrument which has for its object the taking off a head,
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perhaps two, in a minute ? Well, of all the people here
present, the one who will give most employment to this
deadly machine is the little lawyer of Arras, Monsieur de
Robespierre.”

¢ In truth,” said Gilbert, ‘‘ you are somewhat funerea]
and if your Cwsar does not make up for your Brutus, I am
capable of forgetting the cause for which I came here.
Pardon, but what about Ceesar ?”

“Look ! you may see him down there. He speaks with
a man whom he does not know as yet, but who will exert
a great influence over his destiny. This man calls him-
self Barras; will you recollect this name, and recall it
when necessary ?”

T do not know, count, whether you deceive yourself
or not,” said Gilbert, “but in any case you have chosen
your types well. Your Cesar has a good forehead to carry
2 crown on, and his eyes, though I cannot exactly catch
their expression %

‘“Yes, because they are cast down. It is those very
eyes which point out the future, doctor.”

¢ And what says he to Barras ?”

¢ He says that if he had defended the Bastile, it would
not have been taken.”

' Then he is not a patriot ?”

¢ Men like him do not wish to be anything, nntil they
can be it completely.”

¢ And so you have the pleasantry to think so much of
this little sous-lientenant ? ”

‘¢ Gilbert,” said Cagliostro, as he stretched his hand
toward Robespierre, ‘“as surely as one shall reconstruct
the scaffold of Charles I., so surely shall that one,” and
he pointed to the sous-lieutenant, ‘“so surely shall he
reconstruct the throne of Charlemagne.”

¢ Then,” eried Gilbert, discouraged, “‘our struggle for
liberty is nseless ?

¢ And who has told you that the one will not do as
much for her with the throne as the other with the scaf-
fold ?”

¢«“He will be, then, a Titus, a Marcus Aurelius, the




THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY. 145

god of peace, coming to console the world for the age of
brass.”

““ He will belong to the line of Alexander and Hannibal.
Born in the midst of war, he will become great through
war, and fall by war. I have defied you to calculate how
much blood, the blood lost by Robespierre, will cost the
noblesse and the clergy ; take the blood which will belost
by priests and nobles, multiply them time after time, and
you will not have obtained a knowledge of the river of
blood, the lake, the sea of blood, which this man, with
his army of five hundred thousand men, and his battles
lasting three days, will spill.”

‘¢ And what will be the result of all this ?”

‘“That which results from the beginnings. Gilbert,
we are charged to bury the old world; our children
will see a new world born. This man is the giant who
guards the door. Like Louis XIV., like Leo X. and
Augustus, he will give his name to the age which he
commences.”

¢¢ And what is his name ? ” asked Gilbert, in some
measure contrelled by the air of conviction evident in
Cagliostro.

‘“ He is only called Bonaparte at present,” rephed the
prophet, ‘“but some day he will call himself Napoleon.”

Gilbert rested his head on his hand, and sunk into a
reverie so deep that he did not perceive at once that the
géance was opened, and that an orator had mounted the
tribune.

An hour had passed before the different noises of the
assembly had power sufficient to draw Gilbert from his
meditations ; not until he felt a hand, strong and power-
ful, laid upon his shounlder,

He turned ; Cagliostro had disappeared, but in his place
he found Mirabeau.

Mirabeau’s countenance was filled with anger.

Gilbert looked at him with a questioning eye.

“So!” gaid Mirabeau.

¢ What is it ?”” asked Gilbert.

€¢It is that we are played with, baffled, betrayed ; it is
G—Dumas—Vor X,
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that the court does not wish my services ; that it has taken
me for a dupe, and you for a fool.”

¢¢I do not understand you, count.”

““ You have not heard, then ?”

¢ What P”

¢ The resolution which has just been taken.”

foWWhere 2

¢“Iere.”

¢ What resolution ?”

¢“Then you have slept, have yon ?”

““No,” said Gilbert; ¢“I dreamed.”

“Well, to-day, in reply to my motion of yesterday,
which proposes to invite the ministers to assist at the
national deliberation, three friends of the king demanded
that no member of the assembly should be a minister dur-
ing the session. Then, this combination so laboriously
constructed, passed away before the capricious breath
of His Majesty Louis XVI. But,” continued Mira-
beau, in the meanwhile, like Ajax, his finger points
heavenward, ‘“ but, as sure as my name is Mirabeau, I
will repay them; and if their breath can overturn a
ministry, I will show them that mine can upset a
throne.”

¢ But,” said Gilbert, “you will not go less to the as-
sembly ? You will struggle to the end ?”

T will go to the assembly ; I will struggle to the end.
I am one of those buried, but beneath ruins.”

And Mirabeau, half exploding, became more beautiful
and terrible from the divine furor which the thunder of
his passion had stamped upon his face.

The very next day, indeed, npon the proposition of
Lanjuinais, in spite of the efforts of the superhuman
genius brought to bear on the question by Mirabeau, the
National Assembly adopted the following motion by an
immense majority : ““That no member of the assembly
could be a minister during the session.”

¢« And I,” cried Mirabeau, when the decree was voted,

* ¢“propose an amendment, which shall alter. nothing—here
itis. € All the members of the present assembly may
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hold office and become ministers, except Monsienr le
Comte de Mirabeaun.””

Deatf to this audacity, although spoken in the midst of
universal silence, Mirabeau descended from his desk with
that step with which he had marched to M. de Dreux-
Breze, when he said to him :

“ We are here by the will of the people, we shall not go
out except with a bayonet in our stomach.” He left the
salle.

The defeat of Mirabeau resembled the triumph of an-
other.

Gilbert had not even come to the assembly. He had
remained at home, and dreamed over the predictions of
Cagliostro without believing ; but meanwhile he could not
banish them from his mind. The present seemed to him
very little when compared with the future.

CIAPTER XIL
METZ AND PARIS.

As Cagliostro had said, as Mirabean had foretold, it
was the king who had caused all Gilbert’s plans to prove
abortive. The queen, who in the offers made to Mirabeau,
had placed more reliance on the curiosity of a woman than
the policy of a queen, saw without great regret the fall of
the whole constitutional structure. As for the king, it
was his policy to wait, to gain time and profit by eircnm-
stances. These, besides two foreigners, offering an escape
from Paris and a retreat to some fortress. This was his
favorite idea.

These two negotiations we know were those brought
about on the one hand by M. de Favras, the agent of
Monsicur, and that of Charny, emphatically the man of
Louis XVT.

Charny had gone from Paris to Metz in two days. He
had found M. de Bouille at Metz, and had given him a
letter. This letter, be it remembered, was but a method
of putting Charny in communication with M. de Bouille,
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who, though more discontented with the state of things,
acted with great reserve.

Before he gave Charny ah answer, Bouille, determined,
under the pretext that Charny’s powers were not extensive
enough, to send to Paris, and communicate directly with
the king. He selected his son, Count Louis Bouille.

Charny would, during these negotiations, remain at
Metz. There was nothing to call him from Paris, and his
almost exaggerated honor made him feel it obligatory on
him to remain at Metz, as it were, a hostage.

Count Louis reached Paris about the middle of Novem-
ber. At this time the king was watched by M. de Lafay-
ette, and Count Lonis de Bouille was his cousin.

He went to the house of one of his friends whose patrio-
tic sentiments were well known, and who then traveled in
England. .

To enter the Tuileries unknown to M. de Lafayette,
wag then, if not impossible, at least very dangerous to the
young man.

On the other hand, as Lafayette munst necessarily be in
total ignorance of the communications of the king to M.
de Bouille, nothing was easier than for Count Louis to
call on his cousin Lafayette.

Circumstances seemed to contribute to the young officer’s
wishes.

He had been three days in Paris without coming to any
decision, and ever thinking on a way to reach the king,
and asking himself if it was not better to call at once on
Lafayette, when he received a letter stating that his pres-
ence in Paris was known, and inviting him to the head-
quarters of the staff of the guard at the IIdtel de
Noailles.

The count went to headquarters. The general was
just going to the Hotel de Ville, where he had business
with Bailly. He, however, saw the general’s aide-de-camp,
Romceuf.

Romeeuf had served in the same regiment with the
young count, and though one belonged to the aristocracy
and the other to the democracy, they were friends. Since
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then Romeeuf had gone into one of the regiments disbanded
after July 14th, and served only in the National Guard,
where he was aide-de-camyp of Lafayette. The two young
men, though differing in other matters, each bore love
and respect to the king. One loved him, however, as a
patriot, provided he swore and maintained the constitu-
tion ; while the other loved him as the aristocrats did, on
condition that he would refuse the oath and appeal, if
necessary, for strangers to bring the people to their senses.

Romeuf was twenty-six, Louis de Bouille twenty-two.
They could not, therefore, talk politics long.

Count Louis, too, did not wish even to be suspected to
have any serious idea.

As a great secret, he told Romeeuf that on a simple
leave he had come from Paris to see a woman he adored.

While he thus confided in the aide-de-camp, Lafayette
appeared at the threshold of the door, which had remained
open ; though he perfectly saw the newcomer in the glass
placed before him, M. de Bouille went on with his story ;
only, that in spite of the signs of Romeuf, which he pre-
tended not to understand, he raised his voice, so that the
general did not lose a word of what was said.

The general heard all precisely as young Bouille had
intended he should.

He continued to advance behind the narrator, and put his
hand on his shonlder. ¢ Ah! ha! Monsieur de Libertin.
This is the reason why you hide yourself from your rela-
tions.”

The young general of thirty-two was not a very rigid
monitor, for at that time he was much sought after by the
women of fashion. Louis was not much afraid of the
blowing up he was to get.

I did not hide, my dear cousin, for on that very day
I intended to have the honor to present myself to the most
illustrious of them, and would have done so had I not
been anticipated by this message.”

He showed the letter he had just received.

“Well, then,"do you country gentlemen say that the
Parisian police is badly organized ? ”” said the general, with
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an air of satisfaction, proving that on that head his self-
esteem was interested.

““We know, general, that we can hide nothing from
Him who watches over the people’s liberty and the king’s
life.”

Lafayette looked aside at his cousin, and with an ex-
pression at once kind, spiritual, and mixed something
with raillery, which we ourselves have seen him use. He
knew that the safety of the king was a great matter of
interest to this branch of the family, though popular
liberty was of little importance in its eyes. Hence he
only answered a portion of the last speech.

¢ And has the Marquis de Bouille, my cousin,” said he,
emphatically, using a title he had reponnced after the
night of the 4th of Angust, ‘‘ given his son no commission
to his king relating to the safety and watch over ?”

‘ He bid me place at his feet the greatest protestations
of respect,” said the young man ; “if General Lafayette
does not think me worthy of being presented to my king.”

“ Present you ? and when ?”

¢¢ As soon as possible, general.”

¢ Be it s0.”

¢TI believe I have had the honor of telling you or Romceuf
that T am here without a Ieave.”

““You told Romeceuf ; but, as I heard it, it is all the
same. Well, good actions should not be retarded. It is
eleven ; I see the king every day at noon, and the queen
also. Eat with me, if yon have not breakfasted, and I
will take you to the Tuileries.”

““ But,” said the young man, looking at his uniform,
¢“am I in costume ?”

¢ In the first- place, my child, I will tell you that the
great questioner of etiqnette, your nurse, is very sick, if
not dead, since you left. When I look, though, your coat
is irreproachable, and your boots clean. What other cos-
tume s0 becomes a gentleman ready to die for his king
than his uniform ? Come, Romenf, see if breakfast is
ready. I willimmediately after take Monsieur de Bouiile
to the Tuileries ”
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The proposition was too much in accordance with the
young man’s wishes for him to make any real objections,
so he bowed an assent at,once, and thanked his kinsman.

Half an hour afterward, the sentinels at the gates pre-
sented arms to General Lafayette and the young Count de
Bouille, without suspecting that they were at once paying
military compliments to both revolution and counter-
revolution.

Every door was opened to M. de Lafayette. The sen-
tinels saluted, the footmen bowed ; the king of the king,
the maise of the palace, was easily recognized, as Marat
said.

Lafayette was first introduced into the rooms of the
queen ; the king was at his forge.

Three years had passed since M. Louis de Bouille had
seen Marie Antoinette.

The queen had reached the age of thirty-four, as Michel
says, a touching age, which Vandyck so loved to paint;
the age of a wife, the age of a mother, and, in the case of
Marie Antoinette especially, the age of a queen.

During these three years, the queen had suffered much
both in body and mind, and also in self-respect. Thirty- -
four years seemed, therefore, to be written on the cheeks
of the poor woman by those slight, changeable, and violet
lines which reveal eyes full of tears and sleepless nights,
which betray some deep sorrow in a woman’s heart, whether
she be either woman or queen ; sorrow incurable until it
be extinguished.

This was the age of Marie Stuart when she was in prison.
It was the age of her deepest passien, when Douglas,
Mortimer, Norfolk, and Babington became enamored of
her, devoted themselves to, and died for her.

This sight of this royal prisoner, hated, calumniated,
maligned—the 5th of October had proven those signs not
vain—made a deep impression on the chivalric heart of
young Louis de Bouille.

Women are never mistaken in the influence they pro-
duce ; and as kings and queens have a memory of faces
they have seen, this is a portion of their education ; as
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soon as Marie Antoinette saw M. de Bouille, she recognized
him ; as soon as she saw him, she knew she saw a friend.

The result was, that even before the general was pre-
gented, before he was at the foot of the divan on which
the queen lay, and as one speaks to an old friend who has
long been absent and who is welcomed back, or to a serv-
ant on whose fidelity we may rely, she exclaimed at once,
““Ah! Monsieur de Bouille.”

Without paying any attention to Lafayette, she offered
her hand to the young man.

This was one of the queen’s mistakes, and she com-
mitted many such. M. de Bouille was hers without this
favor, and by this favor, granted in the presence of Lafay-
ette, who had never been similarly honored, ghe established
a sign of demarkation which wounded the man of whom
she had most need as a friend.

Therefore, with a politeness which he never laid aside,
but with some emotion in his voice, he said :

¢¢On my honor, dear cousin,” said Lafayette, <“ I offered
to present you to her majesty, but it seems it had been the
better for you to present me to her.”

The queen was so happy to meet a person in whom she
could confide ; the woman, so proud of the effect she
seemed to have produced on the count, that, feeling in
her heart one of those ways of youth she had fancied ex-
tingnished, and around her those breezes of spring and
youth she thought gone forever, turned toward Lafayette,
and, with one of those smiles of Trianon and Versailles,
said

‘“ General, Count Louis is not a severe republican, as
you are. He has come from Metz, and not from America;
he has not come to Paris to establish a constitution, but
to do homage. Do not, therefore, be surprised if I grant
him, though a poor and half-dethroned queen, a favor
which, to a country gentleman like him, deserves to be
called so, while to yon ?

And the queen flirted almost as much as a young girl
would, anxious to say, ‘“while to you, Sir Secipio, while
to yon, Sir Cincinnatus, such things would be ridiculous.”
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«¢ Madame,” said Lafayette, I have ever been kind and
respectful to the queen, though she never understood my
respect or appreciated my devotion ; this is, to me, a great
misfortune, but perhaps is a greater one for her.” He
bowed.

The queen looked at him with her clear blue eye ; more
than once Lafayette had spoken to her thus, and more
than once had she reflected on his words. It was, how-
ever, her misfortune to entertain a repulsive and intense
dislike to the man.

‘¢ Come, general,” said she, ¢ be generous ; excuse me,
pardon me.”

tx pardon you, madame ! For what ?”

¢“ My enthnsiasm for those good De Bouilles, who love
me with all their hearts, and of which that young man is
an almost electric chain; I saw his father, his uncles,
when he appeared and kissed my hand.”

Lafayette bowed again.

¢ Now,” said the queen, ‘“having pardoned me, let there
be peace. Let us shake hands, general, as Englishmen
and Americans do.”

She gave him her hand ; it was open, with the palm np-
ward, en carfe. Lafayette touched, with a slow and cold
hand, that of the queen, and said:

¢¢Iregret that you will never remember, madame, that I
am a Frenchman. The 6th of October and 16th of Nov-
ember, however, are not very distant.”

¢ You are right, general,” said the queen, clasping his
hand ; ““itis I who am ungrateful.”

She sunk back on the sofa, as if she were overcome by
emotion.

¢¢ This should not surprise you,” she said ; ““yon know
the reproach is often made by me.” Then, lifting up her
head, she said, ¢“ Well, general, what news from Paris ?”

Lafayette had a petty vengeance to exercise ; he did so,
and took the present opportunity.

¢¢ Ah, madame,” said he, ¢ how sorry I am that you were
not yesterday at the assembly ; you would have witnessed
a touching scene, which certainly would have moved your
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heart ; an old man came to thank the assembly and the
king, for the assembly, you know, is powerless without the
king, for the happiness he owed to it.”

¢ An old man ? ” said the queen.

¢ Yes, madame ; and what an old man! He is one of
the deans of humanity, an old peasant, subject to the
capital jurisdiction of his lord, a hundred and twenty years
old. He was brought from the Jura to the bar of the
assembly by five generations of descendants, to thank them
for the decree of Angust 4th. Can you faney how a man
looked who was for fifty years a serf under Louis XIV.,
and seventy years since ?”

¢¢ And what did the assembly do for this man ?”

It rose with one accord, and made him sit down and
cover himself.”

¢ Ah !” gaid the queen, with the tone peculiar to her-
self, ¢ it must have been very touching ; I am sorry I was
not there. You, however, better than any one else, know
that we cannot always be where we wish to be.”

The general, by his motions, signified that he had nothing
to say. The queen continued, though without the inter-
ruption of a moment.

¢ No, I was here, and received the wife of Frangois, whom
the National Assembly suffered to be killed at its very door.
‘What was the assembly doing then, Monsieur de Lafayette ? ”

‘“ Madame, you speak of one of the misfortunes which
are most distressing to representatives of France. They
could not prevent the murder, but at least they punished
the murderers.”

““ Yes ; but that is a small consolation to the poor woman ;
she is almost crazy, and it is thought that she will give birth
to a still-born child. TIf the child live, I have promised
to be its godmother, that the people may know that at
least I am not insensible to its sorrows. I ask you, dear
general, would it be inconvenient to christen the child at
Notre Dame ?” z

¢ Madame, this is the second time you have alluded to
the captivity in which, it is pretended to your faithful serv-
ants, that I keep you. Madame, I say, before my cousir,
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before Paris, before Europe, before the world, I wrote
yesterday to Monsieur Monnier, who laments over your
captivity in Dauphiny, that you are free. Madame, I have
but one request to make, that the king resnme his hunting
and other excursions, and that you, madame, accompany
him.”

The queen smiled, like a person unconvinced.

¢ As for becoming godmother to the poor orphan about
to be born in mouraing, in promising to do so, the queen
has obeyed only the dictates of that excellent heart, which
makes all who approach love her ; when the day appointed
for the ceremony shall have come, the queen can select any
church she pleases ; she has but to order, which will be
obeyed. Now,” said the general, ‘I await her majesty’s
orders for to-day.”

¢ To-day, my dear general,” said the queen, *I have
no prayer to address you, but that you invite your cousin,
if he remain long in Paris, to one of the circles of the
Princess de Lamballe ; you know she receives both for her-
self and me.”

‘I, madame,” said Lafayette, ¢ will take advantage of
the invitation, both for him and myself. If your majesty
has not seen me there before, I beg you believe it was be-
canse you had ceased to manifest any wish to do so.”

The queen replied by a bow and by a smile. This was
a dismissal. Each one understood his own part of the
scene. Lafayette took the dismissal to himself ; Count
Louis took the smile as his.

They both retired backward ; the one having acquired,
from this scene, far more bitterness, and the other inspired
with far more devotion.

At the door of the queen’sroom the two visitors found
the valet de chambre of the king, Hue.

The king wished him to say to M. de Lafayette that,
having begun a carious piece of locksmithing, he wished
him to come to the forge.

A forge was the first thing Louis XVI. asked after, on
his arrival at the Tuileries, when he learned that this
necessity had been forgotten by Catherine de Medici and

£
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Philibert de Lorraine, he selected, on the second story, just
above his bedroom, a great garret, with two stair-ways, one
into his room, and the other in the corridor, as his lock-
smith shop.

Amid all the troubles that had assailed him during the
five weeks he had been at the Tuileries, Liouis XVI. had
not forgotten his forge. His forge had been his fixed idea,
and he had himself taken charge of the arrangement, pre-
seribing a place for the bellows, the hearth, the anvil, the
the bench, and the vise. The forge being fixed sound,
bastards, hooks, pincers of every variety, were soon in
their places, and every other imaginable thing, which lock-
smiths use, was in reach. Louis XVI. had not been able
to resist any longer, and ever since morning had been busy
at that trade which distracted his attention so completely,
and in which, if we believe Master Gamain, he would have
been a proficient, had not certain idlers, like Turgot de
Calonne and M. Necker, diverted him from his business by
talking of the affairs of Franee, which Gamain might sub-
mit to, but also of the affairs of Brabant, Austria, Eng-
land, Ameriea, and Spain. This is the reason why, being
busy with his work, Louis XVI., instead of coming to see
Lafayette, had asked the general to come to him.

Perhaps, too, having shown the commandant of the
National Guard his weakness as a king, he was not un-
willing to exhibit himself in his majesty #s a locksmith.

At the door of the forge, the valet bowed and said, as
he was ignorant of De Bouille’s name :

‘Whom sghall I announce ? 7

“The general-in-chief of the National Guard. I will
present this gentleman to his majesty.”

¢ The commander-in-chief of the National Guard,” said
the valet.

The king tnrned around.

¢“Ah! ha! is it you, Monsieur de Lafayette ? I beg
you exc.se me for making you come hither, but the lock-
smith assures you that you are welcome to his forge. A
charcoal-burner told Henry IV., my grandfather, that
every charcoal-burner is lord of his skin. I tell you,
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general, that you are master both of the smith and of the
king.” .

Louis XVI., it will be seen, began the conversation
almost in the same manner that Marie Antoinette had.

‘¢ Sire,” said Lafayette, ¢ under whatever circumstances
I may have the honor to present myself to you, in what-
ever story, or in whatever costume I find you, to we the
king is ever the king, and I, who now offer you my
homage, will ever be your trne and devoted servant.”

““I do not doubt it, marquis. Have you, though,
changed your aide-de-camp, for I see that you are not
alone ? Does this young officer occupy the place of either
Monsieur Gouvion or of Monsieur Romeeuf ? ”

“'T'his young officer, sire, whom I ask permission to
present to you, is my cousin, Count Louis Bouille, cap-
tain of Monsieur’s regiment of dragoons.”

““Ah! ah!” said the king, exhibiting a slight emotion.
¢¢Yes, Count Louis Bouille, son of the Marquis de Bouille ;
excuse me for not having recognized you, but I am very
short-sighted. IIave you been long from Metz ?”

¢ About five days, sire ; I am in Paris without any of-
ficial leave, but by permission of my father, and I came
to ask General Lafayette, my kinsman, the honor of being
presented to your majesty.”

¢ Monsieur de Lafayette ? yon did well. No one was
better calculated to present you at any time, and presen-
tation by no one would be more agreeable to me.”

‘¢ Your majesty,” said Lafayette, not a little annoyed
how to approach a king who had received him with his
sleeves turned up, with a file in his hand, and wearing a
leather apron, ¢ has undertaken an important work.” .

“Yes, general; I have undertaken the great master-
piece of a locksmith, an entire lock. T’ tell you what I
do, so that if Marat knew I had gone to work, and should
say that I forged ehains for France, you might tell him
you knew better. You, Monsienr Bouille, are neither
locksmith nor journeyman.”

¢ No, sire, but I am an apprentice, and if I could in any

way be ugeful to your majesty——"



158 THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY.

¢ Ah! true; my dear cousin, was not the husband of
your nurse & locksmith ? Your father used to say that,
although no admirer of the advice of the author of
¢ Emilie,” that if he had to follow them with regard to you,
he would make yon a locksmith.”

« Exactly, sir ; and that is why I had the honor to tell
his majesty that if he needed an apprentice——"

‘¢ An apprentice would not be without his use to me,
sir,” said the king ; ¢ what I want, though, is a master.”

¢ What kind of lock is your majesty making, though ?”
asked young De Bouille. ¢“Spring, double bolt, catch
lock, or what ?”

¢¢ Cousin,” said Lafayette, <* I did not know you could
be a practical man ; but as a man of theory you seemed to
me quite au courant du jour. 1 will not say of the trade,
for the king has ennobled it, but of the art.”

- Louis heard the young gentleman mention the different
kinds of locks with visible pleasure, and said :

¢ No, it is simply a secret lock, known as the Benarde
lock, with bolts on both sides. I feel, though, that I
have overestimated my power. Ah! had I but Gamain ;
he used to call himself master over master, master over
all.” .

¢¢Is he dead, then, sire ? ”

¢ No,” said the king, glancing at the young nobleman,
with an expression which seemed to say, ¢ Do you not
understand ? No; he is at Versailles, Rue des Resgrvoirs,
No. 9. The old fellow would not dare to come and see me
at the Tuileries.”

‘ How so0, sire ?” said Lafayette.

‘“ For fear of compromising himself. Just now a king
of France is 8 very dangerous acquaintance, and the evi-
dence is, that all my friends are either at London, Coblentz,
or Turin. But, my dear general, if you do not think it
inconvenient for him to come with one of his apprentices
to give the finishing stroke, I will send for him.”

¢¢Sire,” said M. de Lafayette, quickly, ‘‘ your majesty
knows perfectly well that you can order what you please,
and send for whom you will.”
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““Yes, provided they submit to be felt and handled by
your sentinels as if they were smugglers. Poor Gamain
would think himself lost if his files were considered
poniards and his sack a cartouche-box.”

“T cannot, sire, excuse myself ; but I answer to Paris,
to France, to Europe, for the king’s life, and I cannot
take too much precaution to preserve that precious, life.
As far as the man yon speak of is concerned, your majesty
may give any orders you please.”

““That is well ; thank you, Monsieur de Lafayette, but
I shall not need him or his apprentice for ten days,” added
he, looking at M. de Bouille agide. ‘I will send my valet
de chambre, Durey, who is one of his friends, for him.”

‘“When he comes, sire, he will be admitted to his king.
His name will be his passport. God protect me, sire,
from bearing the reputation of a jailer, of a watch-dog, or
a turnkey. No king was ever more free than you are now.
I have come even to beg your majesty to resume your
hunting-parties and your excursions.”

“My hunting-parties ? no, thank yon. Besides, just
now I am thinking of other matters. My excursions, you
sec, are different. My last one, from Versailles to Paris,
has cured me of all desire to wander, at least, with so
many persons.”

The king again glanced at young De Bouille, who by a
slight motion of the eyes showed that he understood his
words.

““Sire,” said young De Bouille, ““in two or three days I
leave Paris; not, however, for Metz, but for Versailles,
where I have an old grandmother, in the Rue des Reser-
voirs, whom I must see. Besides, I am authorized by my
father to terminate an important family affair, and eight
or ten days hence I am to see the person from whom 1
am toreceive orders. I'shall not, therefore, see my father
until the early part of December, unless the king wishes
me at once to go to Metz.”

‘¢ No, monsieur, no. Take your own time at Versailles.
Attend to the business, the marquis, your father, hags con-
fided to you, and when they are done, tell him that I do
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not forget him, that I know him to be one of my most
faithful subjects, and that some day I will recommend
him to Mounsieur de Lafayette, that Monsieur de Lafayette
may recommend him to Monsieur du Portail.”

Lafayette smiled at hearing this allusion to his omnipo-
tence.

¢ Sire, I would long ago have recommended both the
Messieurs de Bouille to Monsieur du Portail had I not the
honor of being their relation. The fear that it should be
said I used the king’s favor for the benefit of my family
alone has prevented me.”

¢“The king will permit me to say that my father would
regard as an unkindness, as a disgrace, almost any pro-
motion which would deprive him of the means of serving
his king.”

“Oh! that is well anderstood, and I will not permit
the position of Monsieur de Bouille to be touched, except
to make it more consonant with his wishes and with mine,
Let Monsieur de Lafayette and myself attend to that, and
attend to pleasure, without neglecting business. Go,
gentlemen, go.”

He dismissed the two nobles with an air of majesty,
which strangely contrasted with his valgar dress. Then,
when the door was shut, he said :

““Well, I think the young man understood me, and
that in eight or ten days I will find Master Gamain and
his apprentice to aid me in putting on my lock.”

CHAPTER XIII.
OLD ACQUAINTANCES.

Ox the evening of the day when M. Louis de Bounille
had the honor to be received by the queen first, and by
the king afterwards, between five and six o’clock there
passed in the third and fourth story of an old, small, and
somber house of the Rue de la Juiverie a scene to which
we beg our readers to permit us to introduce them all.
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The interior of the room is miserable ; it is occupied by
three persons, a man, woman, and a child.

The man wears an old uniform of a sergeant of the
French guards, venerated since July 14th, when the
French guards joined the people and exchanged shots with
the Germans of M. de Lamberg and the Swiss of M. de
Bésenval.

He hag in his hand a full pack of cards, from the ace,
deux, trois of the same color, to king. He tries for the
hundredth, for the thousandth, and for the ten thou-
sandth time to effect a perfect martingale. A card with
as many holes as there are stars lies by him.

The woman wearsan old silk dress ; misery seems in her
case the more terrible because it appears with the rem-
nants of lnxury. Her hair is supported by a copper comb
which once was gilt. Her hands are scrupulously clean,
and from that cleanliness have acquired a certain aristo-
cratic air. Her nails were carefnlly rounded ; and her
slippers, out of shape and with holes made in them here
and there, once braided with gold, were worn over the
remnants of dress stockings.

Her face was that of a woman of thirty-four or five
years, which, if artistically managed according to the
fashion of the day, would give the wearer a right to as-
sume any age with lustrum, as the Abbé Celle said, and
even two lustra ; women ever cling closely to twenty-nine.
That face, however, without rouge and Spanish white,
deprived of all means of concealing grief and misery, the
third and fourth wings of time, seemed four years older
than it was in fact.

The child is five years old ; his hair is frise aw cherubin ;
his cheeks are round ; he has the devilish eyes of his
mother, the gourmand mouth of his father, and the
caprices and idleness of both.

He is clad in the remnant of an old mottled velvet
habit ; and while he eats a piece of bread covered with con-
fits by the grocer at the next corner, tears to pieces the
remnant of an old tricolored sash fringed with copper, and
throws-the fragments into an old gray felt hat.
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The room is lighted by a candle with a huge wick, to
which an empty bottle serves as a candlestick, and which,
while it places the man in the light, leaves the rest of the
room in total darkness.

If, after all this, explained, with our usual precision,
the reader has learned nothing, listen.

The child speaks first ; after having thrown down the
last of his bread and butter, and thrown himself down on
the bed, which is now reduced to a mere mattress :

¢ Mama, I do not want any more bread and preserves—
puh!”

““Well, Toussaint, what do yon wish ?”

“ A piece of barley-sugar.”

‘Do you hear, Beausire ?”” said the woman.

¢ e shall have some to-morrow.”

¢Isghall have it to-night!” cried the child, with an
angry yell which betokened a stormy time.

“ Toussaint. my child, you had best be silent, or I will
have to settle with you.”

““You touch him, drunkard !” said the mother, ‘¢ and
you will have to settle with me !” and she stretched forth
that white hand, which, thanks to the care taken of her
nails, might on occasions become a claw.

‘¢ Who the devil wishes to touch him ? You know very
well what I mean, for though one sometimes beats the
dresses of Eve, mother, one always respects the jacket of
the child. Come, kiss your dear Beausire, who in eight
days will be rich as a king.”

‘¢ When you arerich as aking, my dear fellow, I will kiss
you ; but—now no, no!”

““ But I tell you it is certain as if I had a million. Give
me an advance, for good luck, and then the baker will trust
us.” ’
““Bah ! the idea of a man who wants credit for four
pounds of bread talking about millions.”

¢ I want some barley-sugar ! ” cried the child, in a tone
becoming more and more menacing.

¢¢ Come, now, you man of millions, give the child some
barley-sugar.”
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« Well,” said he,** yesterday I gave yon my last piece of
twenty-four sous.”

¢¢ Since you have money,” said the child, turning to her
whom M. Beausire called Olive, ‘“give me a sou to buy
some barley-sugar.”

« Here are two, you bad boy, and take care not to hurt
yourself as you go down the steps.”

¢ Thank you, dear mother !” said the child, leaping up
with joy, and now reaching her his hand.

The woman, having looked after the child until the door
closed on bim, glanced at the father, and said :

¢“ Ah ! Monsicur de Beausire, will your intelligence ex-
tract ws from our miserable condition ? Unless it do, I
must have recourse to mine.”

She pronounced these last words with the finnikin air of
a woman who looks in a glass and says, do not bealarmed ;
with such a face one does not die of hunger.

¢ You know, dear Nicole, that I am very busy,” said M.
de Beausire.

¢ Yes, in shuffling cards and prickinga piece of paste-
board.”

"¢ But since I have found it ?”

‘““Found what ?”

¢ My martingale.”

‘¢ There you begin again ! Monsienr de Beausire, I warn
you that I shall go among my old acquaintances, and see
if I can find no one who has influence, and who will be
kind enough to lock you up asa madman at Charen-
ton.”

¢“But I tell you it is infallible.”

« Ah! If Monsieur de Richelien were not dead !” mur-
mured the woman, in a low voice.

¢ What do you say ?”

< If the Cardinal de Rohan were not ruined ! ”

¢ What then ?”

¢“One might find resources, and one would not be forced
to share the misery of an old rector like this!”

With the gesture of a queen, Mlle. Nicole Legay, called
Mme. Olive, pointed disdainfully at Beausire.
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““ But I tell you,” said the man, ¢ to-morrow we shall be
rich.%

¢ Worth millions ?”

¢ Worth millions, ”

¢ Monsieur Beausire, show me the first ten louis of your
millions, and I will believe the rest.”

¢ Well, you shall see this evening the first ten louis d’or.
That is exactly the sum promised me.”

“ And you will give them to me, dear De Beausire ?”
said Nicole, eagerly.

T will give you five to buy asilk dress for yourself and
avelvet jacket for the young one. And with the other five
I will win the millions.”

““You are going to play again ??

““Yes. I havefound my martingale.”

‘“Yes, like that one with which you lost thesixty thou-
sand livres left of your Portuguese business.”

‘¢ Money illy earned never lasts,” said Beausire, senten-
tiously. ““I always thought that from the manner that
money was acquired it would do us no good.”

¢¢ Then this comes to you by inheritance ? You had an
uncle who died in the Indies, I presume, and he has left you
these ten louis 77

¢ These ten lonis, Mademoiselle Niecole Legay,” said
Beausire, with an air of great superiority, ‘‘ will be gained
honestly, do youn understand ? even honorably. The more
80, ag it is a cause in which I and all the nobility in France
are interested.”

¢ You are, then, noble, Monsieur Beausire ?” said
Nicole, mockingly.

““Say De Beausire, if you please, Madame Legay—De
Beausire,” added he, ¢‘ as the certificate of your child’s birth
in the register of the Church of St. Panl, which your serv-
ant Jean Baptiste Toussaint signed when he gave the boy
his own name.”

¢ A very pretty present,” murmured Nicole.

¢¢ And my fortune,” added De Beausire, cmphatically.

¢+ If you grant him nothing else, the poor child is certain
to die in the almshouse or hospital.”
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‘Indeed, Nicole,” said the man, ‘¢ this is insupportable ;
youare never satisfied.”

““Then do not bear it,” said Nicole, letting loose the dike
of her long-repressed wrath. ¢“Eh! good God, who
asks you to bear it ? Thank God, I am not anxious either
for myself or for my child, and am ready this very eve-
ning to seek my fortune elsewhere.”

Nicole took threesteps toward the door.

Beausire advanced to the same door, which he barred
with his arms,

“But when you are told that this fortune—"

““ Well ?” said Nicole.

““Will come this evening. Even if the martingale be
lost, which is impossible after all my calculations, we will
have lost five lounis. That is all.”

“There are moments when five louis are a fortune, Mr.
Spendthrift. You do not know that you have wasted the
whole of our income.”

¢ That, Nicole, proves my merit. If I did waste, I
wasted what I had gained. Besides, there is a God who
watches over adroit people.”

¢ Ah, yes; down there, perhaps.”

¢ Nicole,” said Beausire, seriously, are yon an atheist ?

Nicole shrugged her shoulders.

“¢ Do you belong to the school of Voltaire, which denies
a Providence ?”

‘¢ Beausire, you are a fool.”

‘“There is nothing astonishing in the fact that one
sprung like you from the people should have snch ideas ;
but I inform your that they do not suit my social caste and
my ideas of right and wrong.”

¢ Monsieur de Beausire, you are insolent.”

¢“I—do you understand me, madame ?—have faith,
and if any one should say that my son, Jean Baptiste
Toussaint de Beausire, who went downstairs with two
sous to buy a piece of barley-sugar, will come up with a
purse of gold in his hand, I would say, certainly, if it be
the will of God.”

Beausire lifted his eye piously to heaven.
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‘¢ Beausire, you are a fool.”

Just then the voice of the young heir was heard on the
stairway, shouting lustily : ¢ Papa! mama!” and the
nearer he came, the louder he bellowed.

““What has happened ?” said Nieole, as she opened
the door anxiously, as even the worst mothers do for their
children’s sake. ‘¢ Come, child, come.”

““Papa ! mama!” said the voice, coming closer and
closer, like that of a ventriloquist imitating sounds from
the depth of a cave.

I would not be surprised,” said Beausire, “if the
miracle were accomplished, for the child’s voice is so joy-
ous that he may have found the purse spoken of.”

Just then the child appeared at the top step of the stair-
way, and rushed into the room, having in one hand a
stick of sugar candy, clasping a bundle of candy to his
breast, and showing in his right hand a louis d’or, which
in the dimness of the candle shone like the star Alde-
baran.

€My God!” said Nicole, suffering the door to close
itself. ¢ What has happened ??”

She covered the gelatinous face of the young vagabond
with such kisses that nothing makes disgusting, for they
are a mother’s.

¢ This is,” said Beausire, adroitly taking possession of
the gold louis d’or, ¢ good, and is' worth twenty-four
livres.”

e then said to the child, ¢ Tell me, my son, where you
found this, for I wish to look for the others.”

¢TI did not find it, papa,” said the child. ‘It was
given to me.” Ve

“ Who gave it to you ?” said the mother.

¢ A gentleman who came into the grocer’s while I was
there ;” and as he spoke, the young scamp crushed the
barley-sugar in his teeth, ¢ a gentleman »

Beausire echoed the words, “ A gentleman.”

“ Yes, papa, a gentleman, who came into the grocer’s
while [ was there, and said ¢ Monsieur, do yom not now
serve a nobleman named De Beausire ?
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Beausire looked up proudly, and Nicole shrugged her
shoulders.

¢“What said the grocer, my son ?”’ asked Beausire.

‘“He replied, ‘I do not know if he be noble or not, but
his name is Beausire.” ¢Does he not live near here?”
asked the gentleman. ¢Ilere in the house next door to
the left, on the third story, at the head of the staircase.
This is his son.” ¢ Give all sorts of good things to this
child,” said he, ‘I will pay.” He then said to me,  Here,
my lad, is a louis to buy more when they are gone.” He
then put the money in my hand, the grocer gave me this
package, and I left, very well satisfied. Where is my
lounis ?”

The child, who had not seen the sleight-of-hand by
which Beausire took possession of his louis, began to look
around for it everywhere.

‘¢ Awkward fellow ! ” said Beausire, ‘‘ you have lost it.”

‘No, no, no !” said the young one.

The discussion might have been serious but for an event
we are about to relate, and which necessarily terminated it.

While the child, though evidently in doubt himself,
was hunting everywhere on the floor for the money, which
was snugly ensconced in Beausire’s pocket, while Beausire
admired the intelligence of young Toussaint, manifested
by his relating the story we just told, while Nicole partook
of her husband’s admiration of the precocious eloquence,
and asked who the bestower of bonbouns and giver of gold
possibly could be, the door opened, and a voice of exquisite
softness exclaimed :

‘¢ Bon soir, Monsieur de Beausire. Bon soir, Toussaint.
DBon soir, Mademoiselle Nicole.”

All turned to the place whence the voice came.

At the door, smiling on this family picture, was a man
elegantly dressed.

““ Ah! the gentleman who gave me the bonbons!” ex-
claimed Toussaint.

¢ Count Cagliostro !” said Nicole and Beausire.

“You have a charming child, Monsieur de Beausire,
and you should be provd of him.”
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After these gracious words of the count, there was a
moment of silence, during which Cagliostro advanced to
the middle of the chamber, and looked around him, with-
out doubt, to form an idea of the moral and pecuniary
condition of his old acquaintances.

‘“Ah ! monsieur, what a misfortune! I have lost my
louis ! ” exclaimed Toussaint.

Nicole was about to tell the truth, but she reflected that
if she held her fongme the child might get another lonis,
which she would inherit.

Nicole was not mistaken.

““You have lost your louis, my poor child ?” said
Cagliostro. ¢ Here are two more ; try and not lose them
this time.”

‘¢ Here, mama,” said he, turning to Nicole, ‘‘ here is one
for me, and another for you.”

The child divided his treasure with his mother.

Cagliostro had remarked the tenacity with which the
false sergeant followed his purse. As he saw it disappear
in the depth of his pocket, the lover of Nicole sighed.

“Eh ! what, Monsieur de Beausire,” said Cagliostro,
¢ always melancholy.”

““Yes, count ; and you always a millionaire.”

““Eh, my God! You, who are one of the greatest
philanthropists I ever knew in all modern times and in
antiquity, should be aware of an axiom, honored in all,
times, ¢ Money does not bring happiness.” I have seen
you comparatively rich.”

¢“Yes, it is true. I had a hundred thousand franes.
But what are a hundred thousand francs to the huge snms
you expend ?”

< Nowtell me,” said Cagliostro, ¢“ would you change
your position, even though you have not one louis, except
that you took from the unfortunate Toussaint ?”

¢ Monsieur ! said the old bailiff.

‘Do not let us quarrel, Monsieur de Beausire ; we did
80 once, and you had to look on the other side of the win-
dow for your sword. You remember ? See what a thing
it is to have memory. Well, I ask you now, would you
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change your position, though you have only the unfor-
tunate lonis you took from poor Toussaint,” on this
occasion the allegation passed without any recrimina-
tion, “for the precarious position from which I have
sought to extricate you ?”

‘“Indeed, count, you are right; I would not change.
Alag ! at that time I was separated from Nicole.”

¢ And slightly pursued by the police, on account of
your Portugal affair, Monsieur de Beausire ? It was a bad
affair, as far as I can recollect.”

¢ It is forgotten, count,” said Beausire.

“ Ah ! so much the better, for it must have made you
uneasy. Do not, however, be too confident that such is
the case. Rude divers are found in the police, and it
matters not how deep the waters of oblivion be, some of
them might reach the bottom ; a great crime is found as
eagy as a rich pearl.”

‘“ But, count, for the misery to which we are re-
duced. 2

‘““You would be happy. You only need a thousand
louis to be completely happy.”

The eyes of Nicole glittered ; those of Beausire seemed
a jet of flame.

Beausire said, ¢“ With the half we would buy, that is to-
say, had we twenty-four thousand livres, we would buy a
farm, with the other, some little rent, and I would become
a laborer.”

¢ Like Cincinnatus.”

‘“While Nicole would devote herself entirely to the
education of her child.”

¢ Like Cornelia. Monsieur de Beausire, this would be
beautiful ; but yon do not expect to earn that money in
the affair you are at present engaged in.”

Beausire trembled. ¢ What affair ? ”

“'That in which you are to figure as a gergeant of the
guards : the affair for which you have a rendezvous to-
night under the arches of the Place Royale.”

Beausire became pale as death. ¢ Count!” said he,
clasping his hands in a supplicating manner.
H—Dumas—Vor. X,
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“ What ?”

Do not ruin me.”

“ Good ! you digress aiready ; am I a policeman ?”

“Now I told you,” said Nicole, ¢ that you were en-
gaged in some wicked business.”

¢ Then you, too, Mademoiselle Legay, know about this
business ?

““No, count, only this: whenever he conceals anything
from me, the reason is that it is bad, and I cannot be
quiet.”

¢ Everything has a good and a bad side ; good for some,
bad for others; any operation cannot be good for all
or bad for all. Well, it is important t6 be on the right
side.”

¢“Well, and it appears that I am not to be on the right
gide.”

‘““Not at all, Monsieur de Beansire, not at all ; I will
add even that if you engage in it on this occasion, not
your honor, but your life will be in danger ; besides risk-
ing your fortune, you will certainly be hung.”

¢ Monsieur,” said De Beausire, trying to keep his coun-
tenance, but wiping away the sweat from his brow, ¢ noble-
men are not hung.”

¢ That is true ; but to obtain the honor of decollation,
it will be necessary to prove your pedigree, which probably
is so long that the court would become weary, and order
you to be hung. But perhaps you will say, when the
cause is good the mode matters little :

¢« ¢'Tis not the ax that brings disgrace, but crime

as a great poef has said.”

Yet, more and more terrified, De Beausire said :

“ Yes ; one is not so much devoted to his opinions as to
shed one’s life for them. Diable! ‘one can live but once,’
as a great poet has said, not so great as the first, however,
but who yet had something of reason about him. Count,
in the course of the little intercourse I had with you, I
have observed that you have a way of talking which makes
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‘a man’s hair stand erect, especially if he be a timid
man.”

“Diable ! that is not my intention,” gaid Oagliostro ;
¢ besides, youn are not a timid man.”

““No,” said Beausire, ‘“not if it be mecessary to be
otherwise, but under certain circumstances.”

““Yes, I understand ; when the galleys for theft are be-
‘hind a man, and before him a gallows for high treason,
lése-nation now, as it used to be called lése-majesté. It
would be now %se-nation to carry away the king.”

¢ Monsieur !”” said Beausire, with terror.

““Unfortunate man!” said Olive. ““Was it on this
carrying away that you built all your hopes of gold ?*

‘¢ And he was not altogether wrong, my dear, except as
T had the honor just now to tell you; everything has a
good and a bad side. Beausire was stupid enough to kiss
the bad faces, to side with the wrong parties ; he has but
‘to change, and all will be right.”

¢¢ Has he time ?*”

¢ Certainly.”

¢ (ount,” cried Beansire, ¢ what must I do ?”

‘“Fancy one thing, my dear sir,” said Cagliostro.

““What 2

‘“Suppose yonr plot fails, suppose the accomplices of
the masked man, the man with the brown cloak, be ar-
rested and condemmed to death ; suppose—do not be
offended by supposition after supposition, we will ulti-
mately arrive at a fact—suppose yourself one of those ac-
complices, suppose the rope around your neck, and in
reply to your lamentations you were told, for in such a
gituation a man always laments, more or less, be he ever
80 brave—"

““Go on, count, go on, for mercy’s sake. It seems to
me I am already strangled.”

‘“Pardieun ! it is not surprising, I suppose, to you to feel
the rope around your neck, eh ? Well, suppose they were
to reply to all your lamentations, my dear Monsieur de
Beausire, ¢ It is your own fanlt !””

““How so ?” said Beausire.,



179 THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY.

‘¢« Howis this?’ the voice will say ; ¢ yon might not
only have escaped from the unpleasant fix in which you
are, but also have gained a thousand lounis, with which youn
could have bought the pretty hounse in which yonm were to
have lived with Mademoiselle Olive and little Toussaint,
with the income of five hundred louis, derived from the
twelve thousand not expended in the purchase of the
house, you might live, as you say, like a farmer, wearing
slippers in summer and wooden shoes in winter. Instead
of this charming picture, however, we have before our eyes
the Place de Gréve, planted with two or three ugly-looking
scaffolds, from the arm of the highest of which you hang.
Pah ! De Beausire, the prospect is bad.””

‘“How, thongh, could I escape this evil exit? How
clse could I have gained the thousand louis, and assured
the tranquillity of Nicole and Tonssaint ? *’

“You still will ask questions. ¢Nothing will be more
facile,” the voice will reply. ¢You had Count Cagliostro
within two feet of you.” ¢I know him,” you will say; ‘a
foreign nobleman, living in Paris, and who is wearied to
death when news is scarce.” ‘That is it; well, you had
only to go to him, and say, ‘“ Count.””’ ¢Idid not, though,
know where he lived—I did not know that he wasin Paris
—I did not even know that he was alive.” ¢Then, my
dear Monsieur de Beausire,” the voice will answer, ¢he
came to you for the very purpose, and from that time con-
fess that you had no excuse. Well, you bad only to say
to him : “ Count, I know you are always anxious for
news.” “Iam.” ‘I have something rare; Monsieur,
the brother of the king, conspires ? ¢ Bah ! yes.”
¢ With the Marquis de Favras.” ¢ Not possible.” <‘Yes,
1 speak advisedly, for I am one of his agents.” ¢ In-
deed ! what is the object of the plot ?” ““To carry
away the king, and carry bim to Peronne. Well, count,
to amuse you I will go every day and every hour to inform
you of the state of affairs.” Then the count, whois a
generous nobleman, would have answered : ¢ Monsienr
de Beausire, will you really do this?” ¢ Yes.” ¢ Well,
as every trouble deserves a salary, if you keep the promise
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you have made, T have, in a certain place, twenty-four
thousand livres, which will be at your service ; I will put
them on this risk, that if you inform me of the day when
the king is to be taken away by Monsicur de Favras, you
will come to tell me, and, on my honor asa gentleman,
the twenty-four thousand livres will be given you, as are
these ten louis, not as a loan to be repaid, but as a simple
gift.l’ I

At these words, Cagliostro took the heavy purse from
his pocket, and took ten louis, which, to tell the truth,
Beausire advanced an open hand to receive.

Cagliostro put aside his hand.

‘“ Excuse me, Monsieur de Beausire, but I suppose we
can return to suppositions.”

““Yes, but,” said M. de Beausire, whose eyes shone like
two pieces of burning coal, ““ did you not say, count, that,
from supposition to supposition, we would gradually reach
the fact ?”

‘“Have we reached it ?”

Beausire hesitated ; let ns say that it was not poverty,
fidelity to a promise, nor conscience which caused this
hesitation. No ; he simply was afraid that the connt
would not keep his word.

€My dear Beausire, I know what is passing in your
mind.”

“¢Yes, count, you do ; I hesitate to betray a confidence
reposed in me.”

Looking np to heaven, he shook his head, like a man
who says, “ Ah, it is very hard !”

“No, that is not it, and you are another proof of the
truth of the proverb, ¢ No one knows himself.” ”

“What, then, is it ?” asked Beausire, a little put ont
by the facility with which the count read every heart.

¢ Yon are afraid that, after having promised, I will not
give you the thousand louis,”

¢ Oh, count 1”

¢ All is natural enough ; but give me a secumty For
though I proposed the matter, I should be safe.”

¢ Security ? The count certainly needs none.”
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‘¢ A security which satisfies me, body for body.”

‘¢ What security ?” asked De Beausire.

¢ Mademoiselle Nicole Olive Legay.”

‘“Oh!” said Nicole, “if the count promises, it is
enough. It is as certain as if we had it, Beausire.”

¢“See, monsieur, the advantage of fulfilling our promises
gerupulously. One day, when Mademoiselle Legay was
much sought after by the police, I made her an offer to
find a refuge in my house. She hesitated. - I promised,
and in spite of every temptation I had to undergo—and
you, sir, can understand them better than any other—I
kept my promise, Monsieur de Beausire. Is not that so,
mademoiselle ?

““Yes, by our little Toussaint, I swear it ! ”

‘Do you think, then, Mademoiselle Nicole, that I will
keep my word to Monsieur de Beausire, to give him a
thousand louis if he will inform me of the king’s flight,
or De Favras’s arrest, without taking into consideration
that I now loose the knot being woven around his neck,
and you be forever removed from danger of the cord and
gallows ?  Apropos of that old affair, I do not promise for
the future ; for the moment let us talk, There are voca-
tions.”

¢ For my part, monsieur,” said Nicole, ‘“all is fixed as
if the notary had already set his seal on it.”

¢ Well, my dear lady,” said Cagliostro, as he arranged
on the table the ten louis which he had not yet parted
with, ¢ infuse your convictions into the heart of Monsieur
de Beausire, and all is decided.” ,He, by a gesture, bid
her talk to Beausire.

The conversation lasted only five minutes, but it is
proper to say, was very animated.

In the interim, Cagliostro looked at the pierced card,
and shook his head as if he recognized an old acquaint-
ance.

¢ Ah, ha!” said he, ¢“it is the famous martmgale of
Monsieur Law, which you have discovered again. T have
lost a million on it.”

This observation seemed to give a new activity to the
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conversation between Beausire and Nicole. At last Bean-
sire decided. He advanced to Cagliostro, open-handed,
like a man who had just made an indissoluble contract.

The count drew back his hand, and said :

< Monsieur, among gentlemen, a word passes. I have
given you mine, give me yours.”

¢ By my faith, sir, it is settled.” :

<< That is enongh, sir,” said Cagliostro.

Taking from his pocket a watch enriched with dia-
monds, on which was the portrait of King Frederick of
Prussia, he said :

¢ It wants a quarter of nine, Monsieur de Beausire ; at
nine exactly you are expected under the arches of the
Place Royale, on the side of the Hotel Sully ; take these
lonis, put them in your vest-pocket, put on your coat,
gird on your sword ; yon must not be waited for.”

Beausire did not wait to be told twice. He took the
money, put it in his pocket, put on his coat, and left.

¢« Where shall I find you, count-? ”

¢ At the Cemetery of St. Jean, if you please. When
one wishes to talk such things without being heard, it
must not be among the living.”

¢ And when?”

¢ As soon as yon be disengaged. The first will wait
for the second.”

CHAPTER XIV.

EDIPUS AND LOT.

It wanted but a few minutes of midnight, when a man,
coming from the Rue Royale into that of St. Antoine,
followed the latter to the Fountain of St. Catherine, and
at last reached the gate of the Cemetery St. Jean.

There, as if his eyes had feared to see some specter start
from the ground, he waited, and with the sleeve of his
coat, the uniform of a sergeant of the guards, he wiped
the heavy drops of sweat from his brow.
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Just as the clock struck twelve, something like a shadow
appeared to glide amid the ivies, box-trees, and cypresses.
This shadow approached the gate, and by the grating of
the key in the lock one might see that the specter, if such
it was, not only had the privilege of leaving the tomb,
but when once out, of leaving the cemetery.

When he heard the key tarn, the soldier drew back.

¢ Well, Monsieur de Beausire,” said the mocking voice
of Cagliostro, “do you not know me, or have you for-
gotten our rendezvous ?”

¢¢Ah! ig it you ?” said Beausire, breathing like a man,
the heart of whom is relieved from a heavy burden. < So
much the better. These damned streets are so dark and
deserted that one does not know if it be better to travel
alone or to meet anybody.”

¢“Bah !” said Cagliostro, ‘‘for you to fear anything,
at any hour, either of the day or night! You cannot
make me believe that of a brave man who travels with his
sword by his side. There,” said Cagliostro, ‘¢ follow this
little path, and about twenty paces hence we will find a
kind of ruined altar, on the steps of which we will be able
to talk at ease of our affairs.” ;

Beausire hurried to obey Cagliostro ; but after a mo-
ment of hesitation, said :

¢ Where the devil is the path ? Isee only briers, which
wound my elbows, and grass, which reaches to my knees.”

““The fact is, the cemetery is in worse order than any I
know of, but that isnot sarprising. You know that none
are buried here but criminals executed in the Gréve, and
no lady takes an interest in these poor devils. Yet, my
dear Monsieur de Beausire, we have many illustrious
characters here. If it were day I could show you where
the Constable de Montmorency lies. Ile was executed
for having fought a duel ; the Chevalier de Rohan, for
having conspired against the government ; the Count de
Horn, who was broken on the wheel for having assassinated
a Jew ; Damiens, who was guartered because he sought
to kill Louis XV., and who knows who else? You are
wrong to speak ill of the Cemeteryof St. John. It is
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not kept well, but it is very full. Iowever,” said Cag-
liostro, pausing near a kind of roin, “ here we are !”

Sitting on a broken stone, he pointed out to Beausire a
stone, which seemed designated by the first to spare Cinna
the trouble of removing his seat to the side of that of
Augnstus.

“Now we are at our ease and able to talk, my dear
Monsieur de Beausire,” said Cagliostro, ‘¢ tell me what
took place this evening under the arches of the Place
Royale ; was the meeting interesting ?”

¢ Ma foi,” said Beausire, ‘I own, count, that my head
just now is a little bothered, and indeed I think each of us
would gain, if you adopted the system of questions and
answers.”

So be it,” said Cagliostro; ““I am easy, and provided
I obtain my end, do not care what means be adopted.
How many were you under the arches of the Place Roy-
ale ?”

¢ Six, with myself.”

¢¢ Six, with yourself, dear Monsieur de Beausire ; let me
gee if they are the men I think ? In the first place, your-
gelf 27

Beausire uttered a sigh, which indicated that he wished
there was a possibility of doubt.

¢ Then, there was your friend Trocarty. Then, a roya-
list, named- Marquée, ci-devant sergeant in the Royal
French Guards, and now sous-lieutenant in a company of
the center ?”

¢ Yes, count, Marquée was there.”

¢ And Monsieur de Favras ?”

¢¢ And Monsieur de Favras.”

¢“Then, the masked man ?”

¢ Then, the masked man.”

¢ Can you give me any information about this masked
man, Monsieur de Beausire ?

¢ 'Well,” said Beausire, ‘I think it was Monsieur——"

¢ Monsieur who ?” gaid Cagliostro, sharply.

¢¢ Monsienr—Monsieur, the brother of the king.”

¢¢ Ah ! dear Monsieur de Beausire, the Marquis de Favras
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has a deep interest in creating the impression that, in all
this affair, he has touched the prince’s head. That may
be so ; but a man who cannet lie cannot conspire. But,
that you and your friend Trocarty, two recruiting officers,
used to measure men by the eye, by feet, inches, and
signs, is very improbable. Monsieur is five feet three
high, the masked man was five feet six.”

““True, count, so I thought ; but who was he ?” -

“Pardien ! my dear Monsieur de Beausire, will I not
be prettily engaged in teaching you, when I expected to
be taught by youn ?”

““Then,” said Beausire, who gradually recovered his
presence of mind, as he returned, little by little, to
reality, <“ you know who this man is ? ”

¢« Parbleu ! ”

«¢Is there any indiscretion in asking ?”

‘“ His name ?”

Beausire nodded that was what he wished.

““ Do you know the play of (Edipus ?”

¢ Not well ; I have seen the play at the Comedie Fran-
gaise ; but toward the end of the fourth act Isunk to sleep.”

““I will, then, briefly tell you the story :

‘I knew (Edipus ; it was foretold that he would be
the murderer of his father, and the husband of his
mother. Now, believing Polybius his father, he left
him and set ouf, without assigning any reason, for
Pliocis. As he set out, I advised him, instead of taking
the highroad from Dantes to Delphi, to take a mountain-
path I was acquainted with. He, however, was obstinate,
and as I could not tell him why I gave him this advice, all
exhortation was vain. From this obstinacy resulted
exactly what I expected. At the forks of the road, from
Delphi to Thebes, he met a man followed by five slaves.
The man was in a chariot, which erowded the whole road ;
all difficulty would have been obviated had the man in the
car consented to have turned a little to the right and
Edipus to the left ; each, however insisted on the center
of the road. The man in the chariot was choleric and
(Edipus not very patient. The five slaves rushed, one
1
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after the other, before their master, and, one after the
other, were slain. (Edipus passed over six dead bodies,
one of which was his father.”

““'The devil ! ” said M. de Beausire.

¢ IIe then went to Thebes ; now, on the road to Thebes
was Mount Pincior, and in a yet more narrow road than
that in which he had slain his father, a strange animal had
a cavern. This animal had the wings of an eagle, the
head and heart of a woman, the body and claws of a lion.”

“Oh! ho!” said Beausire, ‘“are there any such mon-
sters, in your opinion ?”

‘I cannot possibly affirm their existence, since, when
I went to Thebes, a thonsand years afterward, and traveled
the same road, during the time of Epaminondas, the
Sphinx was alive. At the time of (Edipus it was one of
the passions of the Sphinx to place himself by the road-
side, proposing enigmas to the passing travelers, and de-
vouring all who could not answer them. Now, as this
lasted for more than three centuries, travelers became
more and more rare, and the Sphinx’s teeth rather long.
When he saw (Edipus, he placed himself in the center of
the road, and lifted up his paw, to bid the young man
stop. ¢ Traveler,” said he, ‘I am the Sphinx.” ¢Well,
what then ?’ asked (Hdipus. ¢ Well, destiny has sent me
to earth to propose an enigma to men. If they do not
guess it, they are mine ; if they do, I am Death’s, and I
must throw myself into the abyss where I have thrown
the fragments of the bodies of those I have devoured.’
(Edipus looked over the precipice and saw the white
bones. ¢ Well,’ said the young man, ¢the enigma?’ <If
is this: ‘“What animal walks on four legs in the morn-
ing, on two at noon, and on three at night ?”’ Edipus
thought for a moment, with a smile of disdain, which
could not but make the Sphinx uneasy. <If I guess it,”
said (Bdipus, ¢ will you precipitate yourself into the abyss ?’
¢Yes,” ¢ Well,” said (Edipus, ¢that animal is man.’”

‘“ How so ? Man !” interrupted Beausire, who became
interested in the conversation, as if it related to some-
thing contemporary.



180 THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY.

““Yes, man, who in his childhood, that is to say, in the
morning of life, erawls on his feet and hands ; who in the
age, that is to say, at the noon of life, walks erect, and
in the evening, that is to say, in old age, uses a staff.”

‘¢ Ah !1” said Beausire, ‘“that istrue. Fool the Sphinx
was !”

““Yes, my dear Monsieur de Beausire, so foolish that he
threw himself into the cavern, without using his wings,
and broke his head on the rocks. As for Edipus, he pur-
sued his journey, came to Thebes, found Jocasta a widow,
married hef, and thus fulfilled the oracle, that he would
kill one parent and marry the other.”

‘“ But, count,” said De Beausire, ‘“where is the an-
alogy between the story of (Edipus and the mask ?”

““Great! you desired to know his name just now ?

“Yes.”

¢ And I told you that I was about to propose an enigma.
True, I am of better material than the Sphinx, and will
not devour you if yon do not answer. Attention! Iam
about to lift up my hand. < What part of the court is the
grandson of his father, the brother of his mother, and the
uncle of his sisters ?’”

““Diable ! ” said Beausire, relapsing into a quandary
great as that of dipus.

¢ Think, sir ; study it out,” said Cagliostro.

¢ Assist me a little, count.”

“Willingly ; I asked you if you knew the story of
Edipus ?”

‘¢ You did me that honor.”

“Now we will pass to sacred history. You know what
is said of Lot——"

‘¢ And his daughters ?”

¢ Exactly.”

¢ Parbleu ! I know. Wait, though; do you know what
was said of Louis XV. and his daughter, Madume
Adelaide ?” .

““You know, my dear sir.”

““Then the masked man was Count Louis.”

CWell 27
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¢“It is trne,” murmured Beausire; ¢ the grandson of
his father, the brother of his mother, the uncle of his
gisters, is Count Lonis de Nar.”

¢ Attention,” said Cagliostro.

Beausire interrupted his monologue, and listened with
all his ears.

“Now we no longer doubt who the conspirators are,
either masked or not. Let us proceed to the plot.”

Beausire nodded, as if to say that he was ready.

¢ The object is to convey the king away 2”

¢“That is it exactly.”

““To take him to Peronne ?”

‘“To Peronne.”

‘“ What at present are the means ?

‘¢ Pecuniary ?”

< Yes'n

“Two millions.”

‘“ Lent them by a Genoese banker. I know him. Have
they none other ?”

¢“I do not know.”

““They have money enough, but they need men.”

‘“ Monsieur Lafayette has authorized the raising of a
legion, to aid Brabant, which has revolted against the
empire.”

“Oh! kind Lafayette, I see your hand clearly there.”

Then aloud : ¢“ So be it; but not a legion, an army is
needed for such an enterprise.”

¢ There is an army.”

‘¢ Let us see what.”

“Two hundred horse will be collected at Versailles, and
on the appointed day will leave Versailles at eleven p. a.
At two oclock in the morning they will reach Paris in
three columns.”

“Good !”

¢ The first will enter Paris at the gate of Chaillot, the
second at the Barriére du Roule, the third at Greuelle
The latter will murder Lafayette, the first Monsieur
Necker, and the other Bailly, the maire of Paris.”

““ Good !” said Cagliostro.
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¢ The blow being struck, the guns will be spiked. They
will meet at the Champs Elysées, and a march will be
made on the Tuileries, which are ours.”

¢ What, yours ? and the National Guard ?”

¢¢ There the Brabancoune column will act, joined to
four hundred Swiss, and three hundred people from the
outside of Paris. Thanks to confederates in the palace,
they will hurry to the king, and say : ¢ Sire, the Faubourg
St. Antoine is in a state of insurrection. A carriage is
ready harnessed. You must go.” If the king consent the
thing will all be right ; if he do not, he will be carried
forcibly, seized, and taken to St. Denis.”

“Good !”

““There are twenty thousand infantry. They will set
out on the appointed day, at eleven at night, with twelve
hundred cavalry ; the Brabanconne legion, the Swiss, the
people from out of Paris, and ten or twenty thousand
royalists, will escort the king to Peronne.”

‘¢ Better and better; and what will be done at
Peronne ?”

‘¢ At Peronne are expected twenty thonsand men, from
the Flemish border, Picardy, Artois, Champagne, Bur-
gundy, Lorraine, Alsace, and Cambresis. They are in
treaty for twenty thousand Swiss, twelve thousand Ger-
mans, and twelve thousand Sardinians, who, joined to the
royal escort, will form an effective force of one hundred
and fifty thousand men.”

¢ A nice army.”

¢ With these one hundred and fifty thousand men it is
purposed to march on Paris, to intercept water communi-
cation above and below the city, and cut off all supplies.
Paris will be starved out, and will capitulate. The
National Assembly will be dissolved, and the king restored
to the throne of his fathers,”

‘““Amen !” said Cagliostro. Arising, he said: “ My
dear Monsienr de DBeausire, you have a most agreeable
knack of conversation ; the case with you is like that of
all great orators—when you have said all, there is nothing
more to be said.”
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““Yes, count, at the time.”

“Then, my dear Monsieur de Beausire, when you need
ten other louis, always on this condition, be it understood,
come to my house at Bellevue.”

¢ At Bellevue, and will I ask for Count Cagliostro ?”

¢ Cagliostro ? No, they would not know whom you
mean. Ask for Baron Zanoni.”

““ And now,” said Cagliostro, ¢ whither, Monsieur de
Beausire, do you go ?”

““Whither go you, count ?*

“In the direction you do not go.”

“1 go to the Palais Royal, count.”

¢ And I go to the Bastile, Monsieur de Beausire.”

CHAPTER XV,

IN WHICH GAMAIN SHOWS THAT HE IS REALLY MASTER OF
MASTERS, MASTER OF ALL.

THE wish the king had expressed to Lafayette in the
presence of the Count de Bouille, to have his old master,
Gamain, to assist him in an important piece of locksmith-
ing, will be recollected. He had even added, and we
think it not unimportant to give the detail, thatan ap-
prentice would not be unimportant in the work. The
number three, in which the gods delight, was not displeas-
ing to Lafayette, and he therefore gave orders to admit
Master Gamain and his apprentice freely, and that when-
ever they came they should be taken to the king.

It will not, therefore, surprise our readers to see M.
Gamain, accompanied by an apprentice, in their working-
dress, present themselves at the gate of the Tuileries.
After their admission, to which no objection was made,
they went round the royal apartments by the common cor-
ridor, and up the stairway to the door of the forge, where
they left their names with the valet de chambre.

Their names were Nicolas Claude Gamain and Louis
Lecomte.

Though the names were not at all aristocratic, as soon
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as he heard them Louis XVI. himself went to the door,
and said :

¢ Come in!”

¢« Here ! here ! here ! ”” said Gamain, appearing, not only
with the familiarity of a fellow-workman, but of an ap-
prentice.

« Ah! Gamalin, is it you ? I am glad to see you, for I
thought that you had forgotten me.”

¢¢ And that is the reason why you took an apprentice ?
You did well ; you were right, for I was not here. Un-
fortunately,” said he, with a wry expression, ‘“the ap-
prentice is not a master.” .

““ What else could I do, poor Gamain ?” said Louis
XVI. ¢ They told me you wished to have nothing to do
with me nnder any circumstances, for fear of compromis-
ing yourself.”

¢ Ma foi, sir, you might have learned at Versailles that
it is not a safe thing to be one of your friends, for I saw,
in the little inn of the Pont de Sévres, the heads of two
guardsmen, who grinned horribly, dressed by Monsieur
Leonard. They were killed because they chanced to be in
your antechamber when you received the visits of your
Parisian friends.”

A cloud passed over the king’s face, and the apprentice
bowed his head.

‘“They say, though, that since your return to Paris
things are much better, and that you now make the Paris-
ians do all you wish. That is not wonderful, for the
Parisians are such fools, and you and the queen have such
winning ways about you.”

Louis XVI. said nothing, but a faint blush passed over
his cheeks.

““ Now,” said Gamain, “let us look at that famous lock,
for T promised my wife to return to-night.”

The king gave Gamain a lock three-quarters done.

Gamain pointed out a great many alterations, and the
king said :

¢ But it will take a day’s hard work to effect all this,
Gamain.”
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¢“Ah, yes, to another; but two hours will be enough
for me ; only, you must not annoy me with questions, and
say, ¢ Gamain this, and Gamain that;’ leave me alone.
The shop seems to have tools enough, and in two hours—
yes, two hours—come back, and all will be complete,” said
Gamain, with a smile.

This was exactly what the king wished. The solitude
of Gamain would enable him to talk alone with Louis.

¢If you want anything, Gamain——"

““If Ido, I will call the valet de chambre, provided he
be ordered to bring me what I wish.”

The king went to the door. <¢Frangois,” said he, as he
opened it, ¢ remain here, I pray you; Gamain, my old
master, has come to correct a mistake in a lock I began.
Give him all he wants, especially two or three bottles of
excellent Bordeaux.”

““Will your majesty please to remember that I like
Burgundy best, sire ? Damn Bordeaux ; it is like drink-
ing warm water ! ”

‘¢ Ah, yes, true ; I forgot, we have often {rinquered to-
gether, my poor Gamain. Burgundy, you understand,
Volnay.”

“ Ah, yes,” said Gamain, wetting his lips, ¢“I remem-
ber.”

¢ And did it make the water come to your lips ?”

“Do not talk to me about water; I do not know of
what earthly use it is, except to temper metal with ; all
who use it for any other purpoge divert it from its true
destination.”

‘“Be easy ; as long as you are here you will not hear
water mentioned, and lest by accident the word escape
from our lips, we will leave you ; when you have done,
gsend for us. The drawer for which this lock is in-
tended. ?

¢ Ab ! that is the kind of work which suits you. Wish
you joy.”

¢ So be it,” said the king.

Bowing familiarly to Gamain, the king left with the ap-
prentice, Louis le Comte, or le Comte Louis, whom the
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reader has had sufficient perspicuity to have recognized as
the son of the Marquis de Bonille.

Lonis XVI. did not go from the shop by the outer stair-
way, but by the private one intended for him alone, This
led to his study. 'The table was covered by a vast map of
France, which proved that the king had already studied
the shortest and most feasible way to leave his kingdom.

Not until at the foot of the staircase did Loumis XVI.
appear to recognize the young apprentice, who, with his
hat in his hand, and his jacket over his arm, followed
him, He then looked carefully around the room, and
said :

¢ Now, my dear count, that we are alone, let me com-
pliment you on your address, and thank you for your de-
votion. But we have no time to lose ; all, even the queen,
are ignorant of your business here ; none have heard us,
and tell me quickly what brings you.”

“Did not your majesty do my father the honor to send
an officer to his garrison 7"

‘“Yes, the Count de Charny.”

““Yes, sire, that is the name ; he had a letter.”

‘“ Which meant nothing in words, and which was but
an introduction to a verbal message.”

““This verbal message, sire, he delivered, and that its
execution might be certain, at my father’s order, and with
the hope of seeing your majesty, I set out for Paris.”

‘“Then you know all ?”

““I know that the king wishes, at a certain given mo-
ment, to be able to quit France.”

¢¢ And thinks the Marquis de Bouille able to second him
in his plan.’

¢ My father is proud and grateful for the honor you
have done him.”

¢ But to the point, what says he of the plan ?”

¢That it is hazardous, demands great precaution, but
is not impossible.”

“In the first place,” said the king, ¢ that the co-opera-
tion of Monsienr Bouille may have such full effect as his
loyalty and devotion promise, would it not be better that
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the governments of several provinces were united to his
command at Metz, especially the government of Franche
Comte ?

‘¢ So my father thinks, sire, and I am happy that your
majesty has yourself first expressed the idea. The mar-
quis feared your majesty wonld attribute it to personal
ambition.”

““Go, go! do I not know your father’s personal abnega-
tion ? Come, tell me, did he explain himself to you as to
the course to be adopted ?

¢ That is what my father proposes to your majesty.”

‘¢ Speak,” said the king, looking over the map of
France, to follow the different routes the young count
was about to propose.

¢¢ Sire, there are many points to which the king can
retire.”

¢ Certainly, bnt I prefer Montmedy, which is in the
center of your father’s command. Tell the marquis that
my choice is made, and that I prefer Montmedy.”

¢ Has the king resolved upon the attempt, or is it but
a project ? ” the young count dared to ask.

¢« My dear Louis,” replied Louis XVI., ¢ nothing is as
yet determined on. IfI see the queen and my children
exposed to new dangers, like those of the night of the 5th
and 6th of October, I will decide ; tell your father, my
dear count, when I shall once have made up my mind, it
will be irrevocable.”

‘“Now, sire,” said the young count, ‘‘if it were per-
mitted to me to express an opinion in relation to the
manner of the voyage, may I mention to your majesty my
father’s advice ?

“Go on, go on.”

¢ He thinks that the dangers would be diminished by
dividing them.”

¢« Explain,”

““Sire, your majesty should start with Madame Eliza-
beth and Madame Royale, while the queen, with the
dauphin—so that——"

1t is useless, my dear Louis, to discuss this point.
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In a solemn moment, we decided, the queen and I, not to
separate. If your father wishes to save us, he must save
us all together, or not at all.”

The count bowed.

¢ Another thing, sire; there are two roads to Mont-
medy. I must ask your majesty which you will take, in
order that it may be examined by a competent engineer.

‘“ We have a competent engineer, Monsieur de Charny,
who is devoted to us. The fewer persons we put in the
secret, the better. In the count we have a servant intel-
ligent and tried, and will make use of him. As I chose
Montmedy, the two roads are marked out on this map.”

““There are three, sire,” said De Bouille, respectfully.

‘I know—that from Paris to Metz, which I left beyond
Verdun, to take the Stenup road along the Meuse, from
which Montmedy is but three leagues distant.”

¢ There also is Rheims, 'Islede Retter, and De Stenay,”
said the young count, anxious that the king should select
that.

‘¢ Ah! hal” said the king ; ‘it seems that is theroute
you prefer.”

¢ Sire, it is not my opinion, but my father’s, and is
founded on the fact that the country it passes is poor and
almost a desert ; consequently, fewer precantions are re-
quired. He adds that the Royal German, the best regi-
ment in the service, the only one, perhaps, which has
remained completely faithful, is stationed at Stenay, and
can be your escort from Isle de Retter. Thus the danger
of an observing suspicion by too great a movement of
troops would be avoided.”

““ Yes,” said the king, ‘‘ we would have to pass Rheims,
where I was crowned, and where the first-comer might
recognize me. No, my dear count, on that point I am
resolved.”

The king pronounced these words in so firm a voice
that Comnt Louis did not even dare to make another
suggestion.

¢¢ Then the king is resolved ?”

¢ On the road from Chalons to Verdun there are troops
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in the little cities between Montmedy and Chalons. I do
not see any inconvenience,” added the king, ¢“even if the
first detachment met me in this last city.”

¢¢Sire, when there it will be time enough to decide how
far the regiments can venture. The king is, however,
aware that there is not a post-station at Varennes.”

‘I am glad, count, to see that you are so well informed ;
it proves that you have seriously studied our plan. Do
not be afraid, though, for we will contrive a way to find
horses, both above and below that town—our engineer will
decide on the spot.” \

*¢ And ‘now, sire, that nearly all is decided, will your
majesty permit me to quote in my father’s name a few
lines from an Italian author, which seemed to him so ap-
propriate to the situation in which the king is that he bid
me commit them to memory, that I might repeat them
to you ?”

““ What are they, sir ? ”

¢ These : ‘Delay is always injurious, and there isno cir-
cumstance entirely favorable in any undertaking ; he who
waits an opportunity perfectly favorable will never nnder-
take anything—or, if he does, it will turn out badly.’”

¢¢ Yes, sir, the author is Machiavelli. I will pay atten-
tion, you may be sure, to the advice of the ambassador of
the magnificent republic. But, eh ! I hear steps on the
stairway. It is Gamain. Let us go to meet him, that
he may not see that we have not been busied with aught
but the drawer.”

As he spoke, the king opened the door of the stairway.

It was high time, for with the lock in his hand Gamain
stood on the last step.
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CHAPTER XVI.
A PROVIDENCE WATCHES OVER DRUNKEN MEN.

Ox that day, about eight o’clock p. . a man clad as a
workman, and keeping his hand carefully on his vest-
pocket, as if on that night it contained a sum of money
larger than workmen usually carry, left the Tuileries by
the turning bridge, and inclining to the left, went entirely
down one of the long aisles of trees, which toward the
Seine prolong that portion of the Champs Elysées formerly
called the marble post, or the stone post, and now called
Cours la Reine.

At the first cabaret on the road, the man seemed to un-
dergo a violent mental contest, whence he emerged victo-
rious. The res in lite was whether he would enter the
cabaret or not. He passed on.

The temptation was renewed at the second, and at this
moment a man who followed him like a shadow, though
unseen, might have fancied he was about to yield, so much
did he deviate from the straight line, and incline toward
that temple of Bacchus.

This time, also, temperance triumphed, and it is prob-
able that if a third cabaret had not been met with, that
he would have had to return to break a vow he seemed to
have made. He continued his route, not fasting, for he
seemed already to have taken a decent qmantity of liquor,
but yet had sufficient self-control for his legs to bear him
in a line sufficiently straight for all ordinary purposes.

Unfortunately, however, there was not only a third, but
a fourth, fifth, and twentieth cabaret. The result was that
the temptation was too often renewed, and the force of
resistance not being in harmony with the power of temp-
tation, he gave way at the third test.

True it is that by a kind of transaction with himself the
workman who had so long and so unfortunately combated
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the demon of wine, as he entered the cabaret, stood erect
at the connter, and asked for but one chopin.

The demon of wine, with which he had so long con-
tended, seemed to be victoriously represented by the
stranger who had followed him in the distance, taking
care to remain unseen, but, however, never losing sight of
his quarry.

It was, without doubt, to enjoy this particularly agree-
able prospect that he sat on the parapet, just opposite the
tap, where the man drank his chopin, and set out just five
minutes after the latter had drunk his chopin and crossed
the door to resume his journey.

Who, however, can say when thelips once dampened by
wine will be dried ; and who have never seen, as drunkards
always do, that nothing excites them so much as drink-
ing ? Scarcely had the owwrier gone a hundred paces,
than he felt such a thirst that he had to stop again, and
on this occasion called, not for a chopin, but for a half
bottle.

The shadow that followed him did not seem at all dis-
satisfied at the delay caused by this quenchless thirst, but
stopped at the angle of the wall of the cabaret, and though
the man sat down at his ease, and drank a whole quart to
settle the half bottle and chopin, the benevolent shadow
exhibited no impatience, contented when he came out to
follow him as he had done before.

About a hundred paces further on, he had a new temp-
tation, and a ruder test to submit to ; the owwrier made a
third halt, and this time, as his thirst continued to in-
crease, he again asked for a bottle.

The argns had again to wait half an hour, a thing he
did with the greatest patience.

Certainly, these five minutes, this half hour, successively
lost, awakened something of remorse in the heart of the
drinker. He took the precauntion, before he set out again,
to provide himself with an uncorked bhottle, as he evidently
did not wish to halt, but to continue on his journey
drinking.

It was a prudent resolution, and which did not delay
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him much, taking into consideration the curves and zig-
zags which were the result of every approach of the bottle
to his lips.

By an adroitly combined curve, he passed the barrier of
Passy without any trouble ; vessels carrying liquids, it is
well known, not being liable to any octroi out of Paris.

A hundred paces from the barrier onr man had occasion
to congratulate himself on the ingenious precantions, for
from that place cabarets became rarer, until at last there
was none.

What was that to our philosopher ? Like the sage of
old, he carried about with him, not only his fortune, but
his joy.

We say his joy, since after getting half through his
bottle, our traveler began to sing, and no one will deny
but that song and langhter are the great means by which
man exhibits joy.

The shadow appeared fully satisfied with the music,
which it seemed to repeat in a low tone, and the expres-
sion of pleasure which it seemed to take great interest in.
But, unfortunately, the joy was ephemeral and the song
short. The joy lasted just as long as the wine did, and
the empty bottle was pressed again and again, to no pur-
pose. The song at last changed into growls, which, be-
coming more and more deep, ended in imprecations.

These imprecations were addressed to nunknown perse-
cutors, of whom, as he staggered, our traveler com-
plained.

¢ Base people,” said he, ““to give poisoned wine to an
old friend and to a master-workman! Pah! let him but
send to me to fix his locks, and I will tell him : ¢ Bon
soir, your majesty, let your majesty fix your own locks.’
Sir, if you make a lock as easy as you cu1 a decree ; catch
me doing any such thing.again. I care nothing about
your keys, springs, and tumblers, only catch me there
again, that is all. The villain! They certainly have
poisoned me.”

Having spoken these words, he was overcome by the
force of the poison, and fell headlong three times on the
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road, which, fortunately, was covered with a soft cnshion
of mnd. ;i

Our friend, on the two first occasions, arose without
assistance. The operation was difficult, but was accom-
plished safely. The third time, after desperate efforts, he
was forced to confess that the effort was beyond his power,
and with a sigh, not unlike a groan, he seemed determined
for that night to sleep on our common mother, earth.

Doubtless, at this point of discouragement and weakress,
that the shadow which had accompanied him from the
Place Louis XV. with so much perseverance, for he had,
in the distance, witnessed his abortive efforts to rise, and
which we have sought to describe, approached him, went
around him, and called a fiacre which chanced to pass.

¢“ My friend,” said he to the driver, ¢ my companion is

; take these six livres, and put the poor devil inside
your carriage, and take him to the inn at the Pont de
Sévres. I willride with you.” There was nothing strange
in one of the two riding with the driver, as both seemed very
common men. Therefore, with the touching confidence
people of that class have in one another, the driver said,
¢« Six francs, where are they ?”

¢“ Here they are, my friend,” said the other, who did
not seem the least annoyed, and at the same time giving
the coachman a crown.

¢ All right, sir,” said the automaton, softened by the
sight of the king’s effigy.

¢“ Take up this poor devil, put him inside, shut the doors
carefully, and try to make your two nags last until we
reach the Pont de Sévres, and we will act then as you act
to us.”

“ Very well,” said the driver ; ‘“that is the way to talk.
Be easy ; I know what is what. Get on the box and keep
our peacocks from cutting up capers. Damn! they al-
ready smell the stable, and are anxious to get into it.”

Without making any remark, the generousstranger did
as he was directed, and the driver carefully as he could
lifted up the drunken man and placed him between the
geats, shut the door, got on the box, whipped up the horses,
I—DuyMas—Vor, X,
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who at the melancholy gait hack horses acquire so easily,
passed the little hamlet of Pont de Jour, and in an hour
reached the inn of the Pont de Sévres.

In the interior of this inn, after ten hours or minutes,
devoted to the unpacking of Gamain, whom the reader
has doubtless recognized before now, we will find the
worthy locksmith, master over masters, seated at the same
table with the same armorer we described in the opening
of this history.

The host of the cabaret of the Pont de Sévres had gone
to bed, and the least ray of light passed through the blinds,
when the first knock of the philanthropist who had rescued
Gamain sounded on the door.

The blows were so long and frequent that there was no
possibility for the inmates of the cabaret, sleepy as they
were, to resist so violent an attack.

Sleepy, and slumbering, and growling, the keeper of
the house came to open the door himself, and in his own
mind determined to give them a pretty scolding for so
disturbing him. For, as he said, ‘“the game was not
worth the candle.”

It seemed, however, that the game was worth the candle,
for at the first word spoken by the man who knocked so
irreverently, the latter took off his cap, and bowing in a
most reverent, and in his costume, most ridiculous man-
ner, introduced Gamain and his escort into the little
room, where we previously have seen him sipping his
favorite vin de Burgogne.

Both driver and horses had done as well as they could ;
the one using his whip, and the others their legs, which
the stranger rewarded with a twenty-four sons piece for
drink, in addision to the six livres he had already given
them.

Having seen Gamain firmly deposited in a chair, with
his head on a table in front of him, he hastened to make
the innkeeper bring two bottles of wine, a pitcher of water,
and to open the blinds for the purpose of purifying the
mephitic air of the house.

The host, after having himself brought two bottles of



THF. COUNTESS DE CHARNY. 195

wine and a pitcher of water, the first promptly but the
latter after some delay, had retired, and left his two guests
together.

The stranger we have seen had taken care to renew the
air; then, before the window was closed, had placed a
flacon beneath the dilated nostrils of the locksmith, who
snored as men do in that state of drunkenness, aud who,
could they hear themselves, would certainly be cured of
that mad love of wine. The sovereign wisdom of the Most
High does not, however, permit drankards to hear them-
selves. ;

‘“The wretch, he has poisoned me—he has poisoned
me!”

The armorer was pleased to see that Gamain was still
under the influence of the same idea, and placed the flacon
again beneath his nostrils, which, restoring some strength
to the worthy son of Noah, permitted him to complete
the last phrase, by adding to the words he had already
pronounced, the two last words, which were the more hor-
rible, as they signified a total abuse of confidence and want
of heart.

““To poison a friend—a friend.”

¢ Fortnnately,” said the armorer, “I was there with
the antidote.”

¢ Yes, indeed,” murmured Gamain.

“But as one dose is not enough for such a person,”
continued the stranger, ¢ take another.”

He ponred into half a glass of water four or five drops
of the fluid in the flacon, which was only a solution of
ammonia.

He then placed the glass close to Gamain’s lips.

¢ Ah!” said he, ¢ this is to be drunk with the mouth ;
I like it better than with the nose.”

Heswallowed the contents of the glass. Scarcely-had
he done o, however, than he opened his mouth wide and
sneezed violently twice.

¢“ Robber ! what have you given me ? Puh! puh!”

1 have given you a liquid which will save your life.”

¢ Ah!” gaid he, “¢if it saves my life, you were right to
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give it me. But if you call it liquor, you are damnably
mistaken.”

He sneezed again, opening his mouth and expanding
his eyes, like a work of old Greek tragedy.

The stranger took advantage of this pantomime to shut,
not the window, but the blinds.

This was not without advantage, for Gamain began to
open his eyes for the second or third time. During this
movement, convulsive as it was, Gamain had looked around
him, and with this sentiment of profound remembrance,
which drunkards have of the walls of a room, he recog-
nized these.

In fact, in the many trips he was obliged to make to
Paris, it was rare that Gamain did not stop at the Pont de
Sévres. This panse might also be considered a necessity,
the cabaret being half-way. This recollection had a great
effect. It restored the confidence of the locksmith by
proving to him that he was in the company of friends.

““Ah, ha!” said he, “I am half-way, it scems.”

““Yes, thanks to me,” said the armorer.

‘“How, thanks to you ?” said Gamain, looking from in
animate to living things— ‘“ thanks to you? Who are
you ?”

“ My dear Gamain, that proves to me that you have a
bad memory.”

““ Wait a bit, wait a bit ; it seems to me that I have seen
you before. But where was it? That is the thing.”

¢ Where ? Look around you and the objects may, per-
haps, arouse some recollections. When, is another thing.
Think, or it may be necessary to administer to you aun-
other dose of the antidote to enable you to tell me.”

¢¢ No, I thank you, I have had enough of your antidote,
and since I am saved a little, I will be content with that.
Where did I see you ? Where did I see you ? Why, here.”

‘¢ AN right.”

““When did T seeyon ? Wait; on the morning when
I came from doing some work in Paris. Ii really seems I
have luck with those enterprises.”

¢ Very well ; and now what am I2”
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¢“What are you ? a man who paid for my liquor. Con-
sequently, you are a good fellow. Give me your hand.”

¢ With especial pleasure, as between a master locksmith
and a master armorer there is but one step.”

¢ Ah, well ! there it is. I remember now. Yes, it was
on the 6th of October, on the day of the king’s return to
Paris. We even talked of him on that day.”

“ AndI found your conversation was interesting, Master
Gamain ; on that account I am anxious to enjoy it again,
and since memory has returned to you, if I am not
indiscreet,tell me what you were doing about an hour ago,
stretched at your length in the street, within twenty feet of
a carriage, which would have cut you in two if I had not
passed by. Iave you any troubles that you wish thus to
commit suicide ?

“I commit suicide ? My God ! what was I doing there
in the middle of the road ? Are you sure I was there P>

¢ Parbleu ! look at yourself.”

Gamain looked around him. ¢¢ Ah !”’said he, ‘¢ Madame
Gamain will gcold not a little. She told me not to put
on my new coat. ¢ Puton your old jacket. It is good
enough for the Tuileries,’”

¢ How the Tuileries ?” said the stranger; ‘did you
come from the Tuileries when I saw you ?”

Gamain scratched his head, as if to rake up his ideas,
which were not yet in order.

““Yes, I came from the Tuileries. What of that, thou gh?
Everybody knows I was the king’s master. All know I
gerved Monsieur Veto.”

¢ How Monsieur Veto? Whom do you call Monsieur
Veto ?”

¢ Ah, good ! you know they give that name to the king.
Where did you come from, anyhow ? From China ?”

¢“Bah ! I attend to my business, and do not attend to
politics.”

“You are very lucky. Ido busy myself in politics;
or, rather, I am forced to do so.” Gamain looked up to
heaven, and sighed.

¢ Bah | ” said the stranger. ¢ Have you been called to
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Paris to do some work for the person of whom you spoke
when we first met ? ”

¢« Exactly. Only at that time I did not know whither
I was going, for my eyes were bandaged ; but now I went
with them opened.”

“ You had no trouble, then, in recognizing the Tuile-
ries ? 7

“The Tuileries ! ” said Gamain, echoing his words.
¢ Who told you I went to the Tuileries ?”

““You just now. How do I know you came from the
Tuileries ? Why, you told me so yourself.”

““True,” said Gamain, speaking to himself. ¢ How
could he know, unless I told him myself ?

Then, speaking to the stranger, he said :

¢ Perhaps I was wrong to tell you ; but, ma foi ! you are
not everybody. Well, since I told you so, I will not
contradict it. I do not contradict it. I was at the
Tuileries.” <

““ And,” said the stranger, ‘“ you worked with the king,
who gave you twenty-five louis ? ”

¢ Here, I have twenty-five louis now, in my pocket.”

““ Have you got them still ?”

Gamain put his hand iun his pocket, and pulled out a
handful of gold, mingled with silver and some copper.

¢ Wait a bit—five, six, seven—good ; and I forgot all
this. Twelve, thirteen, fourteen ; just twenty-five lonis.
This is a sum which, as times go, is not found in the road.
Twenty-three, twenty-four, twenty-five. Ah !> continued
he, breathing with more liberty, ¢ thank God, all isright.
How did you know I had this money ?”

“ My dear Monsieur Gamain, I have already had the
honor to tell you that I found you asleep across the road,
about twenty feet from a carriage which was passing. I
took down one of the lanterns of this carriage, and by its
means saw two or three louis on the gronnd. Asthey must
have come from your pocket, I put them back again, and
in doing so felt some twenty more. The coachman then
said, shaking his head, ‘ No, monsieur, I cannot take that
man ; he is too rich for his dress. Twenty-five louis in a
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cotton-velvet jacket will make a man smell a gallows a mile
off.” ¢ How, think you heizsarobber ?’ It seemsthe word
struck you. ¢ Robber ! robber ! I, a robber ?’ said you.
¢ Certainly ; or how else would yon have twenty-five louis
in your pocket ?” ‘I have, because my pupil, the King of
France, has given them to me,’ said you. Infact, at these
words, I fancied that I knew you. I placed the lantern
close to your face. ¢Ah!’said I, ¢ all is explained ; it is
Gamain, thelocksmith of Versailles. ITe has been at work
with the king, who has given him twenty-five louis for the
trouble. Come, I will answer for him.” As soon as I said
.I would do so, the driver made no more difficulty. Ithen
placed in your poecket the lonis d’or whieh had escaped:
You were placed in the carriage and brought hither. I
got on the seat and brought you here, where you have
nothing to complain of, except the desertion of your ap-
rentice.”

¢« What, I spoke of an apprentice, and of his desertion ?
said Gamain, more and more amazed.

‘“Now, only look ; he no longer remembers what he
has said ! ”

13 I ?”

““How, did yon not say so just now: It was the
fault of that fellow ?P—I do not just now remember his
name.,”

¢¢ Lounis Lecomte.”

¢ That is it. Now, did you not just now say it was the
fanlt of that fellow, Louis Lecomte, who promised to
return with me to Versailles, and who, instead, merely
burned me np with politeness ? *

««Well, I might have said all this, but it yet is true.”

¢ Well, since it is true, why should you deny it ? Do
you know, my fine fellow, that it might be dangerous to
talk in this way to another than myself ?”

“Yes, but with you,” said Gamain, fawning on the
count.

¢ With me ? what does this mean ?”

« It means to say, with a friend.”

¢ Ah, yes ; youshow great confidence to a friend. You
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say, ¢ It istrue,” and then, < It is not trne.” The meaning
of it is, that the other day you told me a story.”

¢ What story 2”

‘¢ The story of the secret door you had been sent to fix
at the house of some great lord, the address of whom even
you had forgotten.”

‘“Well, you may believe me if you please, but on this
time I also had to do with a door.”

¢ At thé king’s ?”

‘¢ At the king’s; only, instead of the staircase, it was
the door of a bureaun.”

¢“ And you mean to say that the king, who is curiousg
.about locksmiths, sent for you to close a door for him.
Bah !”

‘“Yet that is the truth. Poor man! he thought he
could do without me, but it was of no use.”

“e then sent for you, by some confidential valet ?
By Hue, Durey, or Weber ?”

¢ Now you are exactly wrong. To assist him, he had
employed & yonng man who knew less than he did. So
that one day that fellow came to Versailles, and said :
¢ Look here, Master Gamain, the king and I wish you to
make a lock. The damned thing will not turn.” ¢ What
do you wish me to do?’ I replied. ‘Come and correct
it,” said he. When I said, ¢ It is not time, yon are mnot
sent by the king, and you wish to get me into some scrape,’
he said, “ Very well, the king has sent you these twenty-
five louis to remove all suspicion. He gave them to
me" »

““Then these are the twenty-five lonis he gave you ?”

¢ No, not these ; these are others. The first twenty-
five were only on account.”

““Peste ! Fifty louizs for mending a toy ? There is
something beneath all that, Master Gamain.”

¢ That is what I say. Besides, you see, the other.”

¢ What other ?”

‘Well, he looked to melike a pretender. I should have
questioned him, and asked him details about his tour to
France, etc.”
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““ Yet you are a man to be deceived, when an apprentice
offers himself.”

‘“1 do not say he was a deceiver. He managed the file
and chigel well enough, and I have seen him cut a hot bar
of iron by a single blow, and with a rat-tail file cut a hole,
just as if he had a bit and brace. But you see, he was
more theoretical than practical. IIe had nosooner finished
his work than he washed his hands, which at once became
white ; would the hands of a true locksmith like myself
ever become white ? *

Gamain put forth two hard, callous hands, which really
would scem likely to defy all the almond paste ever made.

¢ But,” said the stranger, leading the locksmith back to
the matter under consideration, ‘‘what did you do when
you saw the king ?”

¢ At first it seemed as if we were expected, for we were
taken to the forge ; there the king gave me a lock begun
wrong, and which would not work. Few locksmiths, you
see, are able to make a lock with three beards, and no king
can. I looked at it, I saw the joint, and said, ¢ Just leave
me alone for an hour, and in that time I.will fixit.” Then
the king said, ¢ Well, Gamain, as you please ; you are in
your own shop; here are your files, pincers; work, my
lad, work ; we will go and fix the bureaun for which the
lock is intended.” He left with the apprentice.”

‘ By the great stairway ? ” asked the count, carelessly.

““No; by the little secret stairway which opens into
the king’s study ; when I had finished, I said, ¢ The bureaun
is a’humbug, and they are shut up concocting some plot.”
I sought to descend softly ; I said to myself, < I will open
the door of the library, when I will see what they are
about.””

*“ What were they abont ?”

¢ Ah, they probably heard me ; you know I am no danc-
ing master; tread lightly as I could, the infernal stairway
would crack. They heard me, and came to me, and just
as I was about to put my hand on the door, ¢crack,’ it
opened.”

¢“Then you know nothing 2 *
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““ Wait a bit. “Ah, ha! Gamain,’ said the king, ¢ is it
yon ?’ ¢ Yes, I havedone.” ¢And so, too, have we,” said
he. ¢Come, I now intend to give you another job.” He
pushed me through the library, but not so quickly that I
did not see, on the table, a great map of France, for it
had fleur-de-lis at one of the corners.”

““You observed nothing particular on this map of
France ?”

““ Yes ; three long rows of pins stuck in, each at some
distance from the other, reaching toward the sides of the
map. One might have fancied them soldiers advancing
by three different routes to the frontier.”

¢“My dear Gamain, your perspicuity is so great that
nothing escapes it. And you think, instead of attending
to the doors of the drawer, the king and his companion
were busied with the map ?”

¢ I am sure of it,” said Gamain.

“How g0 ?”

¢TIt is simple enough; the pins had wax heads, some
were black, others red ; well, the king held in his hand,
though he paid no attention to it, and occasionally picked
his teeth with a pin with red wax on its head.”

““ Gamain,” said the armorer, ‘“if I ever discover any
new system of locksmithing, I will not bring you into my
room, nor will I suffer you even to pass through it. IfI
want you, I will bandage your eyes, as was done on the
day you were taken to the great lord’s. On that day,
though, did you not perceive that the front entrance had
ten steps, and that the house was on the boulevard ?”

“ Wait a moment,” said Gamain, enchanted with the
eulogium heaped on him ; ¢ yon have not come to the end
yet. There really was an armoire in question.”

‘“Ah ! ha !"where ?”

‘“Ah! just guess; inserted in the wall, my friend.”

““ What wall ?”

‘“The wall of the interior corridor, which leads from
the king’s bedchamber to the dauphin’s room.”

‘Do you know that fact is, to me, peculiarly interest-
ing ? Was that armoire open p”
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““Not a bit ; I looked around on all sides, and saw
nothing, and said, ¢ Well, where is that armoire ?’ The
king then looked around, and said, ¢ Gamain, I always had
confidence in you, and therefore wished no one else to
know my secret.” As he spoke while the apprentice held
the light for us, for the corridor was dark, the king moved
a panel of the wood-work, and I saw a round hole about
two feet across; as he saw my surprise, he said, ¢ See you
that hole, my friend ; I had it made to hide away money.
This young man has assisted me during the three or four
days he has been in the castle; now I must put the lock
on in such a manner that the panel will resume its place,
and hide it as it hides the hole. Have yon any need of
assistance ? this young man will assist you, as he assisted
me. If not,” said he, ‘I will employ him elsewhere.’
¢ Ah,’ said I, € you know that when I am at work, I never
want anybody with me. There are four hours’ work
here for a competent man, and as I am a master, all
will be done in three. Go about your business, young
man, and do you go about yours, sire. If you have any-
thing to. conceal, come back in three hours, and all will
be done.” The king must have had something for the
young man to do, for I never saw him again. After
about three honrs, the king came back, and said, ‘Eh!
Gamain, how do we get on ?’ ¢So, so, sire; it is done,’
and I showed him the panel moved perfectly well, so well
that it was a pleasure to hear it. There was not the least
noise, and the lock worked like one of Vaucanson’s autom-
atons. ¢ Come, said he, ¢ Gamain help me to count the
money I place within there.” Then I counted one million,
and he another, after which there were twenty-five over,
he said to me, ‘There, Gamain, are twenty-five lonis ;’
as they came very convenient to a poor man, who has five
children, and not mach out of the way when he had
counted a million, I took them. What do you say
now ?”

The stranger moved his lips. ¢ The fact is, he is
mean,”

¢ Wait, that is not all. I took the twenty-five louis
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and put them in my pocket. ¢Thanks, sire,” said I, ¢ hut
with all this, I have eaten nothing to-day, and am dying
of hunger and thirst.” I had scarcely spoken, when
the queen came in by a masked door, so suddenly that
all at once I found her in front of me. She had in
her hand a salver, on which was a glass of wine and a
biscuit. ¢ Gamain,’ said she, ¢ you must be hungry and
thirsty, take this.” ¢Ah,’ said I to the queen, ¢yon need
not have put yourself out for me ; it was not worth while.’
Tell me what you think of that ? To give a glass of wine
to a man who is thirsty, and a biscuit to one who is
hungry ? What was the queen about ? Anybody might
know that, were I hungry and thirsty, one glass of wine,
one biscuit—pah ! ”

““ Then you refused it ?

It would have been better if I had. No, I drank it.
Ls for the biscuit, I wrapped it up in a handkerchief, and
said, ¢ What is good for the father, is good for the children.’
I then thanked her majesty and set out for Versailles,
gwearing they would never catch me at the Tuilerics
again.”

‘ Why do you say it wonld have been better for you to
have refused the wine ? ”

‘“Because they had put poison in it—scarcely had I
passed the turning bridge than I felt thirsty—and so
thirsty—it was just where the river is on one side, and the
wine merchants on the other. Then I saw the bad prop-
erties of the wine they had given me. The more I drank,
the more I wanted to drink, and thus it was until I lost’
all consciousness. They may rest assured, if ever I am
called upon to give testimony against them, I will say
they gave me twenty-five lonis for working four hoursand
counting a million, and then, fearing lest 1 should tell
where they hid the money, poisoned me like a dog.” *

¢ And I, my dear Gamain,” said the armorer, rising, for
he now knew what he wished, ““I will rely on your evi-

* This was really the accusation made to the convention by
this ungrateful wretch on the occasion of the trial ot the queen,
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dence, as it was I who gave you the antidote which, thank
God, saved your life.”

Then Gamain, taking the hands of the stranger between
his own, said :

¢ Henceforth we are friends to the death.”

Refusing, with almost Spartan sobriety, the glass of
wine which had been three or four times offered him by
the man to whom he swore eternal fidelity, Gamain, on
whom the ammonia had produced the double effect of in-
" stantaneously sobering him and of disgusting him for
three or four days of wine, resumed the route to Versailles,
which he reached at four or five in the morning, with the
king’s louis and the queen’s biscuit in his pocket.

Having remained in the cabaret, the false armorer took
his tablets from his pocket ; they were inlaid with gold,
and wrote :

¢ Behind the alcove of the king, the dark corridor lead-
ing to the danphin’s room. Iron armoire. To ascertain
if Louis le Comte, a locksmith’s apprentice, be not Count
Louis, son of the Marquis de Bouille, who came eleven
days ago from Metz.”

CHAPTER XVII
THE MACHINE OF M. GUILLOTIN.

Two days after, thanks to the strange ramification Cag-
liostro possessed in all classes of society, and even in the
royal service, he ascertained that Count Louis, son of the
Marquis de Bouille, had come on the 15th or 16th of
November, had been discovered by his cousin, Lafayette,
on the 18th, and on the same day introduced himself to the
king. That he had offered himself to the locksmith as an
apprentice on the 22d ; had remained three days with him,
and on the fourth day had gone to the Tuileries and been
introduced to the king without any difficulty ; that he had
left the king two hours after Gamain, and having gone to



206 THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY.

the lodging of his friend Achille du Chastillon, had immedi-
ately changed his dress, and on the same evening returned
to Metz.

On the other hand, on the day after the nocturnal con-
ference in the Cemetery of St. John, between Beausire
and Cagliostro, the former hurried out of breath to Belle-
vue, the house of the banker Zanoni. As he came from
the gaming-table at seven in the morning, after losing his
last sou, in spite of the certain martingale of Law, Beausire
found the house empty, and that Olive and Toussaint had
disappeared.

He then remembered that Cagliostro had refused to
leave with him, saying that he had something confidential
to say to Olive. This opened the door to suspicion.
Cagliostro had carried Olive off. Like a good dog,
Beausire put his nose on the track, and went to Bellevue,
where he left his name, and was at once admitted to Baron
Zanoni, or to Count Cagliostro, as the reader pleases to
call him, if not the principal personage, at least the one
on whom all the drama hinges.

Being introduced into the saloon with which we are
already acquainted, from having seen Dr. Gilbert, Cag-
liostro and the Marquis de Favras, Beausire when he saw
the count hesitated. The countappeared such a great lord
that he dared not even demand his mistress.

As if though he read the heart of hearts of the old bailiff,
Cagliostro said :

¢ Beausire, I have observed that yon have two real pas-
sions : gaming and Mademoiselle Olive.”

¢“Ah! count, you know what I came for ?”

‘“Yes, to ask Mademoiselle Olive of me. She is in my
house. Yes, at my house in the Rue St. Claude, where
she has her old rooms, and if you be prudent, and I am
satisfied with you, and you bring me news which amuse
me, some day, Monsieur de Beausire, we will put twenty-
five louis in your pocket to enable you to play the gentle-
man in the Palais Royal, and a good coat on your back,
to enable you to play the lover in the Rue St. Claude.”

Beausire had a great desire to talk loudly, and to demand
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Mile. Olive, but Cagliostro had said two words about that
unfortunate affair of the Portuguese embassy, which always
hung over his head like the sword of Damocles. Beausire
said nothing.

Some doubt having been manifested by him as to whether
Mlle. Olive really was at the house in the Rue St. Claude,
the count ordered his carriage, and returned with Bean-
sire to the house on the boulevard, where he introduced
him into the sanctum sanctorum, and displacing a picture,
showed him, by a skilfully contrived opening, Mlle. Olive
dressed like a queen and lolling in a chair, while she read
one of the bad books, which at the time were 8o common,
and which, when she was fille de chambre of Mlle. de
Taverney, she was so happy to get hold of. M. Tounssaint,
her son, was dressed like a prince, with white hat, rdle
Henry IV., with plumes, and sky-blue pantaloons, sus-
tained by a tricolored sash fringed with gold and magnifi-
cently embroidered.

Beansire felt his paternal zmd marltal heart dilate. He
promised all the count wished, and the count permitted
him every day as soon as he had brought him his news,
and received his ten louis d’or, to enjoy the luxury of love
in Olive’s arms.

All progressed according to the count’s wishes, and we
may say almost according to Beausire’s, when toward the
end of the month of December, at a strange hour for that
season, that is to say, at six in the morning, Dr. Gilbert,
who had already been three hours at work, heard three
knocks at his door, and from their peculiar intonation
recognized a brother mason. Ile opened—Count Cagli-
ostro stood on the other side of the door. Gilbert never
met this mysterious man without something of terror.

¢ Ah 1” said he to the count, ““is it you ?” Then,
making an effort over himself, and giving him his hand,
he said, ¢“ You are welcome whenever you come, or for
whatever purpose.”

‘¢ What brings me, dear Gilbert, is to enable you to be
present at a philanthropical experiment, of which I have

. already spoken to you.”
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Gilbert sought to recollect, but in vain, and finally said :

I do not remember.”

¢ Come, though, dear Gilbert; I donot disturb you for
nothing. Besides, you will meet many acquaintances of
yours. Go with me.”

¢ Dear count, I will go anywhere that you please to take
me. The place and persons are but secondary considera-
tions.”

¢ Then come, for we have no time to lose.”

"Gilbert was dressed, and had only to lay aside his pen
and put on his hat and cloak. A carriage was waiting.
They entered it.

- The carriage was driven rapidly away, there being not
even an order. given. The driver evidently knew whither
he was going.

When he got out of the carrige, Gilbert saw that he
was in the court of a prison, and at once recognized the
Bicetre. 3

It was nearly a quarter after six ; the worst hour of the
twenty-four, for even the most vigorous constitutions then
suffer from cold.

A small misty rain fell diagonally, and stained the gray
walls. In the middle of the court five or six carpenters,
nnder the direction of a master-workman, and a little man
clad in black, who seemed to direct everybody, put up a
machine of a strange and unknown form.

Gilbert shuddered ; he had recognized Dr. Guillotin,
whom he had met at Marat’s. The machine was the one
a model of which he had seen in the cellar of the editor of
“1’Ami du Peuple.”

The little man recognized Cagliostro and Gilbert.

¢ Good baron,” said he, ‘“it is kind in you to come first
and to bring the doctor. You remember I invited you at
Marat’s to come and see the experiment. I forgot, how- *
ever, to ask you for your address. You will see some-
thing cnrious, the most philanthropic machine ever in-
vented.”

All at once, turning to the machine. which to him was a
perfect hobby, he said :
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¢“Eh! Guidon, what are you about ? You are patting
it hind part before.”

Rushing up the ladder, which two men had placed at
one of the sides, he stood for a moment on the platiorm,
when in a few moments he gave directions for the correc-
tion o an error which the workmen had committed,
they being ignorant as yet of the secrets of this novel
machine.

¢There,” said Dr. Guillotin, seeing with satisfaction
that under his direction all went right, <“ things go straight.
It is now only necessary to put the knife in the groove.”

¢ @uidon, Gnidon!” said he, with an expression of
terror, ¢ why is not the groove faced with copper ?”

¢ Doctor, I thought well-seasoned oak quite as good as
copper,” said the carpenter.

¢ Ah, that is it ! ” said the doctor. ¢ Petty economy !
economy, when the progress and good of humanity is con-
cerned ! Guidon, if the experiment fails to-day, I hold you
responsible. Gentlemen,” said he to Cagliostro and Gil-
bert, ¢ I call you to witness that I wished the grooves for
the knife to be faced with copper. Therefore, if it stick
or do not slide easily, it is not my fanlt, and I wash my
hands of it.”

Notwithstanding this difficulty, however, the machine
was erected, and certainly had a kind of homicidal air
which delighted its inventor, but which horrified Dr.
Gilbert.

This is the form of the machine :

A platform reached by a simple staircase. It was fifteen
feet square, and on two of the parallel sides of this plat-
form, ten or twelve feet high, arose two uprights. In
them was the famous groove, the copper facing of which
M. Guidon had sought to save, and which had evoked the
lamentations of the philanthropic Guillotin. Down these
grooves, slid, by means of a spring, which, when opened,
guffered it to fall freely, from its own weight, and much
more, fastened to it, a kind of crescent-shaped knife. A
little opening was made between the two beams, through
which a man’s head could be passed, and which was con.
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trived to seize the head as if it were a collar. A frame-
work, long as the stature of an ordinary man’s size, moved
up and down on a hinge, and when let fall was exactly
level with the opening.

All this, it will be seen, was very ingenious.

While the carpenters, Master Guidon, and the doctor
were finishing their work, while Cagliostro and Gilbert
were discussing the novelty of the instrnment, the inven-
tion of which, by Dr. Guillotin, the connt disputed by show-
ing much that was analagous in the Italian mannaya, and
the doloire of Toulouse, with which the Marshal Mont-
morency was executed, new spectators began to come,
called together, doubtless, by a desire to witness the ex-
periment, and filled the courtyard.

As the rain continued to fall, not so intensely, perhaps,
but more steadily, Dr. Guillotin, who doubtless feared lest
‘¢ bad weather *” should deprive him of some of his specta-
tors, hurried to the most important group, which was com-
posed of Gilbert, Cagliostro, Dr. Louis, and the architect
Giraud, and, like a manager aware of the impatience of
the public, said :

¢ Gentlemen, we await only one person, Doctor Cabanis ;
when he comes we will begin,”

Hescarcely finished these words, when a carriage entered
the yard, and a man of thirty-eight or foriy years, with
an open face and intelligent expression of features and
eye, dismounted. It was Dr. Cabanis, the person they
had waited for. ITe bowed affably to all, as a philosophic’
physician shounld do, gave Guillotin his hand, who from
his platform exclaimed, ¢ Welcome, doctor ; we waited for
no one but you.” IHe then joined the group in which
Gilbert and Cagliostro were.

‘¢ Gentlemen,” said Guillotin, ¢ all being here, we will
begin.”

At a motion of his hand a door was opened, and two
men, clad in a kind of gray uniform, were seen to leave
it, bearing on their shoulders a sack, in which the out-
line of a human body was vaguely seen.

Behind the glass of the windows the pale faces of the
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criminals were seen, looking with an expression of terror,
though uninvited, at a terrible spectacle, the object and
reason of which they could not understand.

On the evening of the same day—that is to say, on the
24th of December, Christmas Eve, tlere was a reception
at Flora’s pavilion.

The queen did not wish to receive company herself, so
the Princess de Lamballe received for her, and was doing
the honors of the circle when the queen arrived.

In the course of the morning, the young Baron Isidor
de Charny had returned from Turin, and immediately
after his arrival he had been admitted to the king, and
then at once had an andience of the queen.

He had been received with great courtesy by both ; but
two reasons rendered this courtesy on the part of the
queen remarkable.

In the first place, Isidor was the brother of Charny, and
since Charny was absent, the queen experienced some
pleasure in seeing his brother.

And then Isidor brought despatches from M. le Comte
d’Artois and M. le Prince de Condé, which were quite in
accordance with her own wishes.

The princes recommended the project of M. de Favras
to the queen, and begged her to profit by the devotion of
this generous gentleman, to fly and rejoin them at Turin.

He was further charged to express to M. de Favras all
the sympathy which they felt for his project, as well as
the wishes they entertained for its success.

The queen kept Isidor more than an hour with her,
invited him to join the evening circle of Mme. de Lam-
balle, and would not even then have allowed him to go if
he had not himself asked leave, in order to acquit him-
self of his commission to M. de Favras.

The marquis had been forewarned of everything direct
from Turin ; and knew on whose behalf Isidor came.

The message which the queen had intrusted to the
young man completed the joy of the conspirator. Every-
thing in fact seconded his hopes ; the plot was getting on
wonderfully.
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One thing only made the marquis uneasy. This was the
silence of the king and queen on his account. This si-
lence the queen had attempted to break through the inter-
vention of Isidor, and however vague might be the expres-
sions which Isidor brought with him from the queen for
M. and Mme. de Favras, they were of great importance,
since they came from royal lips.

At nine in the evening the baron went to Mme. de Lam-
balle’s.

He had never been presented to that princess. She did
not know him; but, forewarned by the queen in the
course of the day, when his name was announced, the
princess rose and welcomed him with a charming grace,
and took him at once into her own little circle.

Neither the king nor the queen had yet arrived. Mon-
sieur, who seemed sufficiently uneasy, was talking in a
corner with two gentlemen of the most intimate of his ac-
quaintances, M. de la Chatre and M. de Avaray. Count
Louis de Narbonne went from group to group with the
ease of a man who feels himself to be one of the family.

When the ushers had announced the king and queen,
all conversation and bursts of laughter at once gave place
to a respectful silence. Mme. de Lamballe and Mme.
Elizabeth joined the queen. Monsienr walked straight
up to the king to pay his respects, and, bowing to his
majesty, said :

““ Brother, cannot yon manage to get up a private game
of whist, composed of yourself, the queen, me, and some
one of your intimate friends, so that under the appearance
of play, we may be able to enjoy some private conversa-
tion ?”

‘¢ Willingly, brother,” replied the king; ¢“ go and ar-
range the matter with the queen.”

Monsiear approached Marie Antoinette, to whom
Charny was tendering his respects, and saying, quite low,
¢“ Madame, I have seen Monsieur de Favras, and I have
some communication of the utmost importance to make to
your majesty.”

¢ My dear sister,” said Monsieur, ¢‘ the king wishes us to
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make up a party of four for whist ; we challenge you, and
beg you to choose your partner yourself.”

““ Very well,” said the queen, who, herself, doubted that
this game of whist was but a pretext, ¢ my choice is made.
Monsieur le Baron de Charny, you shall join our game,
and while we are playing you shall tell us the news you
have brought with you from Turin.”

‘¢ A ! you have just come from Turin, baron ?” said
Monsieur.

‘“ Yes, monseigneur ; and in returning from Turin I
passed through the Place Royale, where I saw & man who
is entirely devoted to the king, the queen, and to your
royal highness.”

Monsieur colored, coughed, and passed on. He was a
man of considerable circumspection.

He beckoned to M. de la Chatre, who approached him,
and receiving his orders in a low voice, left at once. Dur-
ing this time the king addressed and received the ladies
and gentlemen who still continued to visit the Tuileries.

The queen went and took him by the arm to lead him
to the whist-table. They played two or three hands, only
speaking when necessary.

But after playing some time, and after observing that
respect kept the crowd from the royal table, ¢ Brother,”
hazarded the queen to Monsieur, ‘“the baron has told you
that he has only just arrived from Turin ?”

¢ Yes,” said Monsieur, ¢ he said something about it.”

¢ He has told yon, has he not, that Monsieur le Comte
d’Artois and Monsieur le Prince de Condé advise us strongly
to go and join them ?”

The king seemed impatient.

¢ Brother,” whispered Mme. Elizabeth, with the sweet-
ness of an angel, ¢“ do listen, I beg.”

‘¢ And you, too, sister,” said the king.

‘I more than anybody, my dear Louis, for I love you,
and am more uneasy than any one else.”

T wag about to add,” hazarded Isidor, ‘¢ that I passed
through the Place Royale, and that I stopped nearly an
hour at No. 21.”
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¢¢ At No. 21 ?” said the king. < What is there ?”

‘¢ At No 21,” replied Isidor, ¢‘there lives a gentleman
entirely devoted to your majesty, ready, as we are, to die
for you, but who, more active than all of us put together,
has managed a project for your safety.”

¢ What is it, monsienr ?” questioned the king, raising
hig head.

““If I conld believe that T am displeasing the king, by
repeating to his majesty what I know of this matter, I
would at once be silent.”

“ No, no, monsieur,” said the queen, quickly ; ¢ speak ;
sufficient people form projects against us; it is well that
we should know those they make for our advantage.
Monsieur le Baron, tell us what they call this gentleman ?

“ Monsieur le Marquis de Favras, madame.”

“Ah!” said the queen, ‘“ we know him ; and you have
faith in his devotion, Monsieur le Baron ?”

“«Of his devotion, yes ; madame, I not only believe in
it, but I am sure of it.”

< Take care, monsienr,” observed the king; ¢ you
promise much.”

‘“Heart judges heart, sire. I answer for the devotion
of Monsieur de Favrag, as for the value of his project,
and the chance of its succeeding, iz another thing. Iam
too young, and while he is working for the safety of the
king and queen, Iam too prudent to dare to force my own
opinions into the water.”

¢ And this project. What may it be ?” said the queen.

¢ Madame, it is ready for execution ; and if it pleases
the king to say a word, or make a sign this evening, to-
morrow at the same hour he shall be at Peronne.”

The king was silent.

‘¢ Sire,” remarked the queen, addressing her husband,
‘¢ did you hear what the baron said ?*

¢¢ Certainly,” said the king, ‘I heard.”

¢« Well, brother,” asked Monsieur, ‘‘is not what the
baron proposes very tempting ?”

The king turned very quickly toward Monsieur, and
fixing his look firmly on his countenance, said :
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¢ And if I go, will you go with me ?”

Monsieur changed color ; his lips trembled, agitated by
an emotion which he could not master.

«“I2?” said he.

““Yes, you, my brother,” said Louis XVI., ¢ you who
wish me to quit Paris, you, I ask, if I go, will you go with
me ?*

¢ But,” lisped Monsieur, ¢‘ I am not prepared, not hav-
ing been forewarned, nothing is, consequently ready.”

¢ What, you were never forewarned ?” said the king;
¢ and it i3 you who have furnished the money necessary to
Monsieur de Favras. None of your preparations are made,
and yet you have known, from hour to hour, how the
conspiracy got on !”

““ The conspiracy ! ” repeated Monsieur, looking very

ale.

‘¢ Without doubt, the conspiracy ; for itis a conspiracy,
a conspiracy so real, that if it is discovered, Monsieur de
Favras will be imprisoned, conducted to the chdtelet, and
condemned to death !—at least, unless, by means of money
and promise, you manage to save him, as we contrived to
save Monsieur de Bésenval.” '

“But if the king saved Bésenval, surely he will also
rescue Monsieur de Favras.”

¢ No ; because what I have done for one, I may not be
able to do for another. Monsieur de Bésenval was my
man, just as Monsieur de Favras is yours. Let each one
save his own, and then we shall each do our duty.”

And as he nttered these words, the king rose,

The queen seized the skirt of his coat.

¢ Sire,” said she, ““ whether you accept or refuse, you
must send an answer to Monsicur de Favras.”

I must?”

<« Yes ; what reply shall the Baron de Charny make in
the name of the king ?”

<« He will answer,” said Louis XVI., as he loosened his
dress from the hands of the gueen, ‘‘he will answer that
the king cannot permit himself to be carried off.”

And he went away and left them.
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‘“ What he wished to say,” continued Monsienr, ¢ is,
that if the Marquis de Favras carries the king off without
any permission on his part, he will be heartily welcome,
provided, always, the affair succeeds, because, if it does
not sncceed, he will seem a fool, and, in politics, fools
deserve double punishment.”

¢ Monsieur le Baron,” said the queen, “ run to Monsieur
de Favras this very evening without losing an instant, and
tell him the very words of the king : ¢The king cannot
consent that they carry him off.” It is for them to under-
stand them, or for you to explain them. Go!”

The baron, who rightly regarded the answer of the king
and the recommendation of the queen as a double acquies-
cence, seized his hat, and jumping into a carriage, ordered
the driver to go to Place Royale, No. 21.

When the king arose from the whist-table he went to-
ward a group of young men whose joyous langhter had ex-
cited his attention before he entered the saloon. They
were silent at his approach.

““ Ah, gentlemen,” said he, ‘“is the king so unfortunate
as to bring sadness with him wherever he goes ?”

“Sire ! ” murmured the young men.

‘““You were very lively and laughing gaily when the
queen and I entered just now.”

Then, shaking his head, ‘“Unhappy are the kings,”
said he, ‘¢ before whom others will not laugh.”

“¢8ire ! ” said M. de Lameth ¢ the respect——"

My dear Charles,” said the king, ‘“when you leave
your prison on Sundays and Thursdays, and I make you
come, for amusement, to Versailles, does my being there
ever prevent you from laughing ? I have just now said,
¢ Unhappy are the kings before whom they all dare not
laughl” T now say, - Happy indeed are the kings before
whom all do laugh.””

¢ Sire,” said M. le Castries, ¢ perhaps the subject which
excites our langhter might not seem in any way comical
to youn.”

¢ Of what are you talking, then, gentlemen ?”

¢ Sire, it was apropos to the National Assembly.”



THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY. 217

¢ QOh! ah! gentlemen, there were good reasons to be-
come grave then on seeing me. I really cannot allow any
one in my house to laugh at the National Assembly. It
is true,” added the king, though he did not mean what
he said, ‘I am not at home, bnt at the place of the Prin-
cess de Lamballe, so that whether you langh any more at
the assembly, there can possibly be no harm in your tell-
ing me what it really was that made yon laugh soloundly ?”

““Does the king know what they have been discussing
at the assembly throughout the day’s sitting ?”

““Yes; and I have been very mnch interested. Has
there not been a discussion about a new machine for ex-
ecuting criminals ? Proposed by Monsieur Guillotin—and
offered to the nation ? ”

““Yes,” said Sulean.

“Oh! oh! Monsieur Sulean, and you jest with Mon-
sienr de Guillotin—with a philosopher, a philanthropist ?
It’s all very well, but you forget I am a philanthropist
myself.”

‘“But, sire, there are two sorts of philanthropists.
There is, for example, a philanthropist at the head of the
French nation—a philanthropist who has abolished the
question—him we respect, him we venerate; we do more
—we love him, sire.”

All the young men bowed at once.

¢ But,” continned Suleau, “‘ there are others who, being
already physicians, who, having in their hands a thonsand
means, both good, bad, and indifferent, to put the sick
out of this world, easily, endeavor to discover a means
equally as satisfactory to them, to carry those in good
health off too—and, by my word ! I beg your majesty will
abandon them to me.”

¢ And what will you do with them, Monsieur Snlean ?
Not behead them without pain ? ”” asked the king, allud-
ing to the declaration of M. Guillotin ; ¢ or shall they
take their departure, feeling an agreeable freshness about
their necks, eh ?”

It is just what I wish them, but it is not what I will
promise them,” replied Suleau.

J—Dumas—Vor. X. ~



218 THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY.

¢ What,” said the king, ¢is it that you wish them ?”

““Yes, sire, Ilike the people who invent this kind of
machine to try them. I do not complain much of Master
Aubriot trying the walls of the Bastile, nor Sir Enguerraud
de Marigny trying the gibbet at Montfaucon. Unhappily,
I have not the honor of being king—unhappily, I have
not the honor of being a judge, it is probable, then, I
shall be obliged to keep myself opposed to this very re-
spectable doctor, and what I have promised him I have
already commenced to carry out.”

¢¢ And what have yon promised him ? ” asked the king.

1t has come into my head, sire, that this great
benefactor of humanity ought to be one of the first to ex-
perience its advantages. So, to-morrow morning in the
¢ Actes des Apotres,” which we shall print in the course of
the night, the baptism shall take place. It is only that
the daughter of Monsieur de Guillotin, recognized this
very day in the National Assembly by her father, should
be known by his name, and called Mademoiselle Guil-
lotine.”

‘I believe an experiment has already been made—this
very morning, in fact; were any of you there ? The ex-
periment was at Bicetre.”

¢No, sire; no, no, no
once.

¢“T was there,” said a grave voice.

The king turned and recognized Gilbert, who had en-
tered during the discussion, and who was the only one
who could answer the king.

“Ah! you were there, doctor, were you ?” said the
king, turning toward him.

‘“Yes, sire.”

““And how do you think it succeeded ?” asked his
majesty.

¢ Perfectly on the two first, sire; but, although the
vertebrae of the third was cut, they were obliged to finish
the cutting off of the head with a knife.”

The young men listened with open mouths and open
eyes.

19

said a dozen of them, all at



THE COUNTESS DE CHARNY. 219

¢¢ Tlow, sire,” said Charles Lameth, speaking evidently
for the rest as well as for himself, ‘¢ have they executed
.three men this morning ? ”

‘“ Yes, geuntlemen,” said the king; ‘“only the three
men were three dead bodies furnished by the Hotel Dieu.
And your opinion, Gilbert £

¢ Upon what, sir ?”

¢ On the instrument.”

¢¢Sire, it is evidently an improvement upon all machines
‘invented for the purpose of depriving our fellow-creatures
of life; but the accident which happened to the third
body proves that this machine requires perfecting.”

¢ And how does it act ?”” asked the king, in whom the
gening of mechanism began to rise.

Gilbert then attempted to give an explanation ; but as
the king could not catch an exact idea of the instrument
from the description of the doctor, he said :

‘“Come, come, doctor ; here is a table, pen, ink, and
paper. You draw, I think P”

““ Yes, sire.”

£ Well then, you shall make me a sketeh ; I shall an-
derstand it better.”

And as the young men, restrained by respect, did not
like to seek to mate the king :

““Come, come, gentlemen,” said Louis XVI.; ¢ ques-
tions like this interest the whole of humanity.”

¢ And who knows,” said Suleau, half aloud, ¢ but one
of us is destined to have the honor of marrying Mademoi-
gelle Guillotine ? Come, gentlemen, let us be made ac-
quainted with our bride.”

And all of them, following Gilbert and the king,
collected round the table, at which Gilbert seated himself,

.in order to more conveniently make his sketch at the in-
vitation of the king.

Gilbert commenced a sketch of the machine, while
Louis XVI. traced each line with great attention.

Nothing was wanting, neither platform nor the steps
which conducted to it, nor the little window, nor anything
else.
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He had nearly finished the last details, when the king
interrupted him.

¢« Parblen !” said he, ‘“there is nothing astonishing
that it should have failed, especially at the third experi-
ment. ”

““ How so, sire ? ” asked Gilbert.

< That has the form of a hatchet,” said Lonis XVTI.
It is not necessary to know much of mechanics to be
able to tell that the shape of anything intended to cut,
when falling from a height, ought to approach to that of
a crescent.”

““ What form wounld your majesty then give the knife ?”

¢ A very simple one, that of a triangle.”

Gilbert tried to alter the design.

““No, no, not so0,” said the king, “‘just lend me your
pencil.”

¢ Here is the pencil, sire,” said Gilbert.

¢« Wait, wait,” said Louis XVI., carried away by his
love of mechanics. ¢ Look—thns and thuns—and thus—
and I will nndertake that you shall cut off some five-and-
twenty heads, one after another, without the edge twist-
ing at all.” {

He had scarcely said these words when a piercing cry,
one of terror as much as grief, was uttered just behind
him,

He turned quickly, and saw the queen fall fainting
into Gilbert’s arms.

Urged, like the rest, by curiosity, she had approached
the table, and leaning on the chair of the king, she had,
looking over his shoulder, at the very time he was engaged
in correcting its details, recognized the machine that
Cagliostro had 1made her look at twenty years before in
the Chéitean de Taverney Maison Rouge. .

At this sight she had only strength to ntter the cry, and
life seemingly had abandoned her, as if the fatal machine
itself had operated on her ; she had, in fact, fallen com-
pletely insensible into Gilbert’s arms.

One can easily understand that after such a circum-
gtance the evening was soon brought to a close,
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Her majesty had been laid upon abed at once and taken
to the bedroom of the princess, who with that peculiar
intuition belonging to females, guessing there was some
mystery, watched with the king, until, thanks to the skill
of Dr. Gilbert, the queen recovered her senses.

But it was evident that life was going to awake before
reason ; for some moments she looked about the room
with that vague and indifferent look with which people
regard everything when they do not know where they are
and what has happened ? But soon a slight trembling
ran through her body ; she nttered a short, shrill cry, and
covered her eyes with her hand as if to shut out some
painful sight.

She was coming about.

But the crisis was passed. Gilbert was about to aepart,
when the queen, as if she had already understood he was
going, stretched out her hand, and in a nervous voice,
accompanied by gesture as well, <“ Remain ! ”” said she.

Gilbert stopped, quite astonished. He did not ignore
the little sympathetic feeling the queen entertained for
him,

““I am at the orders of the queen,” said he, ““but I
believe it will be the best to calm the excited feelings of
the people in the saloons, and if your majesty will per-
mit——"

““Thérese,” said the queen, addressing herself to the
Princess de Lamballe, “ go and announce to the king
that I am rapidly recovering, and say that I wish to talk
to Doctor Gilbert.”

The princess obeyed with that sweet passiveness which
was the characteristic of her temper, and even of her
physiognomy.

The gneen followed her with her eyes and waited anx-
iously for her finishing her commission. She was free
now to talk with Dr. Gilbert. She turned round, and
fixing her eyes upon him, she said :

¢ Doctor, what do you think caused this to happen ?”

‘“ Madame,” said Gilbert, ‘I am a man of science ; have
the goodness to put the questionin & more precise form.”
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‘I ask yon, sir,” said the queen, ‘ whether the fainting
fit I have experienced has been cansed by one of those
nervous crises to which we poor women, through feeble-
ness of our constitutions, are particularly liable, or if you
suspect the accident has been brought on by any cause
more serious ?”

¢¢I shall answer your majesty, that the daughter of
Marie Theresa, the woman whom I saw so calm and
courageous during the night of the 5th and 6th of October,
is not an ordinary woman, and consequently is not capable
of being moved by what ordinarily affects a woman.”

““You are right, doctor. Do you believe in presenti-
ments ? ”

<¢Science herself repulses all these phenomena which
have a tendency to change the common course of things.”

I ought to have said, ‘Do you believe in predic-
tions 2’7

‘I believe that Providence has concealed the future
from us with an impenetrable veil. Some, by severely
studying the past, areable to lift the corner and catch
some idea of the future. But these instances are very
rare, and since religion has abolished fatality, since philos-
ophy has put limits to faith, prophets have lost fully three-
quarters of their mystical powers. And yet——" added
Gilbert.

¢¢ And yet ?” replied the queen, looking thoughtful.

¢ And yet, madame,” continued he, as if he were mak-
ing an effort over himself, to avoid coming in contact
with questions which he considered to lie within the re-
gion of doubt. ¢¢And yet, madame, there is a man 3

A man?” said the queen, who.followed Gilbert’s
words with great interest.

““He is a man who has often confounded all my argu-
ments by most unaccountable deeds.”

‘¢ And this man is P

¢“I dare not name him before your majesty.”

‘¢ This man is your master, is he not, Gilbert ? the man
all-powerful ! the immortal, divine Cagliostro.”

¢ Madame, my only true master is Nature ; Cagliostro
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is only my saviour. Pierced by a ball, which had traversed
the whole length of my breast, and which, after having
studied medicine for twenty years, I considered incurable,
thanks to a salve, with whose composition I am still igno-
rant, he cured me in the course of a few days—hence my
gratitude ; I had almost said my admiration.”

¢ And this man has predicted to you things that have
come to pass P

 Strange, incredible things ! Madame, thiz man walks
so firmly through the present, that it is to easy to believe he
has some knowledge of the fature.”

““ How far, if this man had predlcted a certaln thing to
you, would you believe in its coming to pass ?”

I should act at least as if 1 expected it to be real-
ized.”

<If he had foretold that you wounld meet a terrible,
premature, infamous death, would you prepare for such
a death ?”

Gilbert looked profoundly at the queen, and said :

¢ After having tried all possible means to escape from
sich a death, I should certainly prepare myself for it.”

¢ To escape from it ? No, doctor, no; I see well I am
condemned,” said the queen. ¢ This revolution isa whirl-
pool which will swallow up the throne, this people is a
lion which will devour me.”

‘“ Ah, madame,” said Gilbert, ‘it only depends upon
you, and you may see this very lion, so terrible now, come
and lie at your feet like a lamb.”

““ Did you not see this lion at Versailles ? ”

‘“ Have you not seen it at the T'nileries ? It is like an
ocean, madame, which beats incessantly—until it has
destroyed it-—against any rock which opposes itself to its
strength ; but it caresses the bark which trusts to it.”

‘“Doctor, all connection between this people and me
has been broken for a long time now ; they hate me, I
despise them.”
© ‘“Because you do not really understand each other.
Cease to be their qneen—be their mother. Forget that
you are the daughter of Marie Theresa, our ancient foe,
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the sister of Joseph II., our false friend. Be French, and
you shall hear the voice of this people rise only to bless
you, and yon shall see the arms of this great people stretch-
ing out but to bless you.”

Marie Antoinette shrugged up her shoulders.

““Yes, I know that; yesterday the people blessed, to-
day they caress, and to-morrow they wounld strangle those
they have blessed—those they caressed.”

Al ! madame,” cried Gilbert, ““be not deceived ; it
is not the people that would rebel against the king and
queen ; it is they have rebelled against the people, who
continue to address them in a language full of the privi-
leges of royalty, when they ought to speak the words of
fraternity and love. Yes; Italy, Poland, Ireland, Spain
will look at this France, born yesterday, and cry, stretch-
ing forth their hands chained—chained : ¢ France, France,
we are free in thee!’ Madame, madame, there is yet
time ; take the young one, born yesterday, take it into
your lap and be its mother.”

¢ Doctor,” said the queen, ‘“yon forget that I have
other children, children of my womb, and that I should
disinherit them by adopting this little strange child.”

<¢If it be so, madame,” said Gilbert, in a tone of great
sadness, ‘“ wrap these children up in the royal mantle, in
the mantle of war, of Marie Theresa, and carry them
away from France, for you spoke truly when you said the
people would devour you ; but there is no time to lose ;
you must be quick, madame, very quick !”

‘¢ And yon will not oppose this departnre ?”

¢ Far from it,” answered Gilbert, ‘“now I know your
intentions. T will assist you.”

““ That is well,” said the qneen, ““for there is a gentle-
man quite ready to devote himself to this object.”

¢¢ Ah, madame,” said Gilbert, with alarm, ¢“ do you not
mean Monsieur de Favras ?”

““ Who told you his name ? who revealed his project to

ou ?”

““0Oh, madame, take care! A fatal prediction follows
him too.”
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¢¢ And from the same prophet ? ”

¢ Yes, madame.”

¢ And, according to this prophet, what fate awaits the
marquis ? [

¢ A terrible death ! premature! infamous ! such a one
as you spoke of just now.”

““Then you indeed spoke the trath ; there is no time to
lose in order to prevent the fulfilment of the prophecies.”

“You have sent to announce to Monsieur de Favras
that you accept his assistance ?

““Some one is with him now. I am expecting his an-
swer every moment.”

At this moment, as Gilbert, frightened at the circum-
stances in which he found himself, passed his hand over
his face to shut out the light, Mme. de Lamballe en-
tered, and whispered one or two words in the ear of the
queen.

¢ Let him come in,” said the queen, ‘‘let him come in,
the doctor knows all. Doctor,” continued she, ¢ Mon-
gieur Isidor de Charny brings me the answer of Monsieur
le Marquis de Favras. To-morrow the queen will have
left Paris ; after to-morrow, the queen will be out of
France. Come, baron, come. Great God! what’s the
matter ? and why are you so pale ?

¢ Madame la Princesse de Lamballe has told me that I
may speak before Doctor Gilbert,” observed Isidor.

‘ Yes, yes, speak ; you have seen the Marquis de Fav-
ras ? The marquis is ready—we accept h1s offer ; we
leave Paris—we leave France ? ”

““The Marquis of Favras was arrested an hour ago in
the Rue Beaurepaire, and carried to the chitelet,” said
Isidor.

The eyes of the queen crossed those of Gilbert ; they
were luminous, desperate, full of anger. But all the
strength of Marie Antoinettc seemed to be exhausted by
this flash.

Gilbert approached her, and in a tone expressive of
great pity, said :

¢¢ Madame, if I can be of any use to you, dispose of me
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ag you like; my intelligence, my devotion, my life, I lay
at once at yoar feet.”

The queen raised her eyes slowly toward the doetor.

Then, in a voice gentle and resigned :

<« Monsienr Gilbert,” said she, ‘“ you, who are alearned
man, and have assisted at the experiment of this morn-
ing, can you tell me whether the death caused by this
frightful machine is as easy as the inventor declares it to
be 2,

Gilbert heaved a sigh, and covered his eyes with his
hands. A

At this moment Monsieur, who knew all he wished to
know, for the news of M. de Favras’s arrest spread like
wildfire through the palace—at this moment Monsieur
ordered his carriage in a loud voice, and took his depar-
ture withont taking leave of the king.

Louis XVI. stopped up the passage before him.

¢ Brother, I suppose you are not,” said he, ‘“in such a
hurry to enter the Luxembourg as not to be able to give
me some counsel. What ought I to do, in your opin-
ion ?”

““You would ask what, if I were in your place, I shounld

¢“I should abandon Monsienr de Favyras, and swear
fidelity to the constitution.”

¢ What, would you recommend me to swear fidelity to
a constitution which is not made as yet ? 7

¢ So much the greater reason,” said Monsieur, with a
ennning look, ‘“so much the greater reason, my dear
brother, you should do so, for then there is no oceasion to
keep the oath.”

The king stood thoughtfully for a moment.

““Let it be so,” said he; ‘“that will not prevent my
writing to Monsieur de Bonille that our project still holds,
but is adjourned, put off. This delay will allow the Count
de Charny to collect together all who should follow us.”
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CHAPTER XVIII.

MONSIEUR DISAVOWS FAVRAS, AND THE KING TAKES THE
OATH OF THE CONSTITUTION.

Ox the morning of the arrest of M. de Favras, this sin-
gular paper circulated through Paris :

‘“The Marquis de Favras (Place Royale) has been ar-
rested, together with his wife, during the night between
the 24th and 25th, for a plan which he had of raising
thirty thousand men to assassinate Lafayette and the
mayor of the city.

¢ Monsgieur, brother to the king, was at the head.

¢ (Signed) Baravz.”

One can easily understand the strange revolution such
a paper made in the Paris of 1790. A train of powder
fired could scarcely have produced a flame more rapid
than that which passed along with this circular. At
length it was in the hands of all. Two hours afterward
every one knew it by heart.

On the evening of the 26th, the Mandataires dela Com-
mune were reassembled at the Hotel de Ville in council,
when an usher announced that Monsieur demanded to be
admitted to them.

¢ Monsieur !” repeated the good Bailly, who presided
over the assembly, ‘“ what Monsieur ? ”

¢ Monsieur, brother of the king,” replied the usher.

At these words the members of the Commune looked at
one another. The name of Monsieur had been in every-
body’s mouth since break of day.

Bailly cast an inquiring glance round the assembly, and,
since the gilent answers he gathered from the faces of his
companions were unanimous, he said :

¢ Go, anuounce to Monsieur that, however much as-
tonished at the honor he is conferring upon us, we are
ready to receive him.”
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Some moments after Monsieur was introduced.

He was alomne ; his face was pale, and his walk, generally
slovenly, this evening was more so than unsual.

By good luck for Monsieur, the lights were so placed as
to leave a small space partially in the dark. This circum-
stance did not escape the observation of Monsieur. As
yet, he looked timidly on this immense reunion, where he
found, at least, respect if not sympathy, and, with a voice
trembling at first, but which acquired firmness by degrees :

‘¢ Gentlemen,” said he, ¢ the desire to contradict a vile
calumny has brought me among yon. Monsieur de Favras
was arrested by your Committee of Ingumiry, and they
spread the report to-day that I was leagued with him.”

Some smiles flitted across the faces of his anditors.

He continued :

“ In my quality of citizen of the city of Paris, I thought
it was my duty to let you know from myself the relations
in which I stand to Monsieur de Favras.”

As we may easily imagine, the attention of messieurs
the members of the Commune redoubled ; they were about
to hear, from the very lips of Monsieur himself, what re-
lations his highness had with Monsieur de Favras.

His highness continued in these terms :

¢ In 1772 Monsieur de Favras entered my Swiss Guard ;
he left them in 1775. I have never spoken to him since
that time.”

A murmur of incredulity passed through the andience,
but a glance of Bailly repressed this murmur, and Mon-
sieur remained in doubt as to whether his speech was ap-
proved or disapproved.

Monsieur went on : “ Deprived now for many months
of the enjoyment of my revenues, rendered uneasy by cer-
tain payments which I have to make in Janunary, I wished
to be able to meet my engagements without having to
apply to the public treasury. I had resolved, consequent-
1y, to obtain money on mortgage. Fifteen days ago M. de
Favras was pointed out to me by M. de la Chatre as a man
likely to be able to effect it through a banker of Genoa.
I therefore signed a bill for two millions, the sum neces-
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gary to meet my engagements at the beginning of the
year, and to pay for my house. This matter was purely
a financial one. I told my steward to look after it. I
have not seen Monsieur de Favras. .I have not written
to him. What he has done in other matters iz wholly
unknown to me.”

A sneer passed through the ranks of the Commune,
which showed that they were not disposed to believe, on
Monsieur’s word alone, that he had placed bills for two
millions in the hands of another without seeing him, and
through an agent, and, above all, that agent one of hisold
guard.

Monsieur blushed, and, without doubt, urged on by the
consciousness of being in a false position, he said, in a
lively manner :

¢“And yet, gentlemen, I heard that there was dis-
tributed yesterday throughout the capital a paper con-
ceived in these terms.” g

And Monsieur read—this was useless, since all there
knew it by heart—the letter which we but just now
quoted.

At the words, ¢ Monsieur, brother of the king, was at
the head,” all the members of the Commune bowed.

Did they wish to imply that they were of the same
opinion as the circular ? Did they simply mean they were
listening ?

Monsieur continued : ‘¢ You do not expect that I should
defend myself against a charge like this; but at a time
when calumnies, of which every one must see the absurd-
ity, may easily confound the best citizens with the enemies
of the revolution, I have thought it my duty, gentlemen,
both to the king, to you, and myself, to enter into the de-
tails which you have just heard, in order that public opin-
ion may recognize-the truthat once. Since the day when,
in the second assembly of great men, I declared myself on
our great questions, which still cause some division of
opinion, I have not ceased to believe that a great revolu-
tion was ready, that the king, through his virtnes and
superior rank, ought to be at the head, since it could not
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be un advantage to the nation without being equally 80 to
the monarch.”

AZthough the sense was not very clear in these last
expressions, yet the habit they had acquired of ap-
plauding some forms of words, caused them to applaud
these. ; :

Encouraged by this, Monsienr raised his voice, and
added, addressing the assembly with a little more assur-
ance :

¢Until they can bring forward one of my actions, one
of my speeches, which contradicts, in any way, the princi-
ples I have professed, until they can show that the happi-
ness of both king and people has not been my constant
thought, my every wish, I have the right to be believed.
I have changed neither sentiments nor principles, and I
never shall change.”

The mayor of Paris replied :

¢ Monsieur, it is a matter of great satisfaction to the
representatives of the Commune of Paris to see among
them the brother of a cherished king, and of a king who
is the restorer of French liberty. August brothers, the
game sentiment unites you. Monsieur showed himself the
first citizen ready to vote for the Third Estate in the sec-
ond assembly ; he was nearly the only one of this opinion,
save a few friends of the people. Monsieur, then, is the
first author of civil equality. In coming to mix with the
representatives of the Commune, he has shown to-day that
he only wishes to be known through his patriotic senti-
ments. These sentiments consist of the explanation which
Monsienr has just made to the assembly. The prince
comes before public opinion, and citizens value the opin-
ion of their fellow-citizens. I offer, Monsieur, then, in
the name of the assembly, the tribute and respect which
it owes to the sentiments and the presence of his royal
highness, and particularly to the value he attaches to men
being free.”

Then, when Monsieur understood without doubt that
in spite of the praise bestowed on his conduct by Bailly it
would be differently jndged afterward, he replied, with
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that paternal air which he knew so well how to assume
whenever he thought it would answer :

¢ Gentlemen, the duty I have just fulfilled has been a
painful one for a virtuous heart; but I am sufficiently
compensated by the sentiments which the assembly has so
kindly expressed toward me, and my mouth ought only to
be opened to ask pardon for those who have offended
me.”

Monsieur had performed, then, his part of the counsel
which he had given to his brother, Louis XVI.

He had thrown off M. de Favras, and, as we have seen,
owing to the praises of the virtuous Bailly, the scheme
had been successful.

Louis XVI., recollecting all this, determined, on his
side, to swear fidelity to the constitution.

One fine morning the usher came and told the presi-
dent of the assembly, who on this day was M. Bureaux de
Pusey, just as the usher had reported Monsieur to the
mayor, that the king, with one or two ministersand three
or four officers, knocked at the door of the Manege as
Monsieur had knocked at the door of the Hdtel de Ville.

The representatives of the people looked astonished.
What could the king have to say to them, who for this
long while had been separated from them ?

They caused Louis XVI. to be introdnced, and the
president gave him up his armchair.

All at once the saloon resounded with acclamations.
All France, except Petion, Cariille Desmoulins and Marat
believed that it was once more loyal.

The king had wished to come and felicitate the assembly
upon what it had effected, to praise this beautiful division
of France into departments ; but what he could no longer
suppress was the great love he entertained for the consti-
tution.

The commencement of the discourse caused some uneasi-
ness, the middle was gratifying, but the end—the end
brought out all the enthusiasm of the assembly.

The king could not resist expressing his love for this
little constitution of 1791, which was not as yet even
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born ; what would he do then when he saw it some day full
grown ?

We cannot give the discourse of the king; there are
six pages of it ; it is qunite enough to have quoted that of
Monsieur. As much as thereis, however, Louis XVI. did
not seem too wordy to the assembly, which was often
moved to tears.

When we say that it was moved to tears, we do not say
8o metaphorically ; Barnave, Lameth, Dupont, Mirabeau,
Barrere, all wept. It was quite a deluge.

The king left—but the king and the assembly could not
part so ; it came out after him and hastened to the Tuile-
ries, where the queen received it.

The queen, the stern daughter of Marie Theresa, was
no enthusiast ; she did not weep ; she presented herson to
the deputies of the nation.

‘¢ Gentlemen,” said she, ‘I share all the sentiments of
the king. Here is my son. 1 shall not neglect to teach
him in good time to imitate the virtues of the best of
fathers, to respect public liberty, and to maintain the
laws, of which I hope he will be the most firm pillar.”

Now there was a real enthusiasm. They proposed to
take the oaths that very instant. They formed them-
selves into a sitting of the assembly. First of all, the
president pronounced the following words :

I swear to be faithful to the nation, and to uphold
with all my power the constitution decreed by the National
Assembly, and accepted by the king.”

And all the members of the assembly accepted the oath
at once, and raising his hand, each in turn said, I
swear ! ”

For the ten days following the peace Paris expended it-
self in balls, fétes, and fireworks. From all parts came
news of oaths being taken ; all over they were busy swear-
ing ; people swore on the Gréve, at the Hotel de Ville, in
the churches, in the streets, in the public squares ; altars
were erected to La Patrie; to these they conducted all
scholars, and they took the oath, just as if they had heen
men and understood what was meant by it.
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The assembly directed a Te Deum tobesung, and there,
on the altar, before God, they renewed their oath.

The king only was not present at Notre Dame, and so
did not swear again.

His absence was remarked, but all were so pleased, so
confident, that they were quite satisfied with the first ex-
cuse he pleased to give them.

¢“Why have you not been to the Te Deum ? why have
you not sworn like the rest, on the'altar of God ?” the
queen asked, ironically.

‘¢ Because,” was the answer of Louis XVI., I wish to
lie well, and not to forswear myself.”

The queen breathed. Until then, like the rest, she had
believed in the good faith of the king.

CHAPTER XIX.
A GENTLEMAN.

Tnis visit of the king to the assembly took place on the
4th of Febrmary, 1790.

Twelve days later, that is to say, in the course of the
night of the 17th of the same month, in the absence of the
governor of the chitelet, who had leave to go to Soissons,
where his mother was dying, a man presented himself at
the gate of the prison, bearing an order signed by the
lientenant of police, authorizing the visitor to speak,
without & witness, to M. de Favras.

We cannot say whether the order was a forgery ornot;
but at any rate, the sub-governor, whom they awoke in
order to submit it to him, considered it was all right, and
directed him, in spite of the lateness of the hour, to be
admitted into the cell of M. de Favras.

After having issued the proper orders, he retnrned to
his bed to complete the night’s rest which had thus been
broken.

The visitor, under the pretense that in drawing the
order from his pocket-book he had dropped an important
paper, took the lamp, and looked on the floor, just as he
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saw M. le Sous-directeur of the chdtelet enter his apart-
ment. Then he said he believed he had left it on his
dressing-table, and he begged them, in any case, to give it
to him before his departure.

Then, giving the lamp to the chief turnkey, he invited
him to conduct him to the cell of M. de Favras.

The turnkey opened a door, allowed the unknown to
pass, and in hig turn followed, and shut the last door be-
hind him.

He seemed to look at the unknown with curiosity as he
attended him.

They descended twelve steps, and found themselves in
a subterraneous corridor.

Then a second door presented itself ; it was opened and
relocked like the first, by the jailer.

The unknown and his guide found themselves now ona
kind of landing, having before them a second flight of
steps to descend. The unknown stopped, gazed into the
dark corridor, and when he was assured that the obscurity
was as solitary as silent :

““You are the chief turnkey, Louis ?” asked he.

““Yes,” replied the jailer.

¢ A brother of the American lodge ?”

SAVE e ,

““You have been placed here for these last eight days
by a mysterious hand to effect something unknown ?”

¢ Yes.”

““You are ready to accomplish this work ?”

T am ready.”

“You were to receive your orders from a man ?”

¢ Yes, of the anointed.”

‘“How were you to recognize this man ? ”

‘‘ By three letters embroidered on a plastron.”

1 am that man ; look at the three letters.”

On saying these words, the visitor opened his coat, and
showed embroidered on its breast the three letters,
EERAD:

¢ Master,” said the jailer, bowing, ““I am at your
gervice.”
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““Very well ; open the cell of Monsienr de Favras, and
be ready to obey me.”

The jailer bowed without answering, and passing on in
front, in order to light the way, he stopped before a door

¢ This is it,” he murmured, in a low voice.

The unknown made a sign with his head ; the key, al-
. ready in the lock, turned twice, and the door stood open.

In spite of taking every precaution to prevent the pris-
oner’s escape, by putting him in a cell twenty feet under
ground, they had not been careless of his accommodations.
He had a good bed with white curtains. Near this bed
was a table covered with books, pens, ink, and paper, in-
tended, no doubt, to assist him to prepare his defense.

A lamp crowned all.

Upon a second table, in a corner, glittered the articles
of the toilet, such as had been taken from the dressing-
case of the marquis himself.

M. de Favras slept so soundly that the door was opened,
the unknown approached his bed, and a second lamp
placed on the table by the jailer, who withdrew at a ges-
ture of the visitor, without awaking him.

For a moment the unknown regarded the sleeping man
with a profound melancholy, and then, as if remembering
that time was precious, he shook the sleeper by the
ghoulder,

The prisoner turned, and was at once thoroughly awake
with eyes wide open, like those who are in the habit of
sleeping always expecting to be waked to hear bad
news.

‘“ Be composed, Monsieur de Favras,” said the unknown,
it is a friend.”

For an instant M. de Favras looked at the visitor with
an air of doubt, which expressed his astonishment that
any friend should come to seek him at some eighteen or
twenty feet under ground. Then all at once recalling his
recollections :

¢ Ah ! ha!” said he, “the Baron Zanoni.”

¢ Myself, dear marquis.”

Favras smiled, and looking round him, pointed out a
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stool with his finger, which held neither books nor clothes.
< Will you sit down ? ” gaid he to the baron.

¢ My dear marquis, I come to propose a thing that
admits of no long discussion, and since we have no time
to lose——"

“What are you going to propose, my dear baron ? ”

““You know they will try you.to-morrow,”

‘‘ Yes, I have heard something like that,” replied Favras.

““You know that the judges before whom you will ap-
pear are the same as those who acquitted Augeard and
Bésenval ?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know that neither was acquitted except
throngh the intervention of the court ?”

A third time Favrasreplied, ¢ Yes,” without there being
any perceptible alteration in his voice.

< Without donbt, you hope the court will do for you
what it has done for your predecessors 2”’

¢ Those who have had the honor to assist me in relation
to the enterprise that has bronght me here ought surely
to do something for my sake, Monsieur le Baron. Let
what they do be well done.”

‘¢ They have already determined what to do; and I can
instruct youn as to what course they intend to pursue.”

Favras did not exhibit any curiosity to know.

¢ Monsieur,” continned the visitor, ‘“has presented
himself at the Hétel de Ville and declared that he did not
know you now ; that in 1772 you had entered into the
guards, and that in 1775 you had left them, and since that
time he had never seen you once.”

Favras bowed his head as a token of acquiescence.

¢ As far as regards the king, he not only no more thinks
of flying, but on the fourth of the present month he went
to the National Assembly and swore to the counstitution.”

A smile passed over Favras’s lips.

““ Do you doubt the truth of this ?”” asked the baron.

I did not say so,” said Favras.

¢“Then you will see at once, marquis, that it will not
do to reckon on monsieur, nor on the king either.”
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‘¢ Right, Monsieur le Baron.”

““ You will go before the judges.”

‘“You have told me so before.”

‘“You will be condemned.”

<1t is very likely.”

‘¢ And to death.”

“It is very possible.”

And Favras stretched himself out like a man about to
receive the last stroke. £

““But,” said the baron, ““do yomu know to what death,
my dear marquis ?”

¢¢ Are there two kinds of death, dear baron ?”

““ There are ten ; there are the wheel, hanging, pieces,
etc., and for more than a week there has been one which
combines them all ; as you say, there is but one now—the
gallows |

““The gallows!”

““Yes ; the assembly having proclaimed equality before
the law, have found it but just to proclaim equality in
death. Nobles and peasants must now go out of the world
through the same gate. You will be hung, my dear
marquis.”

¢ Ah !” said Favras.

¢ Condemned to death, yon will be hung ; a very dis-
agreeable thing, I am sure, to a gentleman who does not
fear death but only dislikes the mode of it.”

‘‘ Monsieur le Baron,” said Favras, ‘‘have youn only
come here to inform me of this bad news, or have you
something else better left to tell me ? ”

“I came to tell you that all is ready for your escape,
and to assure you that in ten minutes, if you wish, you
can be out of your prison, and in twenty-four hours out of
France.”

Favras reflected a moment without letting the baron
see that it cansed him any emotion, then addressing his
questioner :

““ Does this offer come from the king or his royal high-
ness ? 7

“No, sir ; it comes from me.”
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Favras looked at the baron.

¢ From you, sir,” said he, ‘ and why from you ?”

¢ From the interest I take in yon, marquis.”

¢ What interest can you have in me ?” asked Favras ;
“you have seen me but twice.”

‘“One does not require to see a man twice in order to
know him, my dear marquis. True gentlemen are rare,
and I wish to save one, 1 will not say for France, but for
humanity.”

¢Youn have no other reason, then ?”

¢ There is another reason. Having negotiated a bill of
two millions for you, money which has been spent in pro-
moting the affair which brought you here to-day, I feel
myself implicated in your death, that I have contributed
to it.”

Favras smiled. ¢“If you have not committed a worse
crime than that, you may sleep easily,” said Favras. <1
pardon you.”

““What ! cried the baron, ¢“you refuse to fly ?

Favras stretched out his hand to him. ¢I thank youn
from the bottom of my heart, Monsieur le Baron,” replied
he, I thank you in the name of my wife and children,
but I refuse.”

¢“ Because, perhaps, you think our measures ill-taken,
and you are afraid to trust to an escape, which, if dis-
covered, would aggravate your offense ?

<1 believe, sir, that you are a prudent man. I will say
more, that you are adventurous, sinee you yourself come
to propose this escape to me; but I repeat, I do not wish
to fly.”

“Without doubt, you think, monsieur, that, forced to
fly from France, you will leave your wife and children in
misery there. I have foreseen this, and offer yon this
pocket-book, in which you will find one hundred thousand
francs in bank-notes.”

Favras looked at the baron with a kind of admiration.
Then, shaking his head :

It is not that, monsieur,” said he ; ‘“upon my word,
and without your having had to offer me this pocket-book,
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if it had been my intention to leave Frauce, I should
have fled. But once more my mind is made up ; I will
not fly.”

The baron looked at him who gave him this firm refusal,
as if he doubted whether he possessed his senses.

“'T'his astonishes you,” said Favras, with a singnlar
degree of serenity, ‘and you ask yourself, without daring
to ask me, whence arises this strange determination to
wait to the end, and to meet death, if necessary, what-
ever that death may be.”

¢“1 confess so, monsieur.”

““I will tell you. I am a royalist, monsienr, but not of
that kind who emigrate, or remaining, dissimulate at
Paris. My opinion is not founded upon a sordid calenla-
tion of interest ; it is a faith, a religion, and kings are no
more to me than a bishop, or a popec; that is to say, it is
of the visible representatives of this faith, this religion, I
am speaking of now. IfI fly, it will be said that the
king or Monsieur have caused me to escape ; if they let
me escape, they were my accomplices. Religions fall, my
dear baron, when there are no longer any martyrs ; I will
ronse up mine by dying for it. This shall be a reproach
cast upon the past, an advertisement offered to the
future.”

‘¢ But think of the kind of death which awaits you,”
urged the baron.

¢ The more infamous the death, the more meritorious
will be the sacrifice. Christ died on a cross between
thieves.”

I could understand that, monsieur,” said the baron,
¢¢if your death would have the same inflnence on royalty
as that of Christ had on the world. But thesins of kings
are so great that, so far from thinking that the blood of
a simple gentleman will wash them away, I do not think
that even the blood of a king can do it.”

‘“That will be as God pleases, Monsieur le Baron ; but
at a time when so many are wanting in their duty, I shall
die with the consolation of having fulfilled mine.”

¢ Ah ! no, monsieur,” said the baron, with an air of im-
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patience, ‘“ you may die with the simple regret that your
death is of no use.”

“ When the disarmed soldier will not fly, when he
awaits the enemy, when he braves death, when he receives
it, he knows perfectly well that his death is useless, he
can only say that flight was cowardly, and that he had
rather die.”

‘“ Monsieur,” said the baron, < I cannot stay to argue.”

He drew out his watch ; it was three o’clock in the
morning.

““We have yet one hour,” continued he. I will sit
at this table and read for half an hour ; during this time,
reflect. In half an hour you will give me a definite
answer.”

And taking a chair, he sat down against the table, his
back turned to the prisoner, and began to read.

‘¢ Good night, monsieur,” said Favras.

And he turned his face to the wall, without doubt to
reflect more undisturbedly.

The reader two or three times drew his watch from his
pocket ; more impatient than the prisoner, when the half-
hour was gone, he rose and went toward the bed. But he
had waited in vain. Favras did not turn.

The baron leaned over him, and discovered from his
regular and calm breathing that the prisoner slept.

¢ Allons !” gaid he, speaking to himself, “I am con-
quered ; but jndgment is not as yet prononnced ; perhaps
he still doubts.”

And not wishing to awaken the unhappy marquisagain,
he seized a pen and wrote upon a sheet of white paper the
following :

‘“ When sentence is passed, and Monsieur de Favras is
condemned to death, when he has no hopes either in the
judges or Monsieur, should he change his opinion, Mon~
sieur de Favras has only to call the jailer, Lonis, and
say to him : T am decided to fly,” and means will be pro
vided to assist his flight.

¢¢ When Monsieur de Favras is in the fatal wagon, when
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Monsieur de Favras begs pardon in front of Notre Dame,
when Monsieur de Favras traverses, with naked feet and
bound hands, the short space that separates the steps of
the Hotel de Ville from the gallows on the Gréve, he has
only to pronounce the words : ¢I wish to be saved !” and
he shall be saved.

¢¢ CAGLIOSTRO.”

When he had written the above, the visitor took the
lamp, and advanced to the bed a second time to see if he
still slept. He then regained the door of the cell, but not
without returning several times, behind which, with the
imperturbable resignation of those adepts who are ready to
sacrifice everything to gain their end, Louis, the jailer,
was standing immovable.

‘¢ Well, master,” he asked, ‘“what shall I do ?”

¢ Remain in the prison, and do whatever Monsieur de
Favras commands thee.”

The jailer bowed his assent, took the lamp from the
hand of Cagliostro, and walked respectfully before him,
as a valet who lights his master.

The same day, the chief jailer, about an hour after
midday, descended with four armed men into the prison of
M. de Favras, and announced to him that he must pre-
pare to appear before his judges. M. de Favras had been
forewarned of this during the night by Cagliostro, and at
nine in the morning by the sub-lientenant to the chételet.
The general hearing of the trial had commenced at nine,
and was still proceeding at three o’clock, Since before
nine in the morning the salle had been crowded with per-
gons curious to see him whose sentence was about to be
prononnced.

Forty judges were arranged in a circle at the end of the
salle, the president upon a dais, a painting representing
the crucifixion of our Saviour imme